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JHemofr  mt  Sbamutl  ^insftu* 


Timi  lemnt  to  bt  tomethiiif  to  rapogiiAiit  to 
Che  pumiiti  o£  liteimtiire  in  habitt  <tf  trade  end 
eoeomeroe,  tliet  the  inittnoes  haTS  been  very  ran 
in  which  thej  heTS  been  combined  in  one  indi- 
▼idoaL  ThBh]etoriui<tftheMedici,«ndRoQBiis 
the  Poet,  ere  almoet  ■oUtiry  inittnoee  of  literary 
laete  and  talent  being  united  himnonioaaljr  with 
traffic.  Samuel  Rogera  b  a  bi)>ker  in  London, 
and  hae  been  ftr  many  yean  at  the  head  of 
a  moot  reepectable  firm.  EUi  fkther  followed 
the  tame  botineee  before  him,  and  aroaned  oon^ 
odenbb  wealth,  both  which  became  the  her- 
itafo  of  the  Poet,  who  wee  bom  about  the 
year  17G2,  in  London;  but  little  or  nothing  b 
known  of  the  way  in  which  he  paMod- hu  early 
yeara.  Hb  edocatioii  wee  liberal,  no  coet  having 
been  epared  to  render  him  an  accompUshed 
eeholar.  That  he  improved  by  thought  and  re- 
flection  upon  the  leewni  of  his  jrouth,  thera  can 
be  no  doubt ;  and,  it  is  to  be  presumed,  he  lost 
DO  opportunity  of  reapinj^  profit  from  the  extra- 
ordinary advanta^s  which  his  station  obtained 
for  him.  He  always  kept  the  best  society,  both 
as  refspected  rank  and  talent,  the  circle  of  which 
in  the  metropolis  of  England  in  his  younger 
divs  was  more  than  commonlv  brilliant.  His 
political  ideas  are  what  are  styled  liberal,  and  no 
one  has  ever  been  able  to  reproach  him  with  the 
abandonment  of  a  single  principle  with  which  he 
orisrinally  set  out  in  life.  CH'er  most  of  his  early 
friends  and  companions  the  grave  has  now  closed, 
and  tliey  included  among  them  many  great 
nam^^. 

With  a  strong  attachment  for  the  Muses,  after 
the  excellent  education  Rogers  received,  it  is  not 
surprising  that  he  ventured  before  the  public. 
His  fir«t  work  was  an  **  Ode  to  Superstition,  and 
Xher  Poems,"  which  appeared  in  1786.  This 
was  folltiwed  by  a  second  publication,  **The 
Plea!«urcs  of  Memory,"  when  he  had  passed  the 
eTf*cnnf*R5  of  youth,  having  attained  his  thirtieth 
year  In  1793  this  poem  was  received  by  the 
public  with  universal  applause.  The  subject  was 
happilv  chosen,  coming  home  to  the  business  and 
of  ail :  it  was  executed  with  great  care, 

A2 


and  varioni  paasages  dbplay  ancommon  ftlidlj. 
Aa  a  whole,  perhape  its  chief  defbct  b  that'  It 
wants  vigor,  but  the  deficiency  in  thb  ^paSHj 
b  made  up  in  correctness  and  harmony.  Eqgm 
b  one  of  the  most  scmpulone  of  the  eons  of  the 
lyra  in  hb  metre,  and  he  too  often  eacrifieae  that 
harshness  which  sets  off  the  amoother  paiwifee 
ot  a  writer*!  works,  and  pravents  wimeyi  and 
monotony,  to  mere  cold  parity  of  ityle.  FMtepe 
no  poem  of  equal  site  ever  coot  its  author  ao 
many  houn  to  produce.  Not  latisfied  with  hb 
own  corrections,  he  rapeatedly  consolted  the  tMit 
of  some  of  hb  fViends;  one  of  the  most  dsiulBd 
of  whmn,  Richard  Sharps,  then  awholesab  hattHTt 
and  since  Member  <tf  Parliament,*  has  said  tibati 
befbro  the  publication  of  thb  poem,  and  whila 
preparing  the  successive  editions  fiir  press,  they 
had  read  it  together  several  hundred  times,  at 
home  as  well  as  on  the  Continent,  and  in  every 
temper  of  mind  that  varied  company  and  varied 
scenery  could  produce. 

In  the  year  1798,  Rogers  published  **  An  Epis- 
tle to  a  Friend,  with  other  Poems,**  and  in  1819 
"  The  Voyage  of  Columbus.**  Two  yeara  after 
wards,  in  conjunction  with  Lord  Byron,  or 
rather  printed  in  the  same  volume  with  ^pron*s 
Lara,  appeared  hb  tale  of  **  Jacqueline  ;**  a  poem 
which  displays  a  strange  contrast  to  the  fire 
and  energy  of  the  author  of  Manfred.  Sweet 
and  pleasing  ratlier  than  striking,  **  Jacqueline,** 
though  well  received,  contributed  little  to  in- 
crease its  author's  reputation.  **  Human  Life,** 
next  to  the  Pleasures  of  Memory,  is  the  most 
finished  production  of  Rogers.  The  subject  was 
a  good  one,  for  it  was  drawn  from  universal 
nature,  and  connected  with  all  those  rich  asso- 
ciations which  increase  in  attraction  as  ire 
journey  onwards   in  the  path  of  life.     It   is 


1  This  gentleman  has  carried  the  art  of  brilliaat  sad 
intereKtinf  conrertatinn  to  an  unprecedented  degree  ci 
perfection,  bavini;  in  ftct  reduced  it  to  a  matter  of  ■aie 
business,  as  systematic  as  Book-KeepinK.  H«  keeps  mi 
index  to  bis  multitudinous  commonplace  books ;  and  bas 
a  debtor  and  creditor  account  with  bis  diflbrent  drclss  oC 
the  jokes  let  off  or  tbe  set  speedies  made. 
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epitome  of  man  from  tlic  cradle  to  tho  j^rave, 
and  IB  executed  tliroughout  with  tlio  poet's 
wonted  care. 

The  friendship  of  Rngcrs  with  Sheridan  and 
with  Byron  is  well   known.     When  the  great 
wit,  dramatist,  and  orator,  was  near  tlio  close  of 
hifl  career,  ncsrlocted  by  those  who  were  fore- 
most in  the  circle  of  friends  when  ho  cnjoyei! 
health  and  prosperity,  the   individual  who  re- 
lie\'ed  the  wants  of  tlie  dying  man  was  Kogers; 
whose  opulence   of  purse   enabled   him   to  do 
that  act  of  benevolence   to  his   friend,   which 
muat  ever  be  one  of  his  most  gratifying  remin- 
iaoences.     It  is  seldom  poets  are  so  well  enabled 
to  meet  the  aspirations  of  their  hearts  towards 
others.   A  dispute,  on  the  appearance  of  Moore*s 
**Life  of  Sheridan,"  was  very  warmly  kept  up 
couiected  with  this  circumstance.     It  was  said 
that  a  firiend  of  Sheridan,  of  no  less  rank  than 
the  present  King  of  England  himself,  had  been 
among  tliose  who,  in  his  lost  moments,  were  re> 
gardlMB  of  the  pecuniary  necessities  of  the  dying 
man ;  that  at  last,  when  no  longer  necessary,  a 
•wn  of  money  was  sent  by  tlie  royal  order,  which 
Sheridan  returned,  saying  that  it  came  too  late, 
a  friend  having  furnislicd  him  with  all  he  should 
require    while    life    remained.     I<oyaIty   never 
lacks  defenders,  or  perhaps  the  Prince  of  Wales 
was  not  to  blame,  as  tales  of  distress  are  always 
alow  in   reaching    the  ears  of  individuals   in 
aogust  stations.   However  tlie  matter  might  have 
been,  the  affair  was  warmly  disputed  in  respect 
to  the  implied  royal  neglect,  and  remains  still 
in  as  much   uncertainty  as  ever;   but  Rogers 
gloriously  carried  off  tlie  palm  of  friendship  and 
fteling  on  the  occasion,  let  the  truth  lie  which 
side  it  may,  in  respect  of  the  tender  from  a 
higher  quarter.     Byron  and   Rogers  were  on 
terms  of  great  intimacy,  both  in  England  and 
daring  the  poet^s  residence  in  Italy.     In  Uiat 
medley  of  truth  and  falsehood,  Uie  "Recollections 
of  Bjrron"  by  Medwin,  the  noble  poet  is  described 
as  alluding  to  a  singular  talent  for  epigram, 
which  Rogers  is  made  to  possess.    Tliis  talent, 
however,    has  been  very  sparingly  employed. 
Certain  buffoons  and  scribblers  in  Sunday  news- 
papers, who  have  been  opposed  from  political 
principles,  or  rather  whoso  pay  at  the  moment 
was  on  the  opposite  side  to  that  taken  by  the 
venerable  poet^  impudently  ascribed  a  thousand 
bons-mots  and  repartees  to  Rogers,  whom  they 
never  saw  in  their  lives,  and  which  they  monu- 
fiustored  Uiemselves.     His  sl.ill  in  writing  epi- 
gram, howe\'er,  is  acknowlodj^d ;  but  what  he 
iias  produced  is  the  work  of  the  scholar  and  the 
gentleman;  for  there   is  not  an  individual   in 
•ustenoe  !eM  likely  to  trespass  on  the  rules 


prescribed  for  tlio  conduct  of  either,  by  the  regu- 
lations of  s<»rial  intercourse. 
I     Our  poot  has  truvollod  much  out  of  his  own 
;  country,  and  he  is  not  less  a  master  of  manners 
in  tJie  better  classes  of  societv  abroad  than  at 
home.     His  *^  Sketches  in  Italy,"  prove  tliat  he 
;  was  no  unobservant  sojourner  abroad ;   and  as 
his  opportunities  lor  observation  were  great,  be 
'did  not  fail  to  profit  by  tliem  proixirtionatrlyw— 
(This  may  be  noticed  in  his  conversation,  which 
is  always  amusing  and  instructive ;  and*  nsore 
i  particularly,  when,   visiting   the  circles  of  nis 
I  fashionable  or  learned  friends,  he  liecomes  the 
spokesman  on  some  topic  which  interests  liim,and 
which  he  sees  affording  gratification  to  otlicrs. 

Rogers  never  entered  ujk)!!  the  stormy  ocean 
of  |)olitics.  This  is  singular,  from  tiie  number 
of  his  {)oIitical  friends,  and  the  exan:ple  set  him 
by  his  father.  The  elder  Rogers  was  renowned 
in  tiie  annals  of  f>arliainentary  elections  for  a 
severe  contest  with  Colonel  Holroyd,  subsequent- 
ly Lord  Sheffield,  in  dividing  the  sutlVages  of 
tlie  city  of  (I'oventry,  when  the  obstinacy  of  tlie 
combat  attracted  much  attention.  He  has  wisely 
preferred  the  gratification  of  a  pure  taste,  and 
tlie  interchanges  of  urbanity,  to  tJic  stirring 
hazards  of  political  ambition:  notwithstanding 
which  he  is  a  warm  partisan  of  the  principles  he 
has  chosen,  and  understands  well  how  to  main- 
tain tliem.  What  he  has  done  every  way  proves 
Uiat  he  is  conscious  of  his  own  |)owcrs,  but  care* 
less  of  indulging  them,  tiiough  much  in  this 
respect  may  no  doubt  \ro  attributed  to  itis  unceas- 
ing attention  to  the  calls  of  business,  from  which 
he  never  allows  himself  to  be  diverted. 

Rogers  is  now  in  the  "sere  ond  yellow  leaf" 
of  human  vegetation.  lie  is  the  kind,  agreeable, 
affable  old  man  ;  but  there  is  nutliing  beyond  the 
good  and  amiable  in  ciiaractcr  depicted  u\K>n  a 
countenance  by  no  means  the  bcht  formed  and 
most  impressive  of  the  s|iecics,  if  the  features  are 
separately  considered.  His  habiUt  are  remarkably 
regular,  and  his  conduct  governed  by  that  urban- 
ity and  breeding  which  show  he  has  been  accus- 
tomed to  mingle  most  in  the  best  society. — He 
takes  a  great  interest  in  all  Uiat  promotes  Uie 
impro>'ement  of  tho  state  and  contributes  to  the 
comfort  and  happiness  of  his  fellow-men.  In 
short,  Rogers,  like  all  men  of  genius,  if  possess- 
ing certain  eccentricities,  is  git\ed  with  the 
impress  of  high  intellect  which  Itelongs  to  that 
character,  nnd  which  makes  it  so  distinguished 
above  tho  herd  of  mankind.  There  is  about 
Rogers,  however,  a  sort  of  otium  cum  dipnitaf 
which  seems  to  repress  his  energies,  and  to 
keep  inactive  a  spirit  which,  had  it  been  loss 
indebted  to  good  fortune  and  flung  more  upon 


t,  would  have  perrormeil  greater 

AJnoti{  Iho  friends  of  Rogers  were  Fox,  Slier- 
idui,  Windhun,  and  a  giluj  of  dieliDguished 
nunc*,  when  thoy  irare  in  Uie  mnith  of  their 
florjr.  To  the  illiulrioiu  nflphsw  of  Foi,  Uio 
mlUknoini  Lord  Holland,  uid  to  his  friends  of 
lb*  iBiiM  politicil  pottj,  Rogcni  ulill  adheres. 
n*  ■■  ■omuDlnd  one  of  ths  literary  catirie  il 
HoIIuid  Botue,  the  hoapilabla  recoptaels  of  men 
uTuIml  flora  all  countries  Bnd  of  all  creeds.  He 
!•  liitJTjdiiced  iu  the  Novel  of  "Glonarvon"  at 
the  court  of  the  Princeu  of  Madagascar  (a 
tiiaracl*!  inteiidod  for  Lady  HoUiuid;;  uid  per- 
htft  tba  nsiDS  of  no  iodiriilual  is  mare  on  the 
lip*  of  a  certain  luhlonable  order  of  [  i 

■n  attached  to  literary  puraulls,  ll 
B«scr«.    Uia  opinion  ia  looked  up  to, 


ax  one  of  great  weight , 

<.f  n  certain  irritability  of  * 
good-nature    and    kindneaa,- 
liuclure  of  envy  in  hia  charac 
largely  to  incioote  the  inSuenoo 
mj^de  by  his  judgment. 

Such  Is  the  sum  of  all  wMch  1 
Samtiol  Rogers, — a  poet  who  nevw 
height  of  Byron  or  C  " 

wune  sehool.    He  is 

the  elegance  and  grict 

he  polishes  up  and  amoolhs  k...  ^  — 
□Illy  tlicir  britliancy  and  finish,  ai 
strength  and  Ibrce  ore  Dssentiul  I 
ny  and  tlie  perfection  of  metrical  i 
■landing  tliis  defect,   Rogers  wiu  ■■ 
admired  while  the  Engliah  langua| 
to  bo  used  or  spoken  in  his  native  iali 
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8:fie  ^ttamvtu  of  iCletiiorfi. 

IN  TWO  PARTa 


-Bmmi 


TiMnUi.vll4 


piiMitRvL    tlfflfC* 


Qh  could  Bijr  Biindi  imfeklad  in  injr  P^ffi^ 
p»i;n>fctoM  dimes  and  mould  ft  fiitiiro  ofo; 
Thm  M  it  giow'd,  widi  nobleot  ftmaj  fimi^ 
DiipnM  the  tttamum  of  enlted  tboogMi 
Tb  Virtae  wike  tiM  palm  of  tiio  htttt» 
And  hid  the  tor  of  amnlttkm  Hart! 
Oh  eovUd  it  itill,  through  eadi  rorcoedinf  ywr. 
My  life,  my  muuwn,  and  my  name  endear; 
And.  when  tho  poet  ileeps  in  silent  dust, 
8cill  bold  communion  with  the  wise  and  just  !^ 
Tet  riiould  this  Verae,  my  leisure's  best  resource. 
When  through  the  world  it  steals  its  secret  course, 
Revire  but  once  a  generous  wish  supprest, 
Cbsse  but  a  sigh,  or  charm  a  care  to  rest ; 
In  oric  rood  deed  a  fleeting  hour  employ, 
Or  fliwh  one  &ded  cheek  with  honest  joy ; 
Blest  were  my  lines,  though  limited  their  sphere, 
Hiough  short  their  date,  as  his  who  traced  them  here. 

1793. 

PART  L 


I>ole«  watief. 

Colls,  eke  mi  piaeesti, 

Or*  aneor  per  oeann  Amor  mi  meoa; 
Bea  ricoaoeeo  ta  TOii  T  mate  foma, 
Noculaaso,  ia 


ANALYSIS. 

Tnc  POem  bogins  with  the  doscripdon  of  an  obscure 
▼dlaire.  and  of  the  pleasing  melancholy  which  itezcites 
on  being  revisited  after  a  Icmg  ahsenoe.  This  mixed 
sensation  is  an  effect  of  the  memory.  From  an  ^lect 
we  naturally  ascend  to  the  cause ;  and  the  subject 
imposed  is  then  unfolded,  with  an  investigation  of 
|m  nature  and  leading  principles  of  this  iamdty. 

It  m  STident  that  our  ideas  flow  in  cantinual  sucoes* 
,  and  muodiies  eadi  other  with  a  certain 


ngnlarity.  They  am  somethnei  aidltd  bf  i 
oljeeta,andsnfnetimqsbyaninieimlop<i«tif  qfdm 
mind.  Ofthe  former  species  is  most  probddjrUwmni* 
otyofbrutes;anditsmanysonfe6sofpl6isiifitpAi^ 
as  well  as  to  iM,  am  oomiderad  in  the  fine  paiCi  Iki 
latter  ii  the  most  perfect  degree  of  msnwy,  and  fi— 
the  snlgect  of  the  seeond. 

When  ideas  have  any  relation  wfaalsTer,  diey  an  at- 
tractive of  each  other  in  the  mind ;  and  the  peroepdon 
of  any  object  naturally  leads  to  the  idea  of  another, 
which  was  connected  with  it  either  in  time  or  plaea^or 
which  can  be  compared  or  contrasted  with  it  HoM 
arises  our  attachment  to  inanimate  obgeds;  hence  alsob 
in  some  degree,  the  love  of  our  country,  and  the  emo- 
tion with  which  we  contemplate  the  celebrated  srnmw 
of  antiquity.  Hence  a  picture  directs  our  thoughts  to 
the  original :  and,  as  cold  and  darkness  suggest  fonsibly 
the  ideas  of  heat  and  light,  he,  who  feels  the  infirmilios 
of  age,  dwells  most  on  whatever  reminds  him  of  the 
vigor  and  >'ivacity  of  his  youth. 

The  associating  principle,  as  here  employed,  k no lem 
conducive  to  virtue  than  to  happiness ;  and,  as  sodi, 
it  frequently  discovers  itself  in  the  roost  tumultnooo 
scenes  of  life.  It  addresses  our  finer  feelings,  and  gives 
exercise  to  every  mild  and  generous  propensity. 

Not  confined  to  man,  it  extends  through  all  animatef* 
nature ;  and  its  effects  are  peculiarly  striking  in  the 
domestic  tribes. 


Twiught's  soft  dews  steal  o*er  the  village-green. 
With  magic  tints  to  harmonize  the  scene : 
Stiird  is  the  hum  that  through  the  hamlet  broke. 
When  round  the  ruins  of  their  ancient  oak 
The  peasants  flock'd  to  hear  tho  minstrel  play, 
And  gomes  and  carols  closed  the  busy  di^. 
Her  wheel  at  rest,  the  matron  thrills  no  mora 
With  treasured  talcs,  and  legendary  loro. 
All,  all  are  fled ;  nor  mirth  nor  mine  flows 
To  chase  the  dreams  of  innooeiit  rapoMb 
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All,  all  are  fled  ;  yet  still  I  linper  here! 
What  Recret  charms  this  silent  »pot  endear? 

Mark  yon  old  Mansion  frowning  through  the  trees. 
Whose  hollow  turret  wooes  the  whintling  breeze. 
That  casement,  arrh'd  with  ivy's  bn)wn«>9t  shade, 
First  to  these  eyes  the  light  of  heaven  convey'd. 
The  mouldering  gateway  strews  the  gross-grown 

court. 
Once  the  calm  scene  of  many  n  simple  sj-ort. 
When  noturc  pleased,  for  life  itself  was  new. 
And  the  heart  promised  what  the  fancy  drew. 

See,  through  the  fractured  pediment  reveal'd, 
Where  moss  inlays  the  rudeIy-»K>ulptured  shield, 
The  martin's  old  hereditary  nest  : 
Long  may  the  ruin  spare  its  hallowM  guest! 

As  jars  the  hinge,  what  sullen  echoes  call! 
Oh  haste,  unfold  the  hmpitahle  hall! 
That  hall,  where  once,  in  antiquated  state, 
The  chair  of  justice  held  the  grave  debate. 

Nowstain\i  with  dews,  with  cobwebs  darkly  hung, 
Oft  has  its  roof  with  peals  of  rapture  rung ; 
When  round  yon  ample  Ixranl,  in  due  degree, 
We  sweeten'd  every  meal  with  wkmuI  glee. 
The  heart's  light  laugh  pursuetl  the  circling  jest; 
And  all  was  sunshine  in  cac.h  little  breast. 
Twas  here  we  chased  the  8lip[)er  by  the  soand  ; 
And  tum'd  the  blindfold  hero  round  and  niund. 
Twas  here,  at  eve,  we  fomi'd  our  fairy  ring  j 
And  &ncy  fluttered  on  her  wildest  wing. 
CKants  and  genii  chain'd  each  wondering  ear; 
And  orphan-sorrows  drew  the  ready  tear. 
Oft  with  the  babes  we  wander'd  in  the  wood. 
Or  view'd  the  forest-feats  of  Robin  Mood : 
Oft*  fiuicy-led,  at  midnight's  fearful  hour, 
With  startling  step  we  scaled  the  lonely  tower ; 
O'er  infant  innocence  to  hang  and  weep, 
Ifnider'd  by  ruffian  hands,  uhen  smilins^  in  its  sleep. 

Ye  Household  Deities!  whose  guardian  eye 
Murk'd  each  pure  thought,  ere  register'd  on  high ; 
Blill,  still  ye  walk  the  consecrated  ground, 
And  lH«athe  the  soul  of  Inspiration  roinid. 

As  o'er  the  dusky  furniture  I  bend, 
Eaeh  chair  awakes  the  feelings  of  a  friend. 
The  storied  arras,  source  of  fond  delight. 
With  old  achievement  charms  the  wild(>r'd  sight; 
And  still,  with  IIeraldr>''8  rich  hues  imprest. 
On  the  dim  window  glows  the  pictured  crest 
The  screen  unfolds  its  many-color'd  chart; 
The  clock  still  points  its  monil  to  the  heart ; 
^Hiat  &ithful  monitor  *t  was  heaven  to  hear. 
When  soft  it  spoke  n  promised  pleasure  near. 
And  has  its  sober  hand,  its  simple  chime. 
Forgot  to  trace  the  feather'd  feet  of  Time  f 
That  massive  lioam,  with  curious  carvings  wrought. 
Whence  the  caged  linnet  wMnhed  my  |>ensi  ve  thought ; 
Those  muskets,  ca>sed  with  venerable  rust;      [dust. 
Those  once-loved  liirms,  ntill  breuthini;  thro'  their 
Still,  from  the  frame  in  UHJuld  gigantic  cast. 
Starting  to  life — all  whimper  of  the  Paxt! 

As  through  the  ganlen'H  doerl  poths  1  rove. 
What  i()nd  illusions  swami  in  every  grove! 
How  ofl,  when  purple  evening  tinged  the  west, 
We  watch'd  ihe  emmet  to  her  grainy  nest ; 
Welcome<l  the  wild-bee  home  on  weary  wing. 
Laden  with  sweets,  the  choicest  of  the  spring! 
How  oft  inscribed,  with  Friendship's  votive  rhyme, 
The  bark  now  silver 'd  by  the  touch  of  Time ; 


Soar'd  in  the  swing,  half  pleased  and  half  afraid. 
Through  sister  elms  that  waved  their  summer  shade 
Or  strew'd  with  crumbs  yon  root-inwoven  seat. 
To  lure  the  red-breast  from  his  lone  retreat! 

Childhood's  loved  group  revisits  every  scene, 
The  tangled  wood-nulk,  and  the  tufted  green! 
Indulgent  Memory  wakes,  and  lo,  they  live! 
Clothed  with  far  softer  hues  than  Light  con  give 
Thou  first,  best  friend  that  Heaven  assigns  below 
To  soothe  and  sweeten  all  the  cares  we  know ; 
Whose  glad  suggestions  still  each  vain  alarm. 
When  nature  fades,  and  life  forgets  to  charm ; 
Thee  would  the  Muse  invoke! — to  thee  belong 
The  sage's  precept,  and  the  poet's  song. 
What  soften'd  views  thy  magic  gloss  reveals. 
When  o'er  the  landscape  Time's  meek  twilight  steals 
As  when  in  ocean  sinks  the  orb  of  day. 
Long  on  the  wave  reflected  lustres  play ; 
Thy  temper'd  gleams  of  happiness  resign'd 
(ilance  on  the  darken'd  mirror  of  the  mind. 
The  School's  lone  porch,  with  reverend  mosses  gnif 
Just  tells  the  pensive  pilgrim  where  it  lay. 
Mute  is  the  bell  that  rung  at  {leep  of  dawn. 
Quickening  my  truant  feet  across  the  lawn  : 
Unheard  the  shout  that  rent  the  nofmlide  air, 
When  the  slow  dial  gave  a  pause  lo  care. 
Up  springs,  at  every  step,  to  claim  a  tear,  (1) 
Some  little  friendf>hip  form'd  and  cherish'd  here 
And  not  the  lightest  leaf,  but  trembling  teems 
With  golden  visions,  and  romantic  dreoms ! 

Down  by  yon  hazel  copse,  at  evening,  blazed 
The  (iijiaey's  fagot — there  we  stood  and  gazed; 
(iazed  on  her  sun-burnt  face  with  silent  owe. 
Her  tatter'd  mantle,  and  her  hood  of  straw; 
Her  moving  li{w,  her  caldron  brimming  o'er; 
The  drowsy  brtKHl  that  on  her  bock  she  bore. 
Imps  in  the  barn  with  mousing  owlet  bred, 
From  rifled  nntt^t  at  nightly  revel  fed ;  [shade. 

Whose  dark  eyes  flatth'd  through  locks  of  blackest 
When  in  the  breeze  the  distant  watch-dog  bay'd>— 
And  heroes  fled  the  Sibyl's  mutter'd  call. 
Whose  elfin  prowess  scaled  the  orchard-walL 
As  o'er  my  f^iolm  the  silver  piece  she  drew, 
And  traced  the  line  of  life  with  searching  view. 
How  throbb'd  my  fluttering  pulse  with  hopes  end 

fears. 
To  learn  the  color  of  my  future  years ! 

Ah,  then,  what  honest  triumph  flush'd  my  breast; 
This  truth  once  known — To  blcKS  is  to  be  blest! 
We  led  the  liending  l>eegar  on  his  way, 
(Bore  were  hin  feet,  his  tresses  silver-grey) 
S<N>the<l  the  keen  {taiigN  his  aged  spirit  felt. 
And  on  his  tale  with  unite  attention  dwelt 
As  in  his  M'rip  we  dropt  our  little  store. 
And  sigh'd  lo  think  that  little  was  no  more,  [live!" 
He  breathed  his  prayer,  "  liOiig  may  such  goodness 
*Twas  all  he  ca\e,  'twas  all  ho  had  to  gi\e. 

But  hark  I  thn>ueh  those  old  firs,  with  sullen  swell. 
The  church-clock  strikes!  ye  tender  scenes,  farewell 
It  calls  me  hence,  beneath  their  shade,  to  trace 
The  few  fond  lines  that  Time  may  foon  efl&ce. 

On  yon  prey  stone,  that  fronts  the  chancel-door 
Worn  smooth  by  busy  feet  now  seen  no  more, 
Kach  eve  we  shot  the  marble  through  the  rinf^. 
When  the  heart  danced,  and  life  was  in  its  spring « 
Alas!  unconscious  of  tlie  kindred  earth. 
That  faintly  echu'd  to  the  ^-oioe  of  mirth. 
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IV  flow-vform  Vnm  h»  mu&nid  Hght  to  died, 
Whara  now  the  Mitoo  mii  hn  boaiy  head. 
Oft,  ■■  he  tiim*d  tiie  greeneweid  with  hn  epede, 
He  leetored  every  foudi  thet  lound  him  phqr'd ; 
Aod.  cefaalf  pointing  where  our  &thne  ky, 
BooMd  oi  to  rival  each,  the  hero  of  hii  di^. 

HoA,  ye  And  lliitieriiigB,  hinh!  while  here  alone 
I  aaarrh  the  rceoida  of  each  mouldering  alone. 
Gmdea  of  niy  Uhl  inatnictwa  of  my  youth! 
WhoinCvnraa*d  the  haUow*d  ibnn  of  Trudi; 
Whoae  enreiy  word  enlightea*d  and  endear'd ; 
In  ffge  bahrvedt  in  pofverty  revered ; 
In  ftieuJridp'a  alent  regter  ye  Bve, 
Nor  Mk  the  vain  inenierial  Art  can  give. 

Bat  when  the  aona  of  peace,  of  pleaaore  deep, 
When  only  Sonow  wakea,  and  wahei  to  weep^ 
What  epeUa  enfmse  my  vieionary  mind 
Wiih  agha  ao  aweet,  with  traniporta  io  raflbed  I 

Edienal  Power!  who  at  the  noon  of  night 
Recall'at  the  fiu«4ed  apirit  of  delight ; 
From  whnn  that  mnaing,  mekncholy  mood 
Which  charraa  the  wiae,  and  elevateo  the  good ; 
Bleat  MiMOKV,  hail !  Oh  grant  the  grateful  Maaa* 
Her  pencil  dipt  in  Nature*!  living  haea, 
lb  paai  the  douda  that  round  thy  empire  rail. 
And  trade  iti  airy  piecincta  in  the  aouL 

Lnli'd  in  the  oountlem  chamben  of  the  brain. 
Our  thooghta  are  link*d  by  many  a  hidden  chain. 
Aviake  Imt  one,  and  Io,  what  myriads  riw!  (^ 
Each  atamija  iii  image  aa  the  other  fliea! 
Each,  aa  the  variont  avenues  of  sense 
Dalighe  or  sonow  to  the  soul  dispense, 
Brl^tena  or  6dea;  yet  all,  with  magic  aft, 
Control  the  latent  fibres  of  the  heart 
At  stodioai  Prospcko'b  mysterious  spell 
Drew  every  subjectmpirit  to  his  cell ; 
Each,  at  thy  call,  advances  f)r  retires. 
As  judgment  dictates,  or  the  some  inspires. 
fUrh  thrilis  the  seat  of  Rcnsc,  that  nnrred  sonrce 
Whence  the  fine  ncr\'cs  direct  their  mazy  course. 
And  through  the  frame  inviiiihly  convey 
The  subtle,  quick  vibratioR8  nn  ihey  play. 

Sur\ey  the  irlobe,  each  nulcr  realm  explore ; 
Fmm  ReasiJH'i  faintest  ray  to  Newton  soer. 
Whit  ditierent  s|>heres  to  human  bliw*  af«ign*d ! 
What  slow  gradations  in  the  scale  of  miiul ! 
Yet  mark  in  ei<*h  thcM»  m\-slic  wonders  wrought ; 
Oh  mark  the  Meeplees  eiM'rapes  of  thonf^ht ! 

The  adventurous  boy.  that  a^ks  hin  little  share. 
And  hies  fn>m  home  with  many  a  grimtip's  prayer, 
Turm  on  the  neishb^mng  hill,  once  more  to  see 
TTie  dear  aboile  of  pea»-o  ami  privacy  ; 
And  OS  he  turns,  the  tluitrh  among  the  trees. 
The  snvtke's  blue  wreaths  ascending  with  the  breeze. 
The  villa<re<(mimon  s;)otie<l  white  with  sheep. 
The   chiirr-h-yanJ    yewa  round   which  his  lathers 

sl«*c:>;  (3) 
AH  rwwe  Reflection's  sailly-pleasing  train, 
Anvi  cifk  he  l«ioks  and  wecfis,  and  l(M>ks  again. 

So.  when  iho  mild  Tupia  dared  explore 
Arts  yet  untaught,  and  worlds  unknown  bc/bre, 
AaiI.  with  the  vons  of  S(*ience,  \%ooed  the  gale 
That,  rising,  swelKd  their  srrange  expanse  of  sail ; 
So.  VI Hen  be  breathed  his  firm  yet  fond  adieu,  (4) 
Bane  fnim  his  le.ify  hut,  his  car^'cd  canoe. 
And  all  his  soul  best  loved — such  tears  he  shed. 
While  ench  aoA  acena  of  ■umme^beaaty  fled. 
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Long  o'et     "  wave  a  wistful  look  he 
Long  waicVa  .     streaming  aignal  from  the 
Till  twilight's  dew^      ta  deceived  hia  aye. 
And  &iry-fcreats  firinged  the  evening  aky. ' 

So  Scotia's  Queen,  (5)  aa  sbnvly  dawn'd  the  d^Tt 
Roae  on  her  couch,  and  gased  her  aoul  away. 
Her  eyes  had  bleos'd  the  beacon's  glimmering  htrfght 
That  &intly  tipt  the  feathery  surge  with  li^t; 
But  now  the  mom  with  orient  hues  portray'd 
Each  castled  clifl!)  and  brown  monastic  shade : 
All  touch'd  the  taUsman's  reaiBtlesa  spring, 
And  Io.  what  buay  tribes  were  inatant  on  die  winf 

Thus  kindred  olgecta  kindred  thought!  inapin^(|) 
As  summerdouds  flaah  forth  electric  fire. 
And  hence  this  spot  gives  back  die  joya  of  yootfa* 
Warm  as  the  life,  and  vriththe  mirror^  trudi. 
Hence  home-felt  pleaaure  (7)  pronpia  the  Bttriot^ 

aigh; 
This  makes  him  wish  to  live,  and  dare  to  die. 
For  this  young  Foscari,  (8)  whoae  hapless  fata 
Venice  should  blush  to  hear  the  Muse  relate. 
When  exile  wore  his  Uooming  yean  away. 
To  sorrow's  long  aoliloqiiies  a  prey. 
When  reason,  justice,  vainly  mged  hia  eenw^ 
For  this  he  roused  her  sanguinuy  laws ; 
Glad  to  return,  though  Hope  oonld  grant  no  moi% 
And  chains  and  torture  hail'd  him  to  the  shmei. 

And  hence  the  charm  hiMorie  aoenea  hnpaitt  (9) 
Hence  'nber  awes,  and  Avon  melta  the  haM 
Atrial  forms  in  Tempo's  classic  vale 
Glance  through  the  gloom,  and  whiaper  m  the  fldt, 
In  wild  Vaucluse  with  love  and  Laom  dwells 
And  watch  and  weep  in  Ekaaa'to  eeU.  (IQ) 
T  was  ever  thus.    As  now  at  Viig^  lomb  (11) 
We  bless  the  shade,  and  bid  the  veranre  bknmt 
So  TuIIy  paused,  amid  the  WTecks  of  Time,  (19 
On  the  rude  stone  to  tmco  the  truth  sublime ; 
When  at  hisi  feet,  in  honor'd  dust  disclosed, 
The  immortal  Sage  of  S)rracuse  reposed. 
And  as  he  lon^;  in  sweet  dcdusion  htmg, 
Where  once  a  Plato  taught,  a  Pindar  stmg ; 
Who  now  hut  meets  him  musing,  when  he  rovea 
His  ni'n'd  Tusculan's  romantic  groves  f 
In  Rome's  great  forum,  who  but  hears  him  roll 
His  moral  thunders  o'er  the  subject  soul? 

Aik!  hence  that  calm  delight  the  portrait  giveai 
We  gaze  on  every  feoture  till  it  lives ! 
Still  the  fimd  lover  sees  the  absent  maid ; 
And  tlie  lost  friend  still  lingers  in  his  shade ! 
Say  why  the  pensive  widow  loves  to  weep,  (13) 
When  on  her  knee  nhe  nH'ka  her  babe  to  sleep : 
Tremblingly  still,  she  lil>s  his  veil  to  trace 
The  father's  features  in  his  infant  face. 
7^0  honry  grandMire  smiles  the  hour  awTiy, 
Wcm  by  the  raptures  of  a  came  at  play ; 
He  bends  to  meet  each  artle«s  burst  of  joy 
Forgets  his  aee,  and  acts  again  the  boy 

Wliat  though  the  imn  schw)l  of  War  erase 
Each  miltler  virtue,  and  each  softer  grace; 
What  though  the  fiend's  torpe«l(vtouch  arrest 
Each  gentler,  finer  impulse  of  the  breast ; 
Still  shall  this  active  principle  pre^iile. 
And  wake  the  tear  to  Pity's  Pclf  denic<!. 

The  intrepid  Swiss,  who  euards  a  foreign  shora^ 
Conilemn'd  to  climb  his  moMiitain-cliflfs  no  more. 
If  chance  he  hears  the  «»np  so  sweetly  wild  (14) 
Which  on  those  cliffi  his  infant  hours  beguiledt 
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Melts  at  the  long-loet  ecenet  that  roun^  '  «^  rise, 
And  finka  a  martyr  to  repentant  **'     ^ 

Ask  not  if  courts  oft  campi    '.dsolve  the  charm : 
Say  why  Vespasian  loved  his  Sabine  farm ;  (15) 
Why  great  Navarre,  (16>  when  France  and  freedom 

bled, 
Sought  the  lone  Umits  of  a  ibrest-shod. 
When  Diocletian's  self-corrected  mind  (17) 
The  imperial  fasces  of  a  world  resigned, 
Say  why  we  trace  the  labors  of  his  spade, 
In  calm  Salona's  philosophic  shade. 
Say,  when  contentious  Charles  renounced  a  throne,  (1 8) 
To  rouse  with  monks  unlettered  and  unknown. 
What  from  his  soul  the  parting  tribute  drew? 
What  claim'd  the  sorrows  of  a  last  adieu  ? 
The  still  retreats  that  sootlied  his  tranquil  breast 
Ere  grandeur  dazzled,  and  its  cares  oppress'd. 

Undarap'd  by  time,  the  generous  Instinct  glows 
Far  as  Angola's  sands,  as  Zembla's  snovi-s ; 
Glows  in  the  tiger's  den,  the  serpent's  nest. 
On  every  ibrro  of  varied  hfe  imprest 
The  social  tribes  its  choicest  iniluence  hail  :— 
And  when  the  drum  beats  briskly  in  the  gale, 
Tbe  war-worn  courser  charges  at  the  sound. 
And  with  young  vigor  wheels  the  pasture  round. 

Oft  has  the  aged  tenant  of  the  vale 
Lean'd  on  his  staff  to  lengthen  out  the  tale ; 
Oft  have  his  lips  the  grateful  tribute  breathed, 
»om  sire  to  son  with  (hous  zeal  bequeath'd. 
When  o'er  tlie  blasted  heath  the  day  declined. 
And  on  the  scathed  oak  warr'd  the  winter-wind ; 
When  not  a  distant  taper's  twinkling  ray 
Crleam'd  o'er  the  furze  to  light  him  on  his  way; 
When  not  a  sheep-bell  soothed  his  listening  ear. 
And  the  big  rafb-drops  told  the  tempest  near ; 
Then  did  his  horse  the  homeward  track  descry,  (19) 
7*he  track  that  shunn'd  his  sad,  inquiring  eye ; 
And  win  each  Havering  purpose  to  relent. 
With  warmth  so  mild,  so  gently  violent. 
That  his  charm'd  hand  the  carolen  rein  resign'd. 
And  doubts  and  terrors  vanisb'd  from  his  mind. 

Recall  the  traveller,  whose  alter'd  form 
lias  borne  the  buffet  of  the  mountain-storm ; 
And  who  will  first  his  fond  impatience  meet  7 
His  faithful  dog's  already  at  his  feet ! 
Yes,  though  the  porter  spurn  him  from  the  door. 
Though  all,  that  knew  him,  know  his  lace  no  more, 
His  faithful  dog  shall  tell  his  joy  to  each. 
With  that  mute  eloquence  which  passes  speech^— 
And  see,  the  master  but  returns  to  die ! 
Yot  who  shall  bid  the  watchful  servant  fly  ? 
The  blasts  of  heaven,  the  drenching  dews  of  earth, 
The  wanton  insults  of  unfeeling  mirth. 
These,  when  to  giuird  Misfortune's  sacred  grave, 
Will  firm  Fidelity  exult  to  brave. 

Led  by  what  chart,  transports  the  timid  dove 
The  wreaths  of  conquest,  or  the  voh-s  of  love? 
Say,  through  the  clouds  what  compass  points  her  flight  ? 
Monarchs  have  gazed,  and  nations  bless'd  the  sight 
Pile  rocks  on  rocks,  bid  woods  and  mountains  rise, 
Krlipse  her  native  shades,  her  native  skies  ."— 
*T  is  vain !  through  Kther  s  pathless  viilds  she  goes, 
And  lights  at  last  where  all  her  cares  repose. 

Sweet  bird!  thy  truth  shall  Haarlem's  walls  at- 
test, (20) 
Antf  unborn  ages  consecrate  thy  nest 
When,  with  the  silent  eneigy  of  grieC 
With  looka  that  ask'd.  yet  daral  not  hope  ralief; 


Want  with  her  babes  round  generous  Valor  dung 
To  wring  the  slow  surrender  from  his  tongue, 
T  was  thine  to  animate  her  closing  eye ; 
Alas !  't  was  thine  perchance  the  first  to  die* 
Crush'd  by  her  meagre  hand,  when  weloomad  fim 

the  sky. 
Hark .'  the  bee  (21)  winds  her  small  but  meUoia 

horn. 
Blithe  to  salute  the  sunny  smile  of  mom. 
O'er  thymy  downs  she  bends  her  busy  coune, 
And  many  a  stream  allures  her  to  its  source. 
T  is  noon,  't  is  night    That  eye  so  finely  wrought. 
Beyond  the  search  of  sense,  the  soar  of  tiMMight, 
Now  vainly  asks  the  scenes  she  left  behind ; 
Its  orb  so  full,  its  vision  so  confined ! 
Who  guides  the  patient  pilgrim  to  her  cell  f 
Who  bids  her  soul  vvith  conscious  triumph  svrell  ? 
With  conscious  truth  retrace  the  mazy  clue 
Of  varied  scents,  that  chann'd  her  as  she  flew  f 
Hail,  Memory,  hail !  thy  miiversal  reign 
Guards  the  least  link  of  Being's  glorious  chain. 
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The  Memory  has  hitherto  acted  only  in  subsenri 
ence  to  the  senses,  and  so  far  man  is  not  eminently 
distinguiRhed  from  oilier  animals:  but,  with  respect 
to  man,  she  has  a  higher  province ;  and  is  often  busily 
employed,  when  excited  by  no  external  cause  what- 
ever. She  prc8cr\'cs,  for  his  use,  the  treasures  of  art 
and  science,  history  and  philosophy.  She  colors  all 
the  prospects  of  life :  for  "  we  can  only  anticipate  the 
future,  by  concluding  what  is  possible  from  what  is 
past"  On  her  agency  depends  every  effusion  of  the 
Fancy,  who  with  the  boldest  efilbrt  ran  only  com- 
pound or  transpose,  augment  or  diminish,  the  mate- 
rials which  she  has  collected. 

When  the  first  emotions  of  despair  have  subsided, 
and  sorrow  has  softened  into  melancholy,  she  amusea 
with  a  retrospect  of  innocent  pleasures,  and  insptrea 
that  noble  confidence  which  results  from  the  consdoua- 
ness  of  liaving  acted  well.  When  sleep  has  suspended 
the  organs  of  sense  from  their  ofiiro,  rhe  not  only  sup- 
plies the  mind  with  images,  but  assists  in  their  combi* 
nation.  And  even  in  madiie«s  itnclf,  when  the  soul  ia 
resigned  over  to  the  tyranny  of  a  di8temp)ered  imagi- 
nation,  she  revives  \xs»\  perceptions,  and  awakens  that 
train  of  thought  wliirh  was  funnerly  most  fiuniliar. 

Nor  are  we  pleowcd  only  with  a  review  of  the 
brighter  passages  of  life.  K vents,  the  most  distressing 
in  their  immediate  consequences,  are  often  cherished 
in  remembrance  with  a  degree  of  enthusiasm. 

But  the  world  and  its  occupotions  give  a  mechanical 
impulse  to  the  petwions,  which  is  not  very  favorable 
to  the  indulgence  of  this  feeling.  It  is  in  a  calm  and 
well-regulated  mind  that  the  Memory  is  most  perfect; 
and  solitude  is  her  best  s})liere  of  action.  With  thii 
sentiment  is  introduced  a  Talc  illustrative  of  her  in- 
fluence in  BoUtude,  sickness,  and  sorrow.  And  the  sutv 
ject  having  now  been  considered,  so  far  as  it  relates  M 
man  and  the  animal  world,  tlie  Poem  oonclodea  wi!h 
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IfmoET,  wafted  bgr  llij  fnide  gdn. 
Oft  op  dw  idvam  of  Tiine  I  tammjMO, 
Tb  inmm  the  hufhuasm  of  long-kitt  hoon, 
Mt  wiih  fcr  peomr  ihadM,  fiiur  fxmbeit  Jhmwfc 

AfM  and  duDM  noioto  to  Tliee  impart 
Wbat  dnnoi  in  Geniut,  and  refiiiM  in  Art; 

band  tba  keja  of  Scienoa  dweU» 

of  bar  holy  ooU  i 
Yigfli  ohaaa  the  diiUinf  damp 
OUirion  Maali  npon  bar  TaMaUamp. 

■Aa  friendi  of  Saaaon,  and  tba  gnidaa  of  Yoodi, 
WhoM  laqpMfB  braaifaed  tba  abiquanoa  of  TVntb; 
WhoM  lift,  bayond  pracapiiva  wiadom,  taogbt 
Thm  giaat  in  eondnct,  and  the  pan  in  tbcw^; 
Theoa  atill  exiM.  (93)  by  Tbae  to  Fama  cooiign'd. 
fltill  apaak  and  act,  the  modala  of  mankind. 

Ftoin  Tliae  awaet  Hope  bar  airy  oolorini  diawa; 
And  Fwiey'a  fli|^  are  mlvact  to  thy  lawi^ 
FvoBi  lliae  that  boaouMpring  of  mpcnra  ibwib 
WhiA  only  Viftae»  tmnqoil  Virtua,  knowa. 

IVhaa  Jby%  bright  aon  baa  died  bia  eveam^fay. 
And  Hopa'a  delonva  meieota  oeaae  to  play; 
When  doodi  on  chNidB  the  miling  proapact  eloaa. 
Wn  shrangh  the  i^oom  thy  nar  aamely  ^owai 
lika  yon  6ir  oriH  ihe  gilds  the  bniw  of  night 
Wdk  the  mild  augie  of  reflectad  UghL 

Urn  beadtoom  maid,  who  bide  the  worid  ndieii, 
Oftaf  diat  worid  will«iatdi  a  fend  review; 
Oft  at  the  ihrine  neglect  her  beadi,  to  tmca 


And  era,  with  iron  tongue,  the  vespe^bell 
Burst!  thnwgfa  the  cypress-walk,  the  convent-cell. 
Oft  will  her  warm  and  wayward  heart  revive, 
To  k»Te  and  joy  still  trcmbliiigly  alive ; 
Hi^wbisper'd  vow,  the  chaste  caress  prolong, 
Weave  the  light  dance  and  swell  the  choral  song; 
With  rape  ear  drink  the  enchanting  serenade, 
A*m1,  as  it  melts  along  the  moonlight-glade, 
To  each  soft  note  return  as  sofl  a  sigh. 
And  bless  the  j-oiith  that  bids  her  slumbers  fly. 

But  not  till  Time  has  calm'd  the  ruffled  breast. 
Are  these  fimd  dreams  of  happiness  confest. 
Not  till  the  rushing  winds  forget  to  rave. 
Is  Heaven's  sweet  smile  reflected  on  the  wave. 

From  Guinea's  coast  pursue  the  leoMning  sail. 
And  catch  the  sounds  that  sadden  every  gale. 
Tdl,  if  thou  canst,  the  sum  of  sorrows  there ; 
Mark  the  fix'd  gaae.  the  wikl  and  frenzied  glare. 
The  racks  of  thought,  and  freezings  of  despair! 
But  pause  not  then — beyond  the  western  wave, 
Ga  view  the  capdve  bartor'd  as  a  slave! 
Crushed  till  his  high,  heroic  s(Mril  bleeds. 
And  from  his  nerveless  frame  indignantly  recedes. 

T<»c  here,  even  here,  with  pleasures  long  resign'd, 
Lo!  Mexory  bursts  the  twilight  of  the  mind. 
n<*r  dear  delusions  soothe  his  sinking  soul, 
Hlien  the  rude  scourge  assumes  its  base  control ; 
And  o'er  Futurity's  blank  page  diffuse 
The  full  reflection  of  her  vivid  hues. 
T  is  but  to  die,  and  then,  to  weep  no  more, 
Tim  will  ha  wmka  on  Congo's  distant  shore ; 
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Beneafli  hia  phntain'ii  andant  dtada^ 

Tba  iimpla  tnnspom  that  with  fiaadom  flaw; 

Caleb  the  oool  bfaaae  that  mnsky  avanmg  bki>w% 

And  quaff  the  pafan'k  rieh  nectar  as  it  glowa; 

Tba  oial  tala  of  ddar  time  rdiaaiaak 

And  chant  the  mda^  traditionary  vaiaa 

With  thoae,  the  lovad  compankma  of  hia  youth, 

When  liia  was  Inzury,  and  firiendihip  tradu 

Ah!  why  should  Virtue  fear  the  finwna  of  FiUaf 
Hen  what  no  wealth  can  boy,  no  power  create! 
A  Uttla  world  of  dear  and  cloodlam  day, 
Nor  wracfc'd  by  storms,  nor  monUar'd  by  decay; 
A  woiU,  with  Memory's  ceaselew  aonriune  Uail; 
The  homa  of  Happiness,  an  honest  breast 

But  moat  we  mark  the  wondaia  of  bar  reignt 
When  Sleep  has  lock'd  the  sensea  in  her  chain. 
Whan  sober  Judgment  has  bis  throne  raogn'd 
She  smiieo  away  the  chaos  of  the  mind ; 
And,  ito  warm  Fancy's  bright  Elyiiiun  glowa. 
From  Her  eadi  image  springi,  aadi  color  flowa. 
She  is  tba  sacred  guest!  the  tnunortal  fiiend! 
Oft  aeen  o'er  sleeping  bmocenca  to  bend. 
In  that  dead  hour  of  night  to  SUanoa  grven, 
Wbispeiiiig  seraphic  viaions  of  her  heavaiu 

Whan  the  falithe  son  of  Savoy,  jonmeying  m«ai 
With  humUa  wares  and  pipe  of  many  sound. 
From  his  green  vale  and  sheltered  cabin  hies^ 
And  scales  the  Alps  to  visit  foreign  stdas ; 
Hkoogfa  fiur  below  the  forked  Ughtninp  play. 
And  at  hia  feet  the  thunder  dies  away. 
Oft  in  the  saddle  rudely  rock'd  to  sleep, 
While  his  mule  browses  on  the  diziy  staep, 
With  Memory's  aid,  he  sits  at  bomak  and  sees 
His  children  sport  beneath  their  nativa  treea. 
And  bends  to  hear  their  chenib-votces  call. 
O'er  the  loud  fury  of  the  torrent's  falL 

But  can  her  smile  with  gloomy  Madness  dwellt 
Say,  con  she  chofic  the  horrors  of  his  cell  ? 
Each  fiery  flight  on  Frenzy's  wing  restrain. 
And  mould  the  coinage  of  the  fever'd  brain? 

P&as  but  that  grate,  which  scarce  a  gleam  snppliaa 
There  in  the  dust  the  wreck  of  Genius  lies! 
He,  whose  arresting  hand  divinely  wrought 
Elach  bold  conception  in  the  sphere  of  thou^t ; 
And  round,  in  colors  of  the  rainbow,  threw 
Forms  ever  fiiir,  creations  ever  new! 
But,  as  he  fondly  snatch'd  the  wTeath  of  Fame, 
The  spectre  Poverty  uiuierved  his  frame. 
Cold  was  her  grasp,  a  withering  scowl  she  wore  • 
And  Hope's  sofl  energies  were  felt  no  more. 
Yet  still  how  sweet  the  soothings  of  his  art!  (23) 
From  the  nide  wall  what  bright  ideas  start ! 
Even  now  ho  claims  the  amaranthine  WTeath, 
With  scenes  that  glow,  with  images  that  breathe! 
And  whence  these  scenes,  these  images,  dec^lare : 
Whence  but  from  Her  who  triumphs  o'er  dcsisurf 

Awake,  arise!  with  grateful  fervor  fraught. 
Go,  spring  the  mine  of  elevating  thought. 
He,  who,  through  Nature's  various  walk,  surveys 
The  good  and  fair  her  faultless  line  portro^-s ; 
Whose  mind,  profaned  l)y  no  unhallow'd  guest. 
Culls  from  the  crt)wd  the  purest  ajut  the  best ; 
May  range,  at  will,  bright  Fancy's  golden  climo. 
Or,  musing,  mount  where  Science  sits  suhlinNi 
Or  wake  the  Spirit  of  departed  Tn»~ 
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Who  ads  thni  wisely,  mark  the  moral  Muse, 

A  blooming  £den  in  his  life  reviews ! 

So  rich  the  culture,  though  so  small  the  space, 

Its  scanty  limits  he  Ibrgets  to  trace. 

But  the  fond  fool,  when  evening  shades  the  sky, 

TuiM  but  to  start,  and  gazes  but  to  sigh !  (^) 

The  weary  waste,  that  lengthen'd  as  he  ran. 

Fades  to  a  blank,  and  dwindles  to  a  span ! 

Ah !  who  can  tell  the  triumphs  of  the  mind. 
By  truth  illumined,  and  by  taste  refined  ? 
When  age  has  quench'd  the  eye,  and  closed  the  ear, 
Still  nerved  ibr  action  in  her  native  sphere, 
Oft  will  she  rise — with  searching  glance  pursue 
Some  long-loved  image  vanish'd  fifom  her  view ; 
Dart  through  the  deep  recesses  of  the  pest. 
O'er  dusky  ibrros  in  chains  of  slumber  cast ; 
Widi  giant-grasp  fling  back  the  folds  of  night. 
And  snatch  the  faithless  fugitive  to  light 
So  through  the  grove  the  impatient  mother  flies. 
Each  sunleei  glade,  each  secret  pathway  tries ; 
Till  the  thin  leaves  the  truant  boy  disclose, 
Long  on  the  wood-moss  strctch'd  in  sweet  reposCi 

Nor  yet  to  pleasing  objects  are  confined 
Tie  silent  feasu  of  the  reflecting  mind ; 
Duiger  and  death  a  dread  delight  inspire, 
And  the  bald  veteran  gloH-s  with  wonted  fire. 
When,  richly  bronzed  by  many  a  summer-sun. 
He  counts  his  scars,  and  tells  what  deeds  were  done. 

Go,  with  old  Thames,  view  Chelsea's  glorious  pile; 
And  ask  the  shatter'd  hero,  whence  his  smile  7 
Go,  view  the  splendid  domes  of  Green^^ich — ^go, 
And  own  what  raptures  from  Reflection  flow. 

Hail,  noblest  structures  imaged  in  the  wave ! 
A  nation's  grateful  tribute  to  the  brave ! 
Hail,  blest  retreats  from  war  and  shipwreck,  hail ! 
That  oA  arrest  the  wondering  stranger's  soiL 
liong  have  ye  heard  the  narratives  of  age. 
The  battle's  havoc,  and  the  tempest's  rage ; 
liong  have  ye  known  Reflection's  genial  ray 
(Mid  the  calm  close  of  Valor's  various  day. 

Time's  sombrous  touches  soon  correct  the  piece, 
Mellow  each  tint,  and  bid  each  discurd  cease : 
A  softer  tone  of  light  pervades  the  whole. 
And  steals  a  pensive  Isnguor  o'er  the  soul. 

Hast  thou  through  Eden's  wild-wood  vales  par- 
sued  (25) 
Each  mountain  scene,  nuOestically  rude ; 
To  note  the  sweet  simplicity  of  life. 
Far  from  the  din  of  Folly's  idle  strife ; 
N<Nr  there  awhile,  with  lifted  eye,  revered 
That  modest  stone  which  pious  Pembroke  rear'd ; 
Which  still  records,  beyond  the  pencil's  power, 
The  silent  sorrows  of  a  parting  hour ; 
Still  to  the  musing  pilgrim  points  the  place, 
Her  sainied  spirit  most  delights  to  trace  1 

Thus,  with  the  manly  glow  of  honest  pride, 
O^er  his  dead  son  the  gallant  Ormond  sigh'd.  (26) 
Thus,  through  the  gloom  of  Shenstoiie's  fairy-grove, 
Maria's  urn  still  breathes  the  voice  of  love. 

As  the  stem  grandeur  of  a  Gothic  tower 
Awes  UM  less  deeply  in  its  morning-hour, 
Tlian  when  the  shades  of  Time  serenely  fall 
On  every  broken  arrh  snd  ivied  wall ; 
The  tender  images  <ne  love  to  trace, 
Rteal  fmm  nach  year  a  melancholy  grace ! 
And  as  the  «parks  of  social  love  expand, 
Aa  the  boart  opens  in  afcieign  land; 


And,  with  a  brother'i  warmth,  a  brother's  ■nilfl^ 
The  stranger  greets  each  native  of  his  isle ; 
So  scenes  of  life,  when  present  and  confcst. 
Stamp  but  their  bolder  features  on  the  breast; 
Yet  not  an  image,  when  remotely  view'd, 
However  trivial,  and  however  rude. 
But  wins  the  heart,  and  wakes  the  social  sigh. 
With  every  claim  of  close  afllinity! 

But  these  pure  joys  the  worid  can  never  know; 
In  gentler  cUmes  their  silver  currents  flow. 
Ofl  at  the  silent,  shadoi%7  close  of  day, 
When  the  hush'd  grove  has  sung  his  parting  lay; 
When  pensive  Twilight,  in  her  dusky  car, 
Comes  slowly  on  to  meet  the  evening-star ; 
Above,  below,  atrial  murmurs  swell, 
From  hanging  wood,  brown  heath,  and  bushy  dell! 
A  thousand  nameless  nia»,  that  shun  the  hght. 
Stealing  soft  music  on  :rie  ear  of  night. 
So  oft  the  finer  movements  uf  the  soul. 
That  shun  the  sphere  of  Pleasure's  gay  control. 
In  the  still  shades  of  calm  Seclusion  rise. 
And  breathe  their  sweet,  neraphic  harmonies! 

Once,  and  domestic  aimals  tell  the  time, 
(Preserved  in  Cumbria's  rude,  romantic  clime) 
When  Nature  smiled,  and  o'er  the  landscape  threw 
Her  richest  fragrance,  and  her  brightest  hue, 
A  blithe  and  blooming  Forester  explored 
Those  loftier  scenes  Salvator's  soul  adored ; 
The  rocky  pass  half-hung  with  shaggy  wood. 
And  the  cleft  oak  flung  boldly  o'er  the  flood ; 
Nor  shunn'd  the  track,  unknown  to  human  tread* 
That  downward  to  the  night  of  caverns  led ; 
Some  ancient  cataract's  deserted  bed. 

High  on  exulting  wing  the  heath-cock  rose  (27) 
And  blew  his  shrill  blast  o'er  perennial  snows ; 
Ere  the  rapt  youth,  recoiling  from  the  roar. 
Gazed  on  the  tumbling  tide  of  drcod  Lodoor; 
And  through  the  rifted  cliffs,  that  scaled  the  sky, 
Derwent's  clear  mirror  (28)  chami'd  his  dazzled  vya 
Each  osier  isle,  inverted  on  the  wave. 
Through  mom's  grey  mist  its  melting  colors  gave ; 
And  o'er  the  cj'gnet's  haunt,  the  mantling  grove 
Its  emerald  arch  with  wild  luxuriance  wove. 

Light  as  the  breeze  that  brush'd  the  orient  dew. 
From  rock  to  rock  the  young  Adventurer  flew; 
And  day's  last  sunshine  slept  along  the  shore. 
When  lo.  a  path  the  smile  of  welcome  wore. 
Imbowering  shrubs  with  verdure  veil'd  the  sky. 
And  on  the  musk-rose  shed  a  deeper  dye ; 
Save  when  a  bright  and  mcMnenuiry  gleam 
Glanced  from  the  white  foam  of  some  shelter'd  itamm 

O'er  the  still  lake  the  bell  of  evening  toH'd, 
And  on  the  moor  the  shepherd  penn'd  his  fold ; 
And  on  the  green  hill's  side  the  meteor  play'd, 
When,  hark!  a  voice  sung  sweetly  through  the  shad« 
It  C€»Bed — yet  still  in  Florio's  fancy  sung, 
Still  on  eoch  note  his  captive  spirit  hung ; 
Till  o'er  the  mead  a  cool,  seciuester'd  grot 
From  its  rich  roof  a  sparry  lustre  shot. 
A  crystal  water  cross'd  the  pebbled  fk»r. 
And  oo  the  front  these  simple  lines  it  borei 

Hence  away,  nor  dare  intrude ! 
Ir  this  secret,  shadowy  cell 
Musing  MxMoav  loves  to  dwell. 
With  her  sister  SoUtude. 
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THS'FUASDREB  OF  MEMOaY« 


TBI 


AadaoiiQg, 


Uamat 


^ms^B 


Fkrio  hal  fiia'd  a  nde  and  nckj 
Wkm  low  ika  G«mw  of  tha  itill  nttmll 
Fair  wm  ber  SauB    but  who  em  hope  to  tmoe 
Iht  peamw  wftw  of  her  aBfei-fceel 
On  Viigirb  VMBe,  an  Ra|iteel'b  taneh,  hiQert 

of  ihe  fcelh^  hwft, 
thet  rimn  ihe  ceieleei  mf, 
A0d  in  the  iiwU%  eom^^kni  dinite  diet 

Om  left  tte  cBf%  Bor  aerit'd  the  eneiiger  ftevt; 
Her  peetnrel  beeotf,  pad  her  erdeei  air 
Hbi  bnathed  e  na  eodMtaMnt  o'er  h»  eooll 
Ib  every  nenre  he  ftk  her  bleu  eonml ! 
Whet  pun  and  whita^mng'd  a^mtM  of  the  aly, 
Who  nde  the  eprinfi  of  eMied  qrmpalfay» 
InAtBi  ooogenial  ^liiite  when  diejr  meet  f 
Saneeft  ■  their  odioa*  ee  their  natnree  tweed 

ilorio^  with  Aaifhl  Joy,  punned  the  naidt 
Tm  thnoi^  a  ▼irti'ii  moonlightKdieiiaer'd  dttie^ 
Where  die  bat  cindadi  and  the  rooki  lepoeed* 
(thmr  waie  ewpmilad,  and  dieir  comdli  fitowd) 
An  mifae  aMMiaB  bant  in  awibl  ettUe, 
A  rich  vine  cfaBlerinf  roond  the  Oothie  galeb 
paoaed  he  there,  no  meeier  ef  the  loene 
hie  bghtitop  iBprint  the  dewy  green; 

«.  hMl'd  hoB  M  hM  gnert,  ' 
Wen  fay  tta  honeit  wanath  hie  hioke  eiproei'd. 
He  wore  tike  raeiie  naanen  of  a  'Squire ; 
Ace  had  not  quench'd  one  ipaik  of  manly  fire ; 
But  gient  Goot  bad  bound  him  in  her  chain. 
And  his  heart  panied  for  the  chase  in  vain. 

Yet  h^re  Remembrance,  smeetly-eoothing  Pcywer! 
Wing'd  i»iih  delight  Confincment'i  lingering  hour. 
The  £>!*«  bntth  still  emulous  to  wear. 
He  «cour*d  the  county  in  his  elbow-chair ; 
And,  with  ^iew-halloo,  roused  the  dreaming  hound, 
That  rune,  by  starts,  his  deep-toned  music  round. 

Lnnc  by  the  poddock*s  humble  pole  confined, 
Htf  aged  hunters  couned  the  viewless  wind  .- 
And  rarh,  with  glowing  energy  portray*d. 
The  Cir-&nied  triumphs  of  the  field  displayed ; 
rsarp'd  the  can>-as  of  the  crowded  hall. 
And  chesed  a  line  of  heroes  from  the  THntdL 
lliere  slept  the  horn  each  jocund  echo  knew, 
Aial  many  a  smile  and  many  a  story  drew ! 
High  o'er  the  hearth  his  forest-troj^es  hung, 
Anid  th^ir  fantastic  branches  wildly  flung. 
Bnw  wxMikl  he  dwell  on  the  vast  antlers  there! 
These  daih'd  the  wave,  those  fann'd  the  mountain-air. 
All,  as  they  froinu'd,  unwritten  records  bore 
Of  pallant  (cats  and  lbsti>'als  of  >'ore. 

But  why  the  tale  prolong  ? — His  only  child. 
His  darling  Julia  on  the  stranger  smil'd. 
Her  little  arts  a  fretful  sire  to  please, 
iier  gentle  gaiety,  and  native  ease 
Had  won  his  soul ;  and  rapturous  Fancy  died 
n^r  coJden  liirhts,  and  tints  of  rosy  red. 
But  ah !  few  dap  hod  pass'd,  ere  the  bright  vieion  fled ! 

When  evening  tinged  the  lake's  ethereal  blue. 
And  her  deep  shades  irregularly  threw; 


TWr  ddllkif  Ma  diopc  fnl^  flraai  dia  eav% 
Down  by  St.  Befbert'h  iwecrated  gRnra;<M 
Whence  an«  the  chanted  hyiaii*  dw  t^wt^d  lili 
Amowd  tha  flohar^  nlitaiy  nigjhtx 
And  itiU  the  niired  wiodow,  neUy  wnathodt 
A  ncred  calm  thraqgh  tha  brown  fidiafe  hnadiadL 

Tha  wfld  deer,  atardiv  dumfh  tha  mkat  AAt^ 
With  fiMorfid  gaM  their  vaiioui  ooom  ■urvey'di 
High  himg  in  air  the  hoaiy  goat  raelmad, 
Hii  streanuQg  beard  the  sport  cf  e¥aiy  wmd; 
And,  while  im  coot  bar  jet^wh^  hyvad  to  la«<^ 
RoGk'doiitheboaamof  thealeeplanwaTa;    . 
Tha  eagle  raih'd  from  Skiddaw'e  puipla  cnat^ 
A  dood  itill  brooding  o'er  bar  ghuaHiMt 

And  now  the  aoon  had  dimm'd  with  dawy  ngr 
llie  few  fine  flodiai  of  departinf  di^. 
(Xer  the  wide  wator'a  deep  lerana  she  hnnf^ 
And  her  broad  lights  on  eveiy  mnimlain  Amgt 
When  k>!  a  sodden  blast  the  Tcroel  blaw,(3% 
And  to  tha  suige  conaign'd  the  little  crew. 
An,  all  eacaped-  ■but  ere  tha  ki>f«r  hove 
Ha  &hit  and  &ded  Jolia  to  tha  abon, 
Her  senee  had  fledS— Edianttad  by  tha  atona. 
A  &ial  trance  bong  o'er  her  pallid  fiim; 
Her  ckwag  aye  a  trendding  hatw  fired; 
"Twae  life's  hat  aparii— it  flutttf'd  and  aipiiad! 

The  fkAttt  ttrew'd  hie  white  bain  hi  tha  wiod* 
ChU'd  on  hM  chihl— oor  lii«ar*d  laog  behind  s 
Anl  FMo  lived  to  see  the  willow  wava^ 
With  many  an  evening-whisper,  o'er  their  graTa^ 

Ye%  Fhxio  Uved-«id,  still  of  each  powro'dt 
The  &tfaer  cherMi'd,  and  die  maid  canm'di 

Forever  wooki  the  find  anthusiaet  tan. 
With  Jnha'e  spirit,  throagh  the  shadowy  grava ; 
Gaae  with  delight  on  every  scene  she  plaim'd* 
Kiss  every  flow'ret  planted  by  her  hand. 
Ah!  still  he  traced  hervteps  along  the  glade. 
When  hazy  hues  and  glimmering  lights  betny'd 
Half-vicwlces  forms;  still  listen'd  as  the  breeae 
Heaved  its  deep  sola  among  the  aged  trees ; 
And  at  eoch  pause  her  melting  accents  caught. 
In  sweet  delirium  of  romantic  thought ! 
Dear  was  the  grot  that  shunn'd  the  blaae  of  day ; 
She  gave  its  spars  to  shoot  a  trembling  ray. 
Tho  spring,  that  bubbled  from  its  inmost  cell. 
Murmured  of  Julia's  virtues  as  it  fell ; 
And  o'er  the  dripping  moss,  tlie  fretted  stone. 
In  Florio's  ear  breathed  language  not  its  own. 
Her  cliarm  around  the  enchantress  MEMoav  threw 
A  cliarm  that  soothes  the  mind,  and  sweetens  ttw. 

But  is  Her  magic  only  felt  below  ? 
Say,  through  what  brighter  realms  she  bids  it  flow* 
To  what  pure  beings,  in  a  nobler  sphere,  (31) 
She  yields  delight  but  faintly  imaged  here : 
All  tluit  till  now  their  rapt  researches  knew ; 
Not  call'd  in  slow  succcssiou  to  review. 
But,  as  a  landscape  meets  the  eye  of  day, 
At  once  pro8enlo<l  to  their  glad  survey ! 

Each  8<'enc  of  bliss  reveal'd,  since  chaos  fled 
And  dauiiing  light  its  dazzling  glories  spread , 
Each  chain  of  wonders  that  sublimely  glow'd. 
Since  first  Creation's  choral  anthem  flow'd , 
(^ch  ready  flight,  at  Mercy's  call  divine, 
To  distant  worlds  that  undiscover'd  shine , 
Full  on  her  Uiblet  flings  its  living  rays. 
And  all,  combined,  with  blest  eflTulgence  hlaaa. 


ROGERS*S  POETICAL  WOBXB. 


TImto  thy  bright  tmin,  inunortal  Friendahip, 
No  won  to  part,  to  mingle  tean  no  more ! 
And,  aa  the  eoftening  hand  of  Time  endean 
The  jqya  and  sonows  of  our  infimt^yeart, 
So  there  the  soul,  released  from  human  tUrife, 
SmOea  at  the  little  carea  and  illi  of  life ; 
Iti  light!  and  ■hades,  its  sunshine  and  its  showers ; 
As  at  a  dream  that  charm'd  her  vacant  hours ! 

OA  may  the  spirits  of  the  dead  descend 
To  watch  the  silent  slumben  of  a  friend ; 
To  hover  round  his  evening-walk  unseen. 
And  hold  sweet  oonverw  on  the  dusky  green ; 
To  hail  die  spot  where  first  their  friendship  grew. 
And  heaven  and  nature  open*d  to  their  view ! 
Oft,  when  he  trims  his  cheerful  hearth,  and  sees 
A  smiling  circle  emulous  to  please ; 
Hiere  may  these  gentle  guests  delight  to  dwell. 
And  Ueai  the  scene  they  loved  in  life  so  well! 

Oh  thou!  with  whom  my  heart  was  wont  to  share 
From  Reason's  dawn  each  pleasure  and  each  care; 
With  whom,  alas!  I  fondly  hoped  to  know 
The  humble  walks  of  happiness  below; 
If  thy  blest  nature  now  unites  above 
An  angel's  pity  with  a  brother's  love. 
Still  o'er  my  life  preserve  thy  mild  control. 
Correct  my  views,  and  elevate  my  soul; 
Grant  me  thy  peace  and  purity  of  mind, 
Devout  yet  cheerful,  active  yet  resign'd ; 
Grant  me,  like  thee,  whose  heart  knew  no  disguise. 
Whose  Uamelesi  wishes  never  aira'd  to  rise. 
To  meet  the  changes  Time  and  Chance  present, 
With  modest  dignity  and  calm  content 
When  thy  last  breath,  ere  Nature  sunk  to  rest. 
Thy  meek  submission  to  thy  God  express'd ; 
l¥hen  thy  last  look,  ere  thought  and  feeling  fled, 
A  mingleid  gleam  of  hope  and  triumph  shed; 
What  to  thy  soul  its  glad  assurance  gave. 
Its  hope  in  death,  iu  triumph  o'er  the  grave? 
The  sweet  Remembrance  of  unblemish'd  youth. 
Hie  still  inspiring  voice  of  Innocence  and  Truth ! 

Hail,  Memory,  hail!  in  thy  exhaustleas  mine 
Vnm  age  to  age  unnumber*!!  treasures  shine! 
Thought  and  her  shadowy  brood  thy  call  obey. 
And  Place  and  'Hme  are  subject  to  thy  sn-ay! 
Thy  pleasures  most  we  feel  when  most  alone ; 
The  only  pleasures  we  can  call  our  own. 
lighter  than  air,  Hope's  summer-visions  die, 
If  but  a  fleeting  cloud  obscure  the  sky ; 
IT  but  a  beam  of  sober  Reason  play, 
Lo,  Fancy's  fairy  frost-work  melts  away ! 
Bnt  can  the  wiles  of  Art,  the  grasp  of  Pbwer, 
thatch  the  rich  relics  of  a  well-spent  hour? 
These,  when  the  trembling  spirit  wings  her  flight, 
Flour  round  her  path  a  stream  of  living  light ; 
And  gild  those  pure  and  perfect  realms  of  rest. 
Where  Virtue  triumphs,  and  her  sons  are  blest! 


NOTES. 


Note  1,  page  2,  col.  3. 
Up  fprinfs,  at  ereiT  st^.  to  claim  a  Irar. 

f  fame  to  the  place  of  my  birth  and  cried,  **  The 
tnends  of  ray  youth,  where  are  they  V* — And  an  echo 
answered  **  Where  are  they  T — From  an  Arabic  MS. 


Note  3,  page  3,  ooL  1. 
Awate  batons,  sad  lo,  what  aiyriads  riisi 
When  a  traveller,  who  was  surveying  the  mhis  ol 
Rome,  expressed  a  desire  to  possess  some  relic  of  ill 
ancient  gnndetir,  Ponssin,  who  attended  him,  stooped 
down,  and  gathering  up  a  handful  of  earth  shiidnf 
with  small  grains  of  porphyry,  **  Take  this  home,*' 
said  he,  **  for  your  cabinet ;  and  say  boldly,  Qaeifa  I 
RomoL  Afiltco.** 

Note  3,  page  3,  ool.  1. 
The  choreb-yud  y«wa  round  wUeh  his  (kthsri  ■Itep. 

£very  man,  like  Gulliver  in  Lilliput,  is  fiistened  to 
some  spot  of  earth,  by  the  thousand  small  threads 
which  habit  and  association  are  continually  stealing 
over  him.  Of  these,  perhaps,  one  of  the  strongest  ia 
here  alluded  to. 

When  the  Canadian  Indians  were  once  solicitad 
to  emigrate,  **  What!"  they  replied,  ** shall  we  say  to 
the  bones  of  our  fathers,  Arise,  and  go  with  us  into 
a  foreign  land?" 

Note  4,  page  3,  ool.  1. 
Bo,  when  he  brafttbad  his  firm  jet  food  sdisa. 
See  Coof^s  first  voyage,  book  i,  chapu  16. 
Another  very  aflecting  instance  of  local  attachmant 
is  related  of  his  I'ellow-countryman  Potaveri,  iHw 
came  to  Europe  with  M.  de  Bougainville^ — See  Im 
JardinSt  chant  u. 

Note  5,  page  3,  coL  2. 
So  Scotift'a  Queen,  etc. 
Elle  se  leve  sur  son  lit,  et  se  met  k  conteraplar 
la  France  encore,  et  tant  qu'elle  peut — BaANT6i 

Note  6,  page  3,  coL  2. 
Thus  kindred  objects  kindred  thoofbts  inspire. 

To  an  accidental  association  may  be  ascribed 
of  the  noblest  efforts  of  human  genius.  The  Histo- 
rian of  the  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire 
first  conceived  his  design  among  the  ruins  of  the 
Capitol ;  and  to  the  tones  of  a  Welsh  harp  aie  we 
indebted  for  the  Bard  of  Gray. 

Note  7,  page  3,  coL  2. 
Hence  home-felt  pleasare,  etc 

Who  can  sufllciently  admire  the  affectionate  at 
tachment  of  Plutarch,  who  thus  concludes  his  enu- 
meration of  the  ad  vantiiges  of  a  great  dty  to  men  of 
letters?  ''As  to  myself.  I  live  in  a  liule  town;  and  I 
choose  to  live  there,  lest  it  should  become  still  leas.* 
ViLDmn. 

Note  8,  page  3,  ool.  2. 
For  this  fonni  Foseari,  etc. 

He  was  suspected  of  murder,  and  at  Venice  ti» 
picion  is  good  evidence.  Neither  the  interest  of  the 
Doge,  his  father,  nor  the  intrepidity  of  consrious  in- 
nocence, which  he  exhibited  in  the  dungeon  and  on 
the  rack,  could  procure  his  acquittal.  He  was  ban* 
ished  to  the  island  of  Candia  for  life. 

But  here  his  resolution  failed  him.  At  such  a  di» 
tance  from  home  he  could  not  livtt ;  and,  as  it  was  a 
criminal  ofTcnre  to  solicit  the  intrrresnion  of  a  foreign 
prince,  in  a  fit  of  despair  he  addresaed  a  letter  to  the 
Duke  of  Milan,  and  intrusted  it  to  a  wretch  wboae 
perfidy,  he  knew,  la-ould  occasicm  his  being  remanded 
a  prisoner  to  Venice. 
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Not*  9,  pif*  3,  nd.  3. 


I|M  fana  dignilM  b^  wnlDin,  bnvory,  or  \ 
lt«  Ban  ii  Unb  »  be  onvi«d,  wIkm  pauioiiiRi 
tanU  aul  ^n  Ibcea  upcn  itia  fdaJD  of  Monlhan.  ui 
'    ■  piMjr  ■gold  nM  paw  iwmwuDuog  the  itiioi 


NoM  10.  page  3,  col  3. 

AW  oiM  iW  vtm  !■  Elote-ierit. 

n*  hiaclaiB,  Cimidad  ^rf  Abelud.  in  ClMnipa|pi& 

NoM  11.  [■(«  3,  ofd.  S. 

TwHInrlfeB.   AiH«UVinir*uati. 

Tmn  ual  pOfrimagBi  ire  not  peculur  to  ll 

SpH*  «albMiMt     SUiiB  llolina  pcrCinned  uinna) 

H^  i»li  111  W  J«dkftlB  hk  life  to  Ihe  tiimm. 

Note  13,  (i^a  3,  c(d.  3. 

■b  T^dr  MMl  und  (hi  >neki  oT  Tin. 

Wk^  Ciosn  WH  qvMor  in  Sidly,  b«  diacovered 

••  kMb  of  AKhiaudat  by  iu  mulisiiiaiial  inacrip- 

^b— IWc  Qhbl  f .  3. 


Hoto  13,  laga  3,  coL  9. 

■^  >kT  *•  pawn  wUbw  tmi  Is  whp. 

TW  inAume*  oTlhe  awcUlinf  prindi^e  m  finely 

*tFnpli6*d  iu  Ihe  bilhrul  Penplope,  wlien  ilie  ihetls 

Inn  mer  ibe  bow  of  iriyti.     QU.  i(i.  55. 

Nolo  14,  inge  3,  col  3. 
IT  dMjM  b>  bean  th>  •»«  « iwHiir  wil^ 

1>ie  FelehTBteilRiinxiln  Viclu?*;  -  eel  sir  li  ch£ri 
4n  gjinH  qii'il  Tui  dcfxndu  Hua  peine  do  nw 
Ik  jmvr  dam  l^un  injupcv,  puree  cjn'il  ikiflait  fbndre 
•a  Immwe.  dcaeiler  ou  mourir  cem  (|ui  i'enrondt 
knt  il  etFiiHi  en  nu  rudoni  dnirde  nvoir 
prrir  " — RovMnv. 

Tbr  malaiit  Jt  pa<)§  ii  u  old  lu  ihe  hiunaa  hean, 
■fcTZVai.'i  Utile  cup-bearrr 


And  the  Argive,  in  tbe  beat  nf  huile, 

Kate  IS,  pagD  4.  ml.  H. 
S>>  shr  Vspuiui  lotHl  ha  Sahiu  Ti 
Tbs  empenir,  arn>rdiiig  to  Surtoniiv 


W  HM  faurn.  ukI  is  whirh  ho  nuulil  novel  ndi 
mhelE^meut,  nr  fyj'rf  wrUn^  ocnlonm  ommtiHdiiu 

AnmiUr  ineiance  uecun  in  Ihr  life  of  the  ve 
HaPcmmi,  ureliiRl  b)f  J.CnpiiuliniH.  nia(eiK|u>m 
B  UKoriam  venii.  mullii  lurii  coemptii,  ubem 
•Ic/arwii  prion,  ioGnitli  ndificii* 


dmleBU  at  Ridielieu.  he  Mcrificed  in  ■ymmeHf  u> 
preierve  ihe  room  in  which  he  nu  bonil — Mim.  da 
MIU  de  Moalpratier,  I,  ST. 

AasiaachnteutarihiinBttneii  gonerallflbedw 
SGleriilic  of  a  hqnevolflnt  miDd ;  und  a  Long  Mquftin^ 
■nee  with  iha  world  cxonot  olmyi  eilbiguiih  it 

~  To  a  frienil,"  uyt  John,  Duke  Ot  Buckii^ham 
"1  will  eninse  my  wenluteiB;  I  am  uDenet  raianng 
a  prctly  gallery  in  ihe  uld  houu  1  pulled  down,  than 
plosH^i  wiih  a  nlwn  nhieii  1  buili  in  in  ateod. 
ibuugh  ■  thuuMuid  limei  bellor  in  all  njapecla." — Sea 
hil  Z^Orr  lo  lilt  D.  of  SK 

TbiM  il  Ihe  language  of  the  heaKj  uid  will  i«- 
mind  (lie  reader  of  thai  gDud-hainaced  remarii  in  oie 
of  I\ipe'>  leuen — "I  ahuuld  hinlly  can  In  have  an 
old  pual  pulled  up,  that  I  retnemberad  aver  ainoa  I 
wBi  ■  child." 

Nor  did  the  FkMt  leel  the  r^harm  nvMB  IbrdUy  than 
hia  Fidilor.    See  Huao's  Life  of  Warbunon,  SI,  99. 

The  Anihuc  of  Telemchua  baa  illmialed  Ibk 
■olijeel,  witli  equal  fiuwf  and  Gteling,  in  tho  miy  of 
Alible,  Penan. 

Nolel6.page4.  eol.  L 


VVbrir 


impliihed  m 


b,Bauy 


That  amiable  and  a 
lb«  Pourlh  of  France.  i 
camp,  during  the  long  lic^e  of  Loon,  to  dins  at  a 
hooie  in  Ihe  Ibmt  of  Folamhrny ;  whara  ha  had 
often  been  regaled,  when  a  boy,  tvilb  fruit,  milk,  and 
cheoe;  and  in  rcviiiling  w-hidi  be  paniaatl 
hlnaelf  great  pleosuro. — AUwt  in  StMy. 
Note  17,  page  i,  cal.  I. 
WlHn  DiocMian'i  ■i1r-c«i<Kl»l  oiiod. 
Dioclelian  retired  into  hit  naliva  provbie*.  and 
Ihera  atnutod  himwlf  with  building,  planting,  and 
innlcning.  llii  oniivpr  lo  Matiinian  i«  deservedly 
:olehraipd.  He  na>  niUeiled  hy  lliBI  reellea  old  man 
o  icossomB  the  reira  of  jluvcrnmenl,  and  ihe  Impo- 
rial  purple.  He  rejoncd  the  teniplaiinn  wilh  a  imfla 
of  pily,  calmly  obwrving,  "  that  if  ho  rauld  ihowr 
mian  tho  cablii(!»  which  he  had  planted  with 
KB  haiidi  nt  Snlona,  ho  ahuuld  no  longer  ba 
urged  to  telimjuiiili  the  enjoynicnt  of  happinoa  bt 
the  punuit  of  power." — (jibdon. 

Note  18.  poge  4.  col.  1. 

When  ihe  emperor  ChArlna  V.  had  eieculed  hii 

memuralile  rraululirm,  and  hod  aet  out  lor  Ihe  man 

'  of  St.  JuBlu*.  he  alopped  a  few  da'.-a  at  Ghent, 

ill  hiaiorion,  lo  indulge  that  lender  and  plaaa 

Bill  melancholy,  whirh  eriaea  in  ihe  mind  of  evary 

n  the  decline  of  life,  on  viaiting  the  place  oC 

itiTJiy,  and  viewing  ihe  aeenm  and  ol^cta  t^ 

nulmr  to  him  in  hia  early  youih. — RoiES-nuH. 

Nole  19,  rage  4,  col.  1. 

Then  did  bit  honv  Ih«  honsward  Inek  imery. 
he  memory  of  iho  hon*  ftrma  iha  giuundwotk 
plesiing  liltle  mmonre  of  Ihe  Iwclllh  century 
led.  "L^  du  Palcfroy  vair." — See  f 'uUtoai  du 
XII.  uftU. 

Arioalo  likewiao  introdurca  it  in  a  poaaage  flill  of 
ilh  and  nature.  When  Bayanio  mecla  Angelica  in 
the  Ibreat. 

Cba  ia  ADrraeea  il  mm*  (ik  di  laa  aiaii^ 
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Nole  20,  poge  4,  col.  1. 
8wMt  bird !  thy  truth  shall  lla&rlcm*a  walls  atteit 

Daring  the  niege  of  Hnarlem.  when  that  city  v^tis 
redaced  to  the  Inst  extremiry.  nnd  on  the  point  of 
opening  itn  gates  to  a  hnHC  and  txirhnrmia  enemy,  n 
design  was  formed  to  relieve  it ;  and  ihc  intcUigence 
was  oonveyod  to  the  citizens  by  n  letter  which  wm 
tied  under  the  wing  of  a  pigeon. — Thuanus,  lih.  Iv. 
e.5. 

The  same  messienger  was  employed  nt  the  siege 
of  Mutina,  as  wc  arc  informetl  by  the  elder  Pliny. — 
tfiif.  Ao^  z.  37 

Nt^te  21,  page  4,  col.  2. 

Hark  !  the  bee,  etc. 

This  little  animal,  from  the  extreme  convexity  of 
her  eye,  cannot  see  many  inches  before  her. 

Note  22,  page  .5,  o«)l.  1. 
Tiie«c  tlill  cxiit,  etc. 

There  is  a  future  Existence  even  in  this  world,  an 
Existence  in  the  hearts  and  minds  of  those  who  shall 
live  aAer  us.  It  is  in  reserve  for  every  man,  }m)w> 
ever  obscure ;  and  his  portion,  if  he  l>c  diligent,  must 
be  equal  to  his  desires  For  in  whose  remembrance 
can  we  wish  to  liold  a  place,  but  such  as  know,  and 
are  known  by  us  ?  These  are  within  the  sphere  of 
oar  influence,  and  among  these  and  their  descend- 
ants we  may  live  evermore. 

It  is  a  stale  of  rewards  and  punishments ;  and,  like 
tljat  revealed  to  us  in  the  Gospel,  has  the  happiest 
influence  on  our  lives.  The  latter  excites  us  to  gain 
th  favor  of  God.  the  former  to  gain  the  love  and 
eaioem  of  wise  and  good  men ;  and  lioth  lead  to  the 
■ame  oiul ;  for,  in  fmming  our  conceptions  of  the 
Deity,  we  only  ascribe  to  Ilim  exalted  degrees  of 
Wadom  and  Goodness. 

Note  23.  page  5,  col.  2. 
Yet  still  how  sweet  the  soothinjcs  of  his  art ! 

Hie  astronomer  chalking  his  figures  on  the  wall. 
in  Hogarth's  view  of  Beillam.  is  an  admirable  ox- 
•mpUflcation  of  this  idea — See  the  Rakers  Progresft 
plaiea 

Note  24,  page  6,  col.  1. 

Turns  Imt  to  start,  and  gazes  but  to  sigh ! 

Hie  following  stanzas  are  said  to  have  been  writ- 
Im  on  a  bla:ik  leaf  of  this  Poem.  They  present  so 
■fleeting  a  reverso  of  the  picture,  that  I  cannot  resist 
die  opportunity  of  introducing  them  here. 

FteasnfM  of  Metnonr ! — oh !  su;»remebr  blest. 
And  justlj  proud  b«irnnd  a  Ptml's  praise : 

JT  the  pure  conftnes  of  thy  tran«iuil  breast 
Contain,  indeed,  the  siil>jort  uf  thy  lajrs ! 
Br  me  how  onviod ! — for  to  me. 
The  herald  still  of  miai>ry, 
Mesdorr  makes  her  influence  known 
Br  sif  Im.  and  tears,  and  grief  alone ; 

I  greet  her  as  the  Rend,  to  wliom  belong 

IIm  Tttltiirs*8  rarcning  beak,  the  ravce*s  ftmeral  song. 


She  tells  of  timt  misipsot,  of  confort  k)st. 
Of  (kit  ocearions  goco  for  ever  bjr : 

Of  hoiMM  too  fondl  J  norsed,  too  mdelf  eross*d. 
Of  manjr  a  cause  to  wish,  jet  fear  to  die ; 
For  what,  eicept  th'  instinctiTe  fear 
I^est  she  sunrire,  detains  me  here. 
When  "  all  the  life  of  life"  it  fled  f-^ 
What,  but  the  deep  inherent  dread. 

Lest  ahe  beyond  the  grave  resunte  Iter  roign. 

And  realise  the  hell  that  priests  and  beldams  feign  1 

Note  25,  page  6,  col.  1. 
Hast  thou  through  Eden's  wild-wood  rales  parsoed. 

On  the  road-side,  between  Penrith  and  Appleby, 
there  stands  a  small  pillar  with  this  inscription : 

"  This  pillar  was  erected  in  the  year  1656.  by  Ann 
CoimteFs-Downgcr  of  Pembroke,  etc.  for  a  memorial 
of  her  Inst  parting,  in  this  place,  with  her  good  and 
pious  mother,  Margaret,  Countess- Dowager  of  Cum- 
berland, on  the  2d  of  April,  1G16 ;  in  memory  where* 
of  she  hath  left  an  annuity  of  4/.  to  lie  distributed  to 
the  |xM>r  of  the  parish  of  Brougliam,  every  2d  day 
of  April  for  ever,  upon  the  stone-table  placed  hard 
by.     LausDeoI" 

The  Eden  is  the  principal  river  of  CumlierUmft 
oikI  rises  in  the  wildest  port  of  Westmoreland. 

Note  26.  page  6,  col.  1. 
0*er  his  dead  son  the  gallant  Ormund  sigh'd. 

Ormond  bore  the  loss  with  patience  and  dignity  t 
though  he  ever  retaine<l  a  pleasing,  however  roelan* 
choly,  sense  of  the  signal  merit  of  Ossory.  ••  I  utHild 
not  exchange  my  dead  son,"  said  he,  *'  for  any  living 
son  in  Christendom." — Ilt'MR. 

The  same  sentiment  is  inscribcMi  on  Miss  DoInian*i 
urn  at  the  Lcasowes.  "  lieu,  quanto  minus  oat  cudi 
reliquis  versari,  (piam  tui  meminisse  V 

Note  27,  page  6,  col.  2. 
High  on  exulting  wing  the  heath-eock  mee. 
This  bird  is  remarkable  for  his  exultation  during 
the  spring. 

Note  28,  page  6,  col.  2. 
Dorwent's  clear  mirror. 
Keswick-Lake  in  Cumberland. 

Note  29,  poge  7,  col.  2. 
Down  hf  St.  Herbert's  consecrated  grove. 
A  small  island  covered  with  trees,  among  whicL 
were  formerly  the  ruins  of  a  religious  hotise. 

Note  30,  page  7,  col.  2. 
When  lu !  a  sudden  blast  tlte  vessel  blew. 
In  a  lake  surn>unde<l  with  mountains,  the  agilti* 
tions  are  oHeri  violent  and  momentar>'.  Tlie  wioda 
blow  in  gusts  and  c<ldies ;  nnd  the  water  no  sooner 
fwelifl,  than  it  sulisides. — See  Bourn's  Ilist.  of  Wat' 
moreUitui. 

Note  31.  poge  7.  col.  2. 
To  whnt  pure  Itringa.  in  a  nobler  sphere 

The  several  decrees  of  nnijels  may  pn>hably  hare 
larger  vie^an.  an<l  some  of  them  be  endowed  with 
capacities  able  to  retain  together  nnd  constantly  aeC 
before  them,  ns  in  ono  picurc,  ail  their  post  know* 
ledge  at  once.-  Loclz 
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ARGUME^T. 

ig  ot  belli  in  a  neighboring  Vil- 
lage oo  the  binh  of  on  heir — Qeneral  Rafleciioiu 
OD  Uiunwi  Life — The  Subject  prui»wd — Child- 
bool — Vouih — MaiihDod — Love — MnrriBge — Do- 
Mainc  lUppineM  ami  Affliclion — War— Peace — 
Cinl  DuKmiU— Koliremcnl  froni  icliva  lifs— 
Old  Age  uk)  in  Eiuoymeiiu — Coucliuion. 

Thi  lark  boa  sung  bii  oinjl  in  the  iky : 
The  bee*  have  hanuil'J  Ihcir  noun-tide  lullabf. 
Sdll  in  the  Tnle  the  villogo-belb  ring  round. 
Still  in  Llevrellyn-hall  the  je«u  resound: 
For  aow  ihe  candle-cup  ii  circling  there. 
Now.  glad  ai  hi-arl.  iho  goraipa  breaihe  iheii  pra;er, 
And.  crowding,  itop  the  cradle  to  admire 
The  babe,  ibo  ilrcping  imn^e  of  his  aire. 

Atewrhonyean— and  tlicn  iheae  loundi  ahaU  hail 
IV  day  again,  and  gtadncia  fill  the  vole ; 
Ed  *DDn  the  child  a  youth,  the  youth  a  nuui, 

Thm  the  hiigp  oi  ihall  yield  Ihe  brood  airloin ; 
The  ale,  now  brew'd,  in  Soodi  of  amber  ihine : 
And.  bavkinir  in  the  chimney'a  ample  blaze, 
'Mut  nmny  a  tale  told  of  hii  boyish  day*, 
The  ourae  (hall  crp.  of  all  her  ills  beguiled, 
•  T  waa  un  iheac  knees  he  sate  »  oh  and  aniled." 

!^-<..  ir*<iinir  ftxh.  I'hall  glitliT  Ihronnh  the  trees 
Vnmr-..  rif  niiiitial  while;  and  hymns  bo  sung, 
-Ami  vi.jl-y  w  alicr'd  ruitnd  ;  and  old  and  young, 
In  even-  ro!fiB»-porch  with  enrlnnda  creen, 
S:a.-i  I  fiill  t.>  eia-y,  and.  iniini;.  bless  the  scene  i 
V.l::\>:  hrr  dirk  nn  dectiniiii!.  hv  hio  nide 


Y<!t,  nil  fnrgnt,  how  oft  Ihe  eye-Uda  ckae. 

id  I  trim  ihe  slack  haitd  dropa  the  gathec'd  mas ! 

iiv  ufT,  sa  dead,  on  the  y.-ana  turf  we  lie, 

id  'III  her  neat  the  watchful  wren  alia  by! 
ij-  dij  M  e  apeak  or  iDare,  or  bear  or  >ee ; 
lil.i'  wtiat  once  we  were,  and  once  again  ahall  ba 
Anil  pny.  bow  soon,  where.  Uiihe  as  innocent, 
ic  boy  at  sun-rise  whialled  aa  he  went, 
1  nged  iMlgrim  on  his  alaff  ^all  lean, 
ucitig  in  vain  the  Ibolsteps  o^er  the  green  : 
le  mnn  himself  how  alier'd.  nr.     ' 


II  the  I 


»  Iho  growth  or  the  decay  i 
-  wo  did  yesterday! 

lo-motrow  as  UMlay  i 

licsl  imiles.  her  locks  grow  grer 


/iihiii  lii<  gale  Vl)-Bsca  stood  imknown 
Belbre  a  wife,  a  lather,  and  a  son  f 

1  siich  ia  Human  Ijfe,  the  general  theme. 
hal  at  best,  whal  but  a  longer  dream  t 
Though  with  auch  wild  nmiantic  wsndeiingi  linngbt 
Such  forruB  in  Fancy's  richest  coloring  wrotlghl, 

lep  and  dreum  Ibcm  o'er  again? 
■mil  but  lo  a  precipice ;  (1) 
.w,  fearful  as  iiisl 
.■linknoMi;  but— Nodoby! 


51 .!«  in  her  virsin-vril  ihe  (rentlp  liriilo. 

— ■■  Still,  cmihl  1  d,„n  ibc  dial  gulf— .4h.  n.>, 

Ar.il  nrnv.  a!.v,  nor  in  a  dislunl  hour, 

Tia  all  in  vain— Iho  incinnilde  law! 

\-.jfier  ««re  Aill  mme  fnmi  ynntl.r  lower; 

\«ir<T  and  neiir.T  to  ihr.  Iirink  we  dmw. 

W„. :,  in  d:m  chamhnra  Inng  black  uerda  arc  urn. 

I'enlun-  hiu^keh  up;  aiul  fniiis  and  llowcra  invile. 

\n  i  »eeiiii;;«  h"nrd  whem  only  joy  has  been ; 

\V:^  n  bv  his  children  Uime.  anil  frum  his  door 

"  Oh  1  »ould  >i<>t>.  and  linger  if  I  mighl  r~ 

'''.j.>l.'<!'-)<»*in<;torelum  no  mnre. 

Wc  nv;  no  n'^tiii?  lor  Iho  fool  we  lind;(a} 

U'  r^'-w  in  h..ly  ™nh  with  ihem  thni  went  before. 

And  d:irk  W(f<:  all  .Icsolato  beliind! 

All  a'-rl:  ih  lliunan  Life;  f.  Rlidinq  on. 

Ai  leiimli  Iho  Im'ik  appears— bul  one  step  mnre! 

It  ;  -mra-rs  \ik<-  a  meuw.  anil  ia  gnne ! 

Wc  (iiiiit— <)ii.  <m'— He  fiilter— and  'lia  ocrl 

V- ;  .•  th-  VI--'.  Iwu'f  ih"uirli  it  be,  na  ainune. 

\,'  1  ,>:.  ine-^iiiiks.  of  vild  and  tvimdioiis  chan];c, 

rmmiiiiii!  1i>  I'loblext  deeds ;  here  links  of  gulil 

Itiiid  sunl  In  soul ;  and  ihottghls  divine  inipire 

"  .-• :-  id  t:i  ih,-  dr-.erl  nmnd  iliPir  ovcning-lire ; 

A  iliitFt  iin(|uencbBUc.  a  IhiIv  l^re 

*..  i:,v  cr  .'  ..f  ..Id  ill  lull  or  l-.wcr 

Thai  will  not.  cannot  btit  «iili  life  eipire! 

.Viiw,  sorairfi-winKM,  nmons  Ihe  stars  we  loar , 

11 ,-:.  in  a  irini-c,  we  wake,  olwerve.  imiuirei 

X-iw  diflanl  i^.*  like  a  tlav,  eiplore. 

K:. :  lb-  CT.  rii  eank  the  azure  aky  admire. 

A»il  judtre  Ihe  BCi,  Iho  Qclu'r  now  no  more  i 

f>t-  i:i:r:.-./ t;.r  ever  as  wc  run. 

Or.  in  a  ihnnkleH  hour  comlomn-d  to  live. 

nv  rv4  n  •..n^-T  flndou-  in  Iho  sun ! 

Kmin  oitier"  claim  ivhni  Ilii^e  ref^ao  to  give. 

Aol  r.ni'  a  (hnnn.  and  now  a  grace  is  won* 

And  diirt.  like  .Millon,  an  unerring  evo 

HV  en'w  in  u-inlom,  and  in  smiure  too! 

T)inMii!li  Ihe  dim  cunains  of  Kuliirity.(3) 

^Ve:•ll^.  rieaaure.  Kam.  all  thiHighl  nf  aclf  tesisn  i. 

rKok  nothing  dun*  while  suehl  nrmoin  lo  do. 

m,a\  isillnoi  Man  ontuuiiter  for  Manlondr 
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Behold  him  now  unbar  the  pri§(Mi<door, 

And,  lifting  Guilt,  Contagion  from  the  floor, 

To  Peace  and  Health,  and  Light  and  Life  restore ; 

Now  in  Thermopyle  remain  to  share 

Death — nor  look  back,  nor  turn  a  footstep  there, 

Leaving  his  story  to  the  birds  of  air ; 

And  now  like  I^Iades  (in  Heaven  they  write 

Names  such  as  his  in  characters  of  light) 

JiOng  with  his  friend  in  generous  enmity, 

Pleading,  insisting  in  his  place  to  die ! 

Do  what  he  will,  he  cannot  realize 
Half  he  conceives — the  glorious  vision  flies. 
Go  where  he  may,  he  cannot  hope  to  find 
The  truth,  the  b^uty  pictured  in  his  mind. 
But  if  by  chance  an  object  strike  the  sense. 
The  fiiintest  shadow  of  that  Excellence, 
Passions,  that  slept,  are  stirring  in  his  frame ; 
Thoughts  undefined,  feelings  without  a  name ! 
And  some,  not  here  call'd  forth,  may  slumber  on 
Till  this  vain  pageant  of  a  world  is  gone ; 
Lying  too  deep  for  things  that  perish  here, 
Waiting  for  life — but  in  a  nobler  sphere ! 

Look  where  he  comes !  Rejoicing  in  his  birth. 
Awhile  he  moves  as  in  a  heaven  on  earth ! 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars— the  land,  the  sea,  the  sky 
To  him  shine  out  as  'twere  a  galaxy! 
But  soon  'tis  past— the  light  has  died  ai^'ay ! 
With  him  it  came  (it  was  not  of  the  day) 
And  he  himself  diffused  it,  Uke  the  stone 
That  shods  awhile  a  lustre  all  its  own,  (4) 
Making  night  beautiful.    Tis  past,  'tis  gone. 
And  in  his  darkness  as  he  journeys  on. 
Nothing  revives  him  but  the  blessed  ray 
That  now  breaks  in,  nor  ever  knows  decay. 
Sent  from  a  better  world  to  light  him  on  his  way. 

How  great  the  M>'8tery !  Let  others  sing 
The  circling  Year,  the  promise  of  the  Spring, 
The  Summer's  glory,  and  the  rich  repose 
Of  Autumn,  and  the  Winter's  silvery  snows. 
Man  through  the  changing  scene  let  me  pursue. 
Himself  how  wondrous  in  his  changes  too ! 
Not  Man  the  sullen  savage  in  his  den ; 
But  Man  call'd  forth  in  fellowship  with  men ; 
School'd  and  train'd  up  to  Wisdom  from  his  birth;  (5) 
God's  noblest  work — His  image  upon  earth ! 

The  hour  arrives,  the  moment  wish'd  and  fear'd ;  (6) 
The  child  is  bom,  by  many  a  pang  endear'd. 
And  now  the  mother's  ear  has  caught  his  cry ; 
Oh  grant  the  cherub  to  her  asking  eye ! 
He  comes — she  clasps  him.    To  her  bueom  press'd, 
He  drinkr  the  balm  of  life,  and  drops  to  rest. 

Her  cj  her  smile  how  soon  the  Stranger  knows ; 
How  soon  by  his  the  glad  discovery  shows ! 
As  to  her  lips  she  lifts  the  lovely  boy. 
What  answering  looks  of  sympathy  and  joy ! 
He  walks,  he  speaks.     In  many  a  broken  word 
His  wants,  his  wishes,  and  his  griefs  are  heard. 
And  ever,  ever  to  her  lap  he  flics. 
When  rosy  Sleep  comes  on  with  sweet  surprise. 
Lut'k'd  in  her  arms,  his  arms  across  her  flung, 
rrbiit  name  roost  dear  for  ever  on  his  tongue) 
As  with  soft  accents  round  her  neck  he  clings. 
And  cheek  to  cheek,  her  lulling  song  she  sings. 
How  blest  to  feel  the  beatings  of  his  heart, 
Braatlie  his  sweet  breath,  and  kiai  for  kiai  imptrt; 


Watch  o'er  his  slumben  like  the  brooding  dove. 
And,  if  she  can,  exhaust  a  mother's  love ! 

But  soon  a  nobler  task  demands  her  care. 
Apart  she  joins  his  little  hands  in  prayer. 
Telling  of  Him  who  sees  in  secret  there ! — 
And  now  the  volume  on  her  knee  has  caught 
His  wandering  eye — now  many  a  written  thougM 
Never  to  die,  with  many  a  lisping  sweet 
His  movini?,  murmuring  lips  endeavor  to  repeat. 

Released,  he  chnses  the  bright  butterfly ; 
Oh  he  would  follow — follow  through  the  sky ! 
Climbs  the  gaunt  mastiff  slumbering  in  his  chaiiu 
And  chides  and  bufiets,  clinging  by  the  mane ; 
Then  runs,  and,  kneeling  by  the  fountain«de. 
Sends  his  brave  ship  in  triumph  down  the  tide, 
A  dangerous  voyage ;  or,  if  now  he  can. 
If  now  he  wears  the  habit  of  a  man, 
Flings  off  the  coat  i»o  long  his  pride  and  pleasure. 
And,  like  a  miser  digging  for  his  treasure. 
His  tiny  spade  in  liis  own  garden  plies. 
And  in  green  letters  sees  his  name  arise ! 
Where'er  he  goe?,  for  ever  in  her  sight. 
She  looks,  and  looks,  and  still  with  new  delight! 

Ah  who,  when  fading  of  itself  away. 
Would  cloud  the  sunshine  of  his  little  day ! 
Now  is  the  May  of  Life.     Careering  round, 
Joy  wings  his  feet,  Joy  lifts  him  from  the  ground ! 
Pointing  to  such,  well  might  Cornelia  say. 
When  the  rich  casket  shone  in  bright  array, 
"  These  are  m v  Jewels !"  (7)  Well  of  such  as  he. 
When  Jesus  spake,  well  might  his  language  be, 
"  Suffer  these  little  ones  to  come  to  me !"  (8) 

Thoughtful  by  fits,  he  scans  and  he  reveres 
The  brow  engraven  with  the  Thoughts  of  Yean ; ^ 
Clone  by  her  side  his  silent  homnqe  given 
As  to  some  pure  Intelligence  from  Heaven; 
His  eyes  cast  downward  with  ingenuous  shame. 
His  conscious  cheeks,  conscious  of  praise  or  blame. 
At  once  lit  up  as  with  a  holy  flame! 
He  thirsts  for  knowledge,  speaks  but  to  inquire ; 
And  soon  with  tears  relinquish'd  to  the  Sire, 
Soon  in  his  hand  to  Wisdom's  temple  led. 
Holds  secret  converse  with  the  Mighty  Dead ; 
Trembles  and  thrills  and  weeps  as  they  inspire* 
Bums  as  they  bum,  and  with  congenial  Are ! 
Like  Her  nHMt  gentle,  most  unfortunate.  (10) 
Crown 'd  but  to  die — who  in  her  chamber  sate 
Musing  with  Plato,  though  the  hom  was  blown. 
And  every  car  and  every  heart  was  w<m. 
And  all  in  green  array  were  chasing  down  the  tun  t 

Then  is  the  Age  of  Admiration  (11) — ^Then 
Gods  walk  the  earth,  or  beings  more  than  men* 
Who  breathe  the  soul  of  Insi>iration  round. 
Whose  very  slmdown  consecrate  the  ground ! 
Ah,  then  comes  thronging  many  a  wild  desire. 
And  high  imagining  and  thought  of  fire ! 
Then  from  within  a  voice  exclaims  "Aspire!** 
Phantoms,  tlmt  upward  point,  Iwfore  him  paas. 
As  in  the  Cave  athwart  the  Wizard's  glass ; 
They,  that  on  Youth  a  grace,  a  lustre  shed. 
Of  every  age — the  living  and  the  dead ! 
Thou,  all-accomplish'd  Surrey,  thou  art  known ; 
The  flower  of  Knighthood,  nipt  as  soon  as  blown! 
Melting  all  hearts  but  Geraldine's  alono ! 
And,  with  his  beaver  up,  discovering  there 
One  who  k>T'd  le«  to  oooqaer  than  to  spare, 
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Wvrior,  he,  wlio»  baUlMpan^ 
wnred  lb*  Cftpciv*  in  hit  Itot! 
TosBf  B         in  die  grorci  of  Acedeme, 
Or  where  Uymm  wiDda  hie  whispering  itieem ; 
Or  where  the  wild  beet  ^wum  with  ceeMlen  horn, 
Dranming  old  dreeme— e  joy  ibr  yeen  to  oone; 
Or  oo  the  Rock  within  the  Mcred  Fane ; — 
Secnei  nchae  Milloo  ■ooght.batioiight  in  vain:  (It) 
And  Milioo*a  lelf  (13)  (at  that  thrice-honored  nnme 
Well  mtcf  we  glow    aa  men.  we  diaie  hia  &nie>» 
And  Miltoo'a  aelf,  apart  with  beaming  eye. 
Planning  he  knowa  not  what — that  ihaU  nol  din.! 

Oh  in  thy  tmth  aecare,  diy  Tirtne  bold. 
Beware  the  poiaon  in  the  cap  of  gold. 
The  nip  aaoog  the  flowers   Thy  heart  beala  high, 
Aa  bright  and  brighter  breain  the  distant  aky! 
Bat  erery  atep  is  on  enchanted  ground ; 
Dukger  then  loveit,  and  Danger  Imunts  thee  roimd. 

Who  apnn  hia  horw  against  the  moontain-aide; 
Then,  plunging,  slakea  hia  fury  in  the  tide  I 
Draws,  and  cries  bo;  and,  where  the  sun-beama  ftU, 
At  his  own  shadow  thrusts  along  the  waUf 
Who  dances  without  mosie ;  and  anon 
finfi  like  the  lark — then  ligha  aa  woe-begone. 
And  felds  his  arms,  and,  where  the  willows  wave, 
GUdea  in  die  mooo-shine  by  a  maiden's  grave  t 
Come  hither,  boy,  and  clear  thy  open  brow : 
f  on  summer<loiids,  now  like  the  Alps,  and  now 
A  ^p,  n  whale,  diange  not  so  &st  as  thou. 

He  heaiB  me  not— Those  sighs  were  fitmi  the  heart; 
foo^  loo  well  mught,  he  plays  the  lover's  part 
He  who  at  nwquf,  nor  letgniog  nor  sincere, 
Widi  sweet  disoourse  would  win  a  lady*s  ear, 
Lie  as  her  feet,  and  on  her  slipper  swear 
Thai  ncme  were  half  so  faultleM,  half  so  fair, 
Now  thruat;h  the  furest  hies,  a  stricken  deer, 
A  banuih'U  inan,  Ayiiig  when  none  are  near  ;- 
Aim!  wnteit  on  every  tree,  and  lingera  long 
\V>iere  laost  the  nightingale  repeats  her  song ; 
Where  most  the  nymph,  that  haunts  the  silent  grove, 
Deliehu  to  s}'llable  the  names  wc  love. 

Two  on  his  steps  attend,  in  motley  clad ; 
One  Mmeful-\%-an,  one  merrier  yet  as  mad ; 
Calleil  Hope  and  Fear.  Hope  shakes  his  mp  and  bells. 
And  flowers  spring  up  among  the  woodland  dells. 
To  Hope  he  listens,  wandering  without  measure 
Through  sun  and  shade,  lost  in  a  trance  of  pleasure; 
And.  if  to  Fear  but  for  a  weary  mile, 
Hope  IbUows  fast  and  wins  him  with  a  smile. 

At  length  he  goes — a  Pilgrim  to  the  Shrine, 
Awl  ibr  a  relic  would  a  world  resign ! 
A  fflove.  a  shoe-tie,  or  a  flower  let  fall— 
What  though  the  least.  Love  consecrates  them  all ! 
And  now  he  breathes  in  many  a  plaintive  verse ; 
>uw  win«  the  dull  ear  of  the  wily  nurse 
At  early  matins  (*t  was  at  matin-time  (14) 
That  fint  he  saw  and  sicken'd  in  his  prime), 
%ad  mutn  the  HiM,  in  her  thirst  for  gold, 
lays  with  young  heoru  that  will  not  be  controll'd. 

-Ahvnce  fnjm  Thee — as  self  from  self  it  seemsl" 
Srale«1  i*  the  garden-wall !  and  lo,  her  beams 
SiKerin:;  the  east,  the  moun  comes  up.  revealing 
Hm  v^ell-known  form  along  the  terrace  stealing. 
— Oh,  ere  in  sight  he  came,  't  was  his  to  thrill 
A  heart  that  loved  him  though  in  secret  stilL 


•'Amlawakefaria  it    ean  it  be 
An  idle  drsami  Nightly  it  viaili  me ! 
—That  atmin,'*  she  flrie^-aafioB  the  water  ioee 
Now  near  and  nearar  tfanogh  the  ihnde  If  flowal— 
Now  rinhi  depart!^  -awneleat  In  to  doae  !* ' 
No  eaaewint  gleana;  no  Juliet,  lihn  tha  dqr» 
Conaa  tah  and  apadb  and  Uda  har  Ivfir  aiay. 
StUl,  likeaMal  mosio  haaidflmnlkr. 
NigMf  it  liMa  wHk  tha  evanfa^^alnr. 

— ^Shehufnaanochar!  Love  waafai  Aat  aighr 
On  tha  cold  gnoBd  he  thrawa  hfamnif  to  die. 
Fond  ToDlh,  bewara.  Thy  heart  b  moat  deceiving 
Who  wirii  are  feaiAil ;  who  anapeet,  believing. 
— ^And  aoon  her  looks  the  inptttroos  tnidi  avow 
Lmrely  befttn,  oh,  any  how  lovely  now!  (15) 
She  fliaa  not,  flowns  not,  though  he  pleads  his  canaai 
Nor  yet    nor  yet  her  hand  fiom  hia  withdmwa, 
But  by  aome  aeeret  Power  surprised,  subdued 
(Ah  how  reaiatr  Nor  would  she  if  she  could), 
Falla  on  hia  neck  aa  half  unconsckMis  where. 
Glad  to  conceal  her  tears,  her  blushes  IherOb 

Then  eome  those  full  confidings  of  the  past; 
All  anndiine  now  where  all  waa  overcast. 
Then  do  they  wander  till  the  day  ia  gone, 
Loat  in  each  other ;  and  when  Night  Bteida  on. 
Covering  them  round,  how  sweet  her  accenta  aral 
Oh  when  she  turns  and  speaks,  her  voice  ia  ftr. 
Far  above  singing! — ^But  soon  nothing  atira 
To  break  the  silence— Joy  like  hia,  like  heii^ 
Deals  not  in  words:  and  now  the  shadows  cloai^ 
Now  in  the  glimmering,  dying  light  she  gioito 
Less  and  less  earthly !  Aa  departs  the  day 
All  that  was  mortal  seems  to  melt  away. 
Till,  like  a  gift  resumed  aa  soon  aa  given. 
She  fades  at  last  into  a  Spirit  from  Heaven! 

Then  are  they  blest  indeed ;  and  swift  the  hours 
Till  her  young  Sisters  wreathe  her  hair  in  flowers 
Kindling  her  beaut}' — while,  unseen,  Uie  least 
Twitches  her  robe,  then  runs  behind  the  rest. 
Known  by  her  laugh  that  will  not  be  suppresa'd 
Then  before  All  they  stand — the  holy  vow 
And  ring  of  gold,  no  fond  illusions  now, 
Rind  her  as  his.    Across  the  threshold  led. 
And  every  tear  kiss'd  off  as  soon  as  shcnl. 
His  house  she  enters — (here  to  be  a  light. 
Shining  within,  when  all  without  is  night; 
A  guanlian-angcl  o'er  his  life  presiding. 
Doubling  his  plonsures,  and  his  cares  dividing , 
Winning  him  hack,  when  mingling  in  the  throng. 
Rack  from  a  world  we  love,  alas,  too  long. 
To  fire-side  happiness,  to  hours  of  case, 
Rlest  with  that  cluirm.  the  certainty  to  please. 
How  oft  her  eyes  read  his ;  her  gentle  mind 
To  all  his  wishes,  all  his  thoughts  inclined ; 
Still  subject— ever  on  iho  watch  to  borrow 
Mirth  of  his  mirth,  and  sorrow  of  his  sorrow 
The  soul  of  music  slumbers  in  the  shell. 
Till  waked  and  kindled  by  the  master's  spell , 
And  feelinir  hearts — touch  them  but  rightly—  pour 
A  thousan<l  melodies  unheard  before!  (IC) 

Nor  many  m<x)ns  oVr  hill  and  valley  rise 
Ere  to  the  pale  with  uympii-liKe  stop  she  flies. 
And  tlieir  first-lMrn  h.>Kls  forth,  their  darling  boy 
With  smiles  how  sweet,  how  full  of  love  and  joy 
To  meet  him  coming ;  ihoirs  through  every  year 
Pure  transports,  such  as  each  lo  each  cndeor! 
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And  laughing  eyei  and  laughing  voices  fill 
Their  halla  with  gladnev.    She,  when  all  are  still, 
Comes  and  undraws  the  curtain  as  they  lie, 
In  sleep  how  beautiful !    He,  when  the  sky 
■Gleams,  and  the  wood  sends  up  its  harmony, 
When,  gathering  round  his  bed,  they  climb  to  share 
His  kisses,  and  with  gentle  violence  there 
Break  in  upon  a  dream  not  half  so  fair. 
Up  to  the  lull-top  leads  their  little  feet ; 
Or  by  the  forest-lodge,  perchance  to  meet 
The  stag-herd  on  its  march,  perchance  to  hear 
The  otter  rustling  in  the  sedgy  mere ; 
Or  to  the  echo  near  the  Abbot's  tree. 
That  gave  him  back  hii  words  of  pleasantry — 
When  the  House  stood,  no  merrier  man  than  he! 
And,  as  they  wander  with  a  keen  delight, 
If  but  a  leve  et  catch  their  quicker  sight 
Down  a  green  alley,  or  a  squirrel  then 
Climb  the  gnarl'd  oak,  and  look  and  climb  again, 
If  but  a  moth  flit  by,  an  acorn  fall, 
He  turns  their  thoughts  to  llim  who  made  them  all ; 
These  with  unequal  footsteps  following  fast, 
These  clinging  by  his  cloak,  unwilling  to  be  last. 

The  shepherd  on  Tomaro's  misty  brow. 
And  the  swart  sea-man,  sailing  far  below. 
Not  undelighted  watch  the  morning  ray 
Purpling  the  orient — till  it  breaks  away. 
And  bums  and  blaxes  into  glorious  day ! 
But  happier  still  is  he  who  bends  to  trace 
That  sun,  the  soul,  just  dawning  in  the  face ; 
The  burst,  the  glow,  the  animating  strife. 
The  thoughts  and  passions  stirring  into  life ; 
The  forming  utterance,  the  inquiring  glance, 
The  giant  waking  from  his  ten-fold  trance. 
Till  up  he  starts  as  conscious  whence  he  came. 
And  all  is  light  within  the  trembling  frame ! 

What  then  a  Father's  feelings  7   Joy  and  Fear 
Prevail  in  turn,  Joy  most ;  and  through  the  year 
Tempering  the  ardent,  urging  nighl  and  day 
Him  who  shrinks  back  or  wanders  from  the  way. 
Praising  each  highly — from  a  wish  to  raise 
Their  merits  to  the  level  of  his  Praise. 
Onward  in  their  observing  sight  he  moves. 
Fearful  of  wrong,  in  awe  of  whom  he  loves ! 
Their  sacred  presence  who  shall  dare  [)rof)mc  ? 
Who,  when  He  slumbers,  hope  to  fix  a  stain  7 
He  lives  a  model  in  his  life  to  show. 
That,  when  he  dies  and  through  the  world  they  go. 
Some  men  may  pause  and  say,  when  eurae  admire, 
**  They  ore  his  sons,  and  worthy  of  their  sire !" 

But  Man  is  bom  to  sufler.     On  the  door 
Sickness  has  set  her  mark ;  and  now  no  more 
Laughter  within  we  hear,  or  wood-notes  wild 
As  <^  a  mother  singing  to  her  child. 
All  now  in  anguish  from  that  room  retire. 
Where  a  young  cheek  glows  with  consuming  Are. 
And  Innocence  breathes  contagion — all  but  one, 
Bui  she  who  gave  it  birth — from  lier  alone 
The  medicme-cup  is  taken.     Through  the  nidit. 
And  through  the  day,  that  with  its  dreary  light 
Comes  unregarded,  she  sits  silent  by, 
Watching  the  changes  with  her  anxious  eye : 
While  they  without,  listening  below,  above. 
(Who  but  in  sorrow  know  how  much  they  love  f) 
From  every  little  noise  catch  hope  and  fear, 
£xchanging  still,  still  as  they  turn  to  hear, 


Whispers  and  sighs,  and  smiles  all  tenderacM 
That  would  in  vain  the  starting  tear  repres. 

Such  grief  was  ours — it  seems  but  yesterday-* 
When  in  thy  prime,  wishing  so  much  to  stay, 
'T  was  thine,  Maria,  thine  without  a  sigh 
At  midnight  in  a  Sister's  arms  to  die ! 
Oh  thou  wert  lovely — lovely  was  thy  frame, 
And  pure  thy  spirit  as  from  Heaven  it  came ! 
And,  when  recall'd  to  join  the  blest  above, 
Thou  diedst  a  victim  to  exceeding  love. 
Nursing  the  young  to  health.     In  happier  hours, 
When  idle  Fancy  wove  luxuriant  flowers. 
Once  in  thy  mirth  thou  bod'sl  me  write  on  thee; 
And  now  1  write — what  thou  shalt  never  see! 

At  length  the  Father,  vain  his  power  to  save. 
Follows  his  child  in  fiilcnce  to  the  grave, 
(That  child  how  chcrish'd,  whom  he  wcfuld  notgiv* 
Sleeping  the  sleep  of  death,  for  all  that  live !) 
Takes  a  last  look,  when,  not  unheard,  the  spade 
Scatters  the  earth  as  "dust  to  dust"  is  said. 
Takes  a  last  look  and  goes ;  his  best  relief 
Consoling  others  in  that  hour  of  griel. 
And  with  sweet  tears  and  gentle  words  infusing 
The  holy  calm  that  leads  to  heavenly  musing. 

— But  hark,  the  din  of  arms !  no  time  for  sorrow 
To  horse,  to  horse !  A  day  of  blood  to-morrow ! 
One  porting  pang,  and  then — and  then  I  fly, 
Fly  to  the  field,  to  triumph— or  to  die  I — 
He  goes,  and  Night  cunies  as  it  never  came !  (17) 
With  shrieks  of  horrcirl— and  a  vault  of  flame! 
And  lo!  when  moniing  mocks  the  desolate, 
Red  runs  tlie  river  by ;  and  at  the  gate 
Breathless  a  horse  without  his  rider  stands! 
But  hush ! — a  shout  from  the  victorious  bands! 
And  oh  the  smiles  and  tears,  a  sire  restored ! 
One  wears  his  helm,  one  buckles  on  his  sword ; 
One  hangs  the  wall  with  laurel-leaves,  and  all 
Spring  to  prepare  the  soldier's  festival ; 
While  She  best-loved,  till  then  forsaken  never. 
Clings  round  his  neck  as  she  would  cling  for  ever 

Such  golden  deeds  lead  on  to  golden  da)'s. 
Days  of  domestic  peace — by  him  who  plays 
On  the  great  stage  how  uneventful  thought; 
Yet  with  a  thouMind  busy  projects  fraught, 
A  thousand  incidents  thnt  stir  the  mind 
To  pleasure,  such  as  leaves  no  sling  behind ! 
Such  as  the  heart  delights  in — and  records 
Within  how  silently — in  more  than  words! 
A  Holiday — the  frugal  banquet  spreod 
On  the  fresh  herbafre  near  the  fountain-head 
With  qui]w  and  cranks — what  time  tlie  wood-lark 

there 
Scatters  her  Uxmc  notes  on  the  sultry  air. 
What  time  the  king-fisher  Hits  perch'd  below. 
Where,  silver-bright,  the  water-lilies  blow  :— 
A  Wake — the  Nniths  whitening  the  vill»ge-gTeeil» 
Where  Pimch  and  S<-aramon(h  aloH  an*  seen ; 
Sign  beyond  sign  in  clfwc  array  unfurl'd, 
Picturing  at  largo  the  wonders  of  the  world ; 
And  far  and  wide,  over  the  vicar's  pale. 
Black  luKxls  and  scarlet  crossing  hill  and  dale, 
.\11,  all  abroad,  and  music  in  the  gale: — 
A  Wedding-dance — a  dance  into  the  night 
On  the  barn-floor,  when  maiden-feet  are  light; 
When  the  young  bride  receives  the  promised  dowefa 
And  flowers  are  flung,  herself  a  fiuirer  flower  >-^ 
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A— ini  iMlte  Aipior— n'^tiwdy 
(WhbiPMiU  beikhwUteQM  viis  wutmgbfMdf) 
IVkaa  all  aro  emnlooi  to  farbif  ralieC 
And  IMA  are  filling  fiul — but  not  ftr  grief  >— 
A  Walk  in  Sprii«--GtattBn,  like  thDae  with  thee» 
Bjr  the  heath  wde  (who  had  not  envied  me  I) 
When  the  aweet  limei.  ao  full  of  beea  in  June, 
Led  us  to  meet  beneath  their  bougha  at  nooo ; 
And  thou  didst  saf  which  of  the  Great  and  Wise^ 
Could  they  hot  hear  and  at  thy  bidding  rise. 
Thou  wouldst  call  up  and  qaestwo. 

Graver  thinp 
Come  in  their  torn.  Bfoming,  and  Evening,  brings 
|»  holy  office ;  and  the  sabbath-bell, 
Hat  o««r  wood  and  wild  and  mountain^ell 
Wanden  ao  frr,  charing  all  thnughts  unholy 
ITuh  sounds  Bost  mmkal,  most  melandioly, 
Hot  oo  his  ear  is  kst    Then  he  portiMa  f' 

The  fsdiway  leading  tfanu^  the  aged  yewi^ 
|6ar  unattended ;  and,  when  all  are  diere, 
ffVnie  out  his  spirit  in  the  House  of  Pkayer, 
That  Houae  with  many  a  fimeral-gailand  hnng(lQ) 
Of  vifgin-white— memorials  of  the  joung, 
The  last  yel  firedi  when  mairisge-chimes  were  ringing, 
And  hope  and  joy  in  odier  hearts  were  springing; 
Thst  Honee.  vrhere  Age  led  in  by  Filial  Love, 
Tikeir  lookM  composed,  their  thoughts  on  thinp  above. 
The  worid  fiw^DC,  or  all  its  wrongs  forgiven— 
Who  would  not  my  dioy  tiod  the  path  to  HeavanT 

Nor  at  the  fiagvAit  hour—at  esirly  dawit— 
Coder  the  elm-tree  oo  his  kvel  lawn^ 
Or  in  his  porch  is  he  lem  duly  fimnd, 
\f1ien  they  that  ay  for  Justice  gather  round. 
And  in  that  cry  her  sscred  voice  is  drown'd ; 
Hjs  then  to  hear  and  weigh  and  arbitrate, 
LJEe  Alfred  jodging  at  his  paloce^te. 
II»<i]'J  at  hi«  touch,  the  wounds  of  discord  close ; 
Ar.-!  :hcy  rrtum  as  friends,  that  came  as  foes. 

Hius^  while  the  worlil  but  claims  its  proper  part, 
rVt  in  the  head  but  never  in  the  heart, 
f r  f  life  •teals  on;  within  his  quiet  dwelling 
Tr^i  t»iHiie-fell  jtvy  all  other  joys  excelling. 
S..  k  *A'  i!ic  cniwil,  when  enters  ho— nor  then 
Fi-n:'  •«  the  a»W  indillerence  of  men  f 
— S  Bin  thnMi^h  the  (;[adding  vine  (19)  the  sim  looks  in, 
A:u!  c*'(iile  hnruin  the  hreakfost-rite  begin. 
Tim  i!:c  hrizht  kettle  nn(^  its  matin-eong. 
Then  fnurrant  clouds  of  Mocha  and  Souchong 
Blend  as  they  rise ;  and  (while  without  are  seen, 
S'ln*  of  their  nieal,  the  small  birds  on  the  green ; 
And  in  fmm  (nr  a  school-hoy's  letter  flies, 
Fi'»h:n:?  the  s»ter's  cheek  with  glad  surprise) 
Thai  fU'fft  nnfo\iU  (who  roods,  that  reads  it  not?) 
Bi>m  with  th«*  day  and  with  the  day  forgot ; 
I^  ample  pQ«;e  various  as  human  life, 
T:h»  piHnp.  the  ^^'oe,  the  bnstlo  and  the  strife ! 

Brjt*'n-irliiriz  lasts.     In  Autumn  at  his  plow 
Met  arvl  iw»:ii'itetl,  behold  him  nr>w 
L^'^\■•T*^  that  humbler  sphere  his  fathers  knew. 
The  jic^iere  that  Wisdom  lf)ves— ond  Virtue  too, 
S-~.>*  \\n<»  ftiihsiiits  not  on  the  vain  applause 
M-o^'flffin?  man  now  frives  and  now  withdraws. 

T  W7i«  mr»m — the  sky-lark  o'er  the  furmw  sung 
A#  I'nim  his  li|a  the  slow  consent  was  wrung; 
A«  tpMo  the  clebe  his  fathers  till'd  of  oH 
The  plow  they  guided  in  an  age  of  gold. 


Down  by  the  beech*wood  side  he  Cam'd  awafi— 

And  now  behdd  him  in  an  evil  daf 

Serving  the  Slate  agun — not  aa  befiire. 

Not  foot  to  ibot,  the  war-whoop  at  hia  door^^i^ 

But  in  the  Senate:  and  (thou^  Rmnd  Urn  ^ 

The  jest,  the  sneer,  the  subtle  aopbdMiy, 

With  honest  dignity,  with  manly  sanaeb 

And  every  ehann  of  natund  eloquence, 

like  Hampden  struggling  in  his  Countiy^eaoHbjNl 

The  fiist,  the  fiiremost  to  obey  the  lawa, 

The  last  to  brook  oppression.    Onhemovea, 

Caielem  of  Uame  while  hia  own  heart  apprmn^ 

Carelem  of  nun— C  For  the  general  good 

Tis  not  the  fint  time  I  shall  shed  my  bkiod.'O 

On  through  that  gate  misnamed,  (21)  through  whkh 

befcre 
Went  Skiney,  Russel,  Raleigh,  Craimier,  Mora* 
On  into  twilight  within  walb  of  atone. 

Then  to  the  place  of  trial ;  (23)  and  akme,  (29) 
Abne  befiire  hia  judges  in  amy 
Stands  ibr  his  life :  there,  on  that  awful  day. 
Counsel  of  friends    all  hmnan  help  denied-^ 
All  but  from  her  who  riti  the  pen  to  gukle. 
Like  that  sweet  Saint  who  mte  by  Rinsells  side 
Under  the  Judgment'Ooat,  (24)— But  guilty  msn 
Triimiph  not  always.    To  hb  hearth  again. 
Again  with  honor  to  his  hearth  restored, 
Lo,  in  the  accuslom'd  chair  and  at  the  board. 
Thrice  greeting  those  who  most  vrithifaaw  Ibih 

claim, 
(Tlie  lowliest  servant  calling  by  his  name) 
He  reads  thanksgiving  in  the  ejres  of  all. 
All  met  as  at  a  holy  festival ! 
— On  the  day  destined  for  hb  funeral ! 
Lo,  there  the  Friend,  wiio  entering  where  he  lay 
Breathed  in  his  drou-sy  ear,  "  Away,  away ! 
Take  thou  my  cloak — Nay,  start  not,  but  obey-« 
Take  it  and  leave  me."     And  the  blushing  Maid. 
Who  tlmmgh  the  streets  as  through  a  desert  strsy'd 
And,  when  her  dear,  dear  Father  poss'd  along, 
Would  not  be  held — but,  bursting  through  the  thrQD|^ 
Ilalbenl  and  battle-axe — kiss'd  liira  o'er  and  o'er; 
Tlion  tum'd  and  went — then  sought  him  as  before. 
Believing  she  shouM  8ec  liiH  face  no  more! 
And  oh.  how  changed  at  once — no  heroine  here, 
But  a  weak  woman  woni  with  grief  and  fear, 
Her  darling  Mother!    'T  uns  but  now  she  smiled 
And  now  she  weeps  upon  her  weeping  child ! 
— Rut  who  sits  by,  her  only  wish  below 
At  length  fulfiU'd — aiid  now  prepared  to  go? 
His  hands  on  hers— ns  through  the  mists  of  night 
She  gazes  on  him  with  im|K?rfect  sight ; 
Her  glory  now,  as  ever  her  delight !  (25) 
To  her,  methinks,  a  second  Youth  is  given ; 
The  licht  upon  her  face  a  light  from  Ileaven ' 

An  hour  like  this  is  worth  a  thousand  poas'd 
Tn  pomp  or  ease — TTis  present  to  the  last! 
Years  glide  away  untold — 'T  is  still  the  some ' 
As  fresh,  as  fair  as  on  the  day  '.t  came ! 

And  now  once  more  where  most  ho  loved  to  tie 
In  his  own  fields — breathing  tranquilur)- — 
We  hail  him — not  less  happy,  Fox,  than  theo ! 
Thee  at  St.  Anne's  so  soon  of  care  l)eguiled. 
Playful,  sincere,  and  artless  as  a  child ! 
Thee,  who  wouldst  watch  a  hird's-nast  on  the  spray 
Through  the  gr«2en  leaves  exploring,  day  by  day. 
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ROGERS*S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


How  oft  from  groTe  to  gioYe,  from  teat  to 
With  thee  oonvening  in  thy  loved  retreat, 
I  taw  the  son  go  down ! — Ah,  then  't  wbm  thine 
Ne'er  to  forget  some  volume  half  di\ine, 
Shakapeere't  or  Dryden'a — through  the  chequerM 

■hade 
Bome  in  thy  hand  behind  thee  as  we  ttray'd ; 
And  where  we  sate  (and  many  a  halt  we  inade) 
To  reed  there  with  a  fervor  all  thy  owti, 
And  in  thy  grand  and  melancholy  tone, 
Some  fplendid  panage  not  to  thee  unknown. 
Fit  theme  for  long  discourse — ^Thy  boll  has  toU*d ! 
—But  in  thy  place  among  us  wo  behold 
One  who  resembles  thee. 

Tis  the  sixth  hour 
The  village-clock  strikes  from  the  distant  tower. 
The  plowman  leaves  the  field ;  the  traveller  hears, 
And  to  the  inn  spurs  forward.     Nature  wears 
Her  sweetest  smile ;  the  day-star  in  the  west 
Yet  hovering,  aiul  tlie  thistle's  down  at  rest. 

And  such,  his  labor  done,  the  calm  He  knows. 
Whose  footsteps  we  have  foUow'd.  Round  him  glows 
An  atmosphere  that  brightens  to  the  lost ; 
The  ligtit,  that  shines,  reflected  from  the  Past, 
-—And  from  the  Future  too!  Active  in  Thought 
Among  old  books,  old  friends ;  and  not  unwught 
By  the  wise  stranger — in  his  moming-liours, 
When  gentle  airi  stir  the  fresh-blowing  fiowcn. 
He  muses,  turning  up  the  idle  weed ; 
Or  pnutM*  or  grafts,  or  in  the  yellow  mead 
WalcUes  his  bees  at  hi^-ing-lime ;  and  now, 
The  ladder  rpsting  on  the  orcliard-bough. 
Culls  the  delicious  fruit  that  hangs  in  air. 
The  purple  plum,  green  fig,  or  gulden  pear, 
'Mid  sparkling  eyes,  and  hands  upliHed  tliero. 

At  night,  when  all,  assembling  round  tlie  fire, 
Closer  and  cluscr  draw  till  they  retire, 
A  tale  is  tuld  of  India  or  Japan, 
Of  merchants  from  Golcond  or  Astracan, 
What  time  wild  Nature  revell'd  uiirestrain'd. 
And  Sinbod  \'uyagod  and  the  Culiphfl  n>ign'd.^— 
Of  some  Norwegian,  while  the  icy  gnlo 
Rings  in  her  shrouds  and  bcatu  her  iron-soil. 
Among  the  snou-y  Alps  of  Pular  sros 
Immovable— f<>r  over  there  to  frt^eze ! 
Or  some  great  mravon,  from  wi>ll  to  well 
Winding  as  darknciiis  on  the  desert  fell. 
In  their  long  march,  such  as  the  Pn)phet  bids. 
To  Mecca  from  tlie  land  of  PjTamids, 
And  in  an  instant  lo«t^-a  hollow  wave 
Of  burning  sand  their  everlasting  grave ! — 
Now  the  scene  shifls  to  Venice — to  a  square 
Glitteriiig  with  lif;ht,  ail  nations  masking  there. 
With  light  reflected  on  the  trerauIoiiR  tide. 
Where  gondolas  in  ghy  confusion  glide, 
Answering  the  jest,  the  song  on  every  side; 
Ti>  Naples  next — anjl  at  the  crowde<l  pile, 
Where  (Jrief  and  Fear  and  wild  Amazement  wait, 
Lfj,  on  hiN  hick  a  Sthi  brintr*  in  his  Sire,  ^20) 
Vesuvius  blazing  like  a  World  <m  fire! — 
Then,  at  a  siirn  that  never  wom  l<)rj»t)t, 
A  strain  breaks  (lirth  (who  h^ars  and  loves  it  not?) 
From  lute  or  onjan  I  "T  is  ot  {wrting  given. 
That  in  their  slumbcrB  they  may  dream  of  Heaven; 
Yrunir  vuicn  mini^iing,  as  it  floats  along, 
Lt  Ti«M:an  air  or  ilanders  nacrdti  song ! 


And  She  UMpiret,  whose  beauty  ahiiMs  in  aU* 
So  soon  to  weave  a  daughter's  coronal. 
And  at  the  nuptial  rite  smile  through  her  teui  ^^ 
So  soon  to  hover  round  her  full  of  fears. 
And  with  assurance  sweet  her  soul  revive 
In  child-birth — when  a  mother's  love  ia  moM  alir*. 

No,  't  is  not  here  that  Solitude  is  known. 
Through  the  wide  world  he  only  ii  alone 
WIk)  lives  not  for  another.    Come  what  will. 
The  generous  man  has  his  companion  still ; 
The  cricket  on  his  hearth ;  the  buzzing  fly 
That  skims  his  roof,  or,  be  his  roof  the  sky. 
Still  with  its  note  of  gladness  passes  by : 
And,  in  an  iron  cage  condemn'd  to  dwell. 
The  cage  that  stands  within  the  dungeon-oell. 
He  feeds  liis  spider — liappier  at  the  wont 
Than  he  at  large  who  in  himself  is  cunt 

O  thou  all-eloquent,  whose  mighty  mind  (97) 
Streams  from  the  depth  of  ages  on  mankind. 
Streams  like  the  day — who,  angeUlike,  hMt  ihed 
Thy  full  eflfulgenee  on  the  hoary  head. 
Speaking  in  Cato's  venerable  voice, 
"  Look  up,  and  faint  not — faint  not,  but  rejoice  V 
From  thy  Elysium  guide  him.     Age  has  now 
Stamp'd  with  its  signet  that  ingenuous  brow; 
And,  'mid  his  old  hereditary  trees. 
Trees  he  has  climb'd  so  oA,  he  sits  and  sees 
His  children's  children  playing  round  his  kneet: 
Then  happiest,  youngest,  when  the  quoit  is  flung. 
When  side  by  side  the  archer's  bows  are  strung ; 
His  to  prescribe  the  place,  adjudge  the  prize. 
Envying  no  more  the  young  their  energies 
Tlian  they  an  old  man  w  hen  his  wx>rds  are  wise ; 
His  a  delight  how  pure— without  alloy ; 
Strong  in  their  ttrength,  rejoicing  in  their  joy ! 

Now  in  their  turn  assisting,  they  repay 
The  anuous  cares  of  many  and  mnny  a  day; 
And  now  by  those  he  loves  relieved,  restored, 
liis  very  wants  and  weukneyses  afli>rd 
\  feeling  of  enjovment.     In  his  ualk^ 
licaning  on  them,  how  of\  he  stops  ami  talks. 
While  they  l<K>k  up!    Their  questions,  their  replie% 
Fresh  as  the  welling  waters,  round  him  rise. 
Gladdening  his  npirit :  and,  his  theme  the  {miit, 
How  eloquent  h'*  is!  His  thoiights  flow  fast. 
And,  while  hi.M  heart  (oh  can  the  heart  grow  old  ? 
False  aro  the  talcs  that  in  the  World  are  told !) 
Swells  in  his  voice,  he  ki»o\\j«  not  where  to  end; 
Like  one  discounting  of  an  alisent  friend. 

But  there  are  nKiments  which  he  calls  his  own 
Then,  never  l<*ss  alone  tlian  when  alone, 
Th(MM«  that  he  loved  so  lonp:  and  sees  no  more, 
I/>v<'d  and  still  loves — not  dead — ImiI  ^one  befbie. 
He  gathers  round  him;  aiwl  n*vivra  nt  will 
S<-enes  in  his  life — tliat  breathe  enchantment  still — 
That  cf»me  not  now  ut  dreorj'  intervulu — 
Hilt  where  a  light  as  (mm  the  Blessed  falls, 
A  light  such  guesis  hrinif  ever — pure  and  lioly-^ 
IjipiHHg  the  soul  in  sweetit<t  melanclioly. 
— Ah  then  Ut»  willing  (nor  the  choice  omdemn) 
To  live  with  others  than  to  think  on  them ! 

And  now  Itohold  him  up  the  hill  ascendiniTt 
Memorv'  and  floi^  like  eveninc-iitars  attending; 
Sustain'd.  excitnl,  till  his  eourt«  is  run. 
By  deeds  of  virtue  done  or  to  be  done. 
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X9hm  on  bh  eooch  Im  nnki  «t  lengdi  to  rat, 
TImm  bgr  Iw  eonmel  wred.  tut  powor  redw'd, 
Hhm  by  die  World  shami'd  erer  m  unUeit, 
At  wbim  the  rich  man*f  dog  growb  from  the  gate, 
Baf  whom  he  eonght  oat,  «ttmg  deeolate, 
Cmat  and  mumI  found — the  widow  with  her  diild, 
Am  when  the  fiiet  fixgoc  her  teen  and  imiled ! 
They,  who  watch  by  him,  eee  not;  bat  he  eeea, 
Sees  and  ezulta^-Were  eTerdreame  like  theeof 
They,  who  watrh  by  him.  hear  not;  but  he  heari, 
AnA  Earth  rec«dea,  and  Hearen  iiielf  appeals! 

Tk  pMt !  That  hand  we  gnnp*d.  alaa,  in  vain! 
Nordmll  we  look  upon  hit  &ce  again! 
Bat  ID  bie  cbiang  eyei.  for  all  were  there, 
Noihiiv  w^a  wanting ;  and.  through  many  a  year. 
We  alnll  raewmber  with  a  fimd  delight 
TW  wwda  ao  precious  which  we  heard  t04ii^t ; 
lb  partly  though  awhile  our  eorrow  flowa, 
USb»  aofling  smia  or  munc  at  the  ckiae ! 

HMD  WW  the  drama  ended.    Not  till  then, 
ia  fbll  of  dmnce  and  change  die  lives  of  men, 
CuM  we  pramuBGe  him  Iwppy.    Then  secure 
I'nm  pain,  from  grieC  and  all  that  we  endure. 
He  alepc  in  peace    say  radier  soor*d  to  Heaven, 
Upborne  fiom  Earth  liy  Him  lo  whom  'tis  given 
In  ha  right  hand  lo  hokl  the  golden  key 
TImi  opes  the  portak  of  Eternity. 
—When  by  a  good  man's  grave  1  muse  akna, 
MediinkB  an  angel  sits  upon  the  stone ; 
like  iluse  of  old,  on  that  thric»baUow*d  night. 
Who  sate  and  waich'd  in  raiment  heavenly4iright ; 
And.  with  a  voice  inspiring  joy.  nut  finr, 
Ssya.  |rM"*«'*g  upward,  that  he  is  nut  here, 
That  be  is  risen! 

But  the  day  is  spent; 
And  fltara  ore  kindling  in  the  tirmamciu. 
To  us  how  Mleni — tlioiitsh  like  oiini  perchance 
VAXny  and  full  of  liie  aitd  cii\-umsuiii(*e; 
Where  socne  the  paUut  of  Wealth  and  Power  pursue. 
fX  Plc-asurc  schiic.  of  Ilappiiiem*  n  few; 
Awl.  as  the  ann  R(»es  iouimI — fi  Hini  not  ours— 
While  fniin  her  lop  miothiT  Nature  ahowers 
I  Mfi«  of  her  own.  ««ne  from  the  crowd  retire, 
Tiiink  on  Uienwelvcm  within,  wiihoul  iiM]ulre ; 
At  distance  dwell  an  nil  that  pa-wa  there. 
All  d  at  iheir  world  reveala  of  ffixul  aiul  fair; 
Ami.  as  they  waiulfr,  pimirinjr  thinip*.  hke  me, 
N.*i  an  thoy  are,  hiil  as  they  oimht  U*  be, 
Trare  out  the  Jwimey  thnniirh  their  iittlo  Day, 
A:k1  fondly  dream  an  idle  liour  a\%-ay. 


NOTES. 
Note  1,  pnire  11.  n)!.  2. 

(>ur  parhwaf  k^ml*  hut  to  a  im-npico. 
See  DiMSiu-l,  Sfrm^m  9ur  Iti  Rrfirrtctum. 

Note  2,  pnire  ll.r«»l.  2. 
W««  flf.  no  n>«tins  for  ih«*  fiHrt  we  tinA. 

-  I  hnve  i^»r>  ilrroil,"  snv*  S»!onu)ii,"nll  the  works 

;■•  nt  ::r»*  iiruli-r  th««  mm;  aiul  Iwhold.  all  in  vatii'y  and 

\r\.nti.iriiiri«i*int."  Unl  wlv*  U'lieve^  it,  till  Death  lelln 

am'  It  is  Death  alone  that  can  suddenly  make  man 
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to  know  bfanseK  He  tells  iba  proud  and  insolnv 
that  they  are  but  al^jecta,  and  hombiea  them  at  th« 
instant.  He  takes  the  aoooont  of  the  rich  man,  and 
proves  him  a  beggar,a  naked  beggar.  He  hoUs  • 
glass  befon  the  eyes  of  the  most  beautiful,  and  makes 
them  see  therein  their  defimnity;  and  they  ao- 
knowledge  it. 

O  eloquent.  Just,  and  mi|^  Death!  whom  none 
could  adviae,  diou  hast  persuaded ;  what  nona  ham 
dared,  thou  hast  done;  mid  whom  all  the  woildbsvv 
flattered,  thou  only  haat  cast  out  and  despised  i  fhM 
hast  draH-n  together  all  the  fio^stretdied  flnrBinnai.  all 
the  pride,  cruelty  and  ambition  of  man,  and  oorml 
it  all  over  with  theee  tM'o  nairow  woids,  UicjaetL 

Raixigb. 
Note  3,  page  11,  col.  3. 
Throof  b  th«  dim  coitains  of  Futaritf . 

Fancy  can  hardly  forbear  to  coi^ture  vnih  what 
temper  Milton  surveyed  the  silent  progress  of  his 
woik,  and  marked  his  reputation  stealing  its  way  in  a 
kind  of  subterraneous  current  through  fear  and  silenrsb 
1  eannot'but  conceive  him  calm  and  confident,  litlla 
disappointed,  not  at  all  dejected,  relying  on  his  own 
merit  with  steady  consciousnesi.  and  wailing,  withonl 
impatieiKc,  the  vicissitudes  of  ojMnion,  atid  the'im> 
partiality  of  a  future  generation^— Johnson. 

After  line  57,  coL  2,  in  the  M& 

0*«r  pIsiM  and  time  wa  iriomph ;  on  wo  fo, 
Raagiof  in  thoof  ht  the  reaUne  above,  beluw; 
Yet.  ah,  how  little  of  ooraelves  we  ka<iw ! 
And  why  tbe  hesit  beats  on.  or  bow  the  bran 
Bars  Ui  the  foot.  *  Now  move,  now  rest  acahi,* 
From  ate  to  aga  wa  searob.  and  searob  ki  vskk 

Mote  4,  page  12.  col.  1. 

like  the  Rtnne 

That  fihedd  awhilo  a  luvtre  all  ita  own. 

S(M«  "  Ohi<ervatioiis  on  a  diamond  that  sliines  in  tbe 

dark." — lioYLK's  Works,  i,  789. 

Note  5,  page  12,  col.  1. 
Prhoolwl  and  trnincd  up  to  Wimlom  from  hia  birth. 

Ciren),  in  his  V.wny  De  Sfnrctufr.  has  amwn  his 
imaccs  Iroin  tho  Ik  ttor  wnlks  of  life ;  and  Shnkspenre, 
in  his  S«»\  on  Apt  9,  has  thrne  m>  too  Hut  Shnkspeare 
troniH  \u»  fiuhivr.t  sntirirully;  Cicero  ns  a  Philosophei 
In  the  venenihio  portrait  of  Cato  we  discover  no 
lrQc<-H  of"  llie  lean  ami  >lii>|'erfd  |>oninlfM)n." 

Ever>'  object  has  a  bright  nrul  a  dark  side;  ond  I 
hove  eiitlcav^red  to  l<K)k  at  ihiiips  asCicoro  has  done. 
By  sonic  however  I  tnay  be  thoccht  to  have  followed 
t(K>  nnich  my  own  drcara  of  happincjcs;  and  in  snch 
a  dnvini  indecil  I  have  often  passed  a  solitarj-  hour 
It  was  castle-btiildinR  once;  now  it  is  no  loncrcr  so. 
But  whoever  would  trv'  to  realize  it,  wotild  not 
I)erhaps  repent  of  his  endeavor. 

Note  6.  papo  12,  col.  1. 

The  hour  firr-v»j.  th«»  moment  winfir«J  nnil  fearrd. 
A  Pj'ntian  Pj-et  has  left  us  a  beautiful  ihoueht  on 
this  siibji'cl,  which  ihe  nader.  if  he  h::»  not  met  with 
it,  w  ill  i>e  glad  to  know,  ami,  if  he  has,  to  remember. 

Thro  on  thjr  molhrr'H  kiioo!«.  a  nrw  l)orn  rhiUl, 
In  trim  w«'  Hiw,  whrn  nil  arumwl  thf**  "milotl.     t 
Po  \\f,  thnt.  vinkmc  in  thy  hst  hmg  «I.H>p, 
Hiiiiltii  may  Iw  thinf,  wh«n  all  arouiwl  th«e  wo^p. 
For  mv  version  I  am  in  a  great  lucosiiro  indalite^ 
i  to  Sir  WilUam  Junes. 
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Note  7,  page  12,  col  2. 
**  Th6M  are  my  Jeweb ! " 
The  cnecdote  here  alluded  to,  is  related  by  Valerius 
Maximua,  lib.  iv,  c.  4. 

Note  8,  page  12,  col.  2. 
**  Sufler  thete  liuie  onei  to  come  to  me !  ** 
In  our  early  Yonth,  while  yet  we  live  only  among 
thote  we  love,  we  love  witliout  rcMtniint,  and  our 
hearts  overflow  in  every  look,  word,  and  action.  But 
when  we  enter  the  world  and  are  rcpulited  by  stran- 
gers, forgotten  by  friends,  wo  grow  more  and  mure 
timid  in  our  approaches  even  to  thofte  we  love  best. 
How  delightful  to  us  then  are  the  little  cansses  of 
children!  All  sincerity,  all  affect  ion.  they  fly  into  our 
arms;  and  then,  and  then  only,  we  feel  our  flrsi 
ooofidence,  our  fu^t  pleasure. 

Note  9,  page  12,  col.  2. 


-h«  reveie* 


The  brow  ensraren  with  the  Thougtita  of  Years. 

This  is  a  law  of  Nature.  Aj^e  was  anciently  synony- 
mous with  ix)vver ;  and  we  may  always  observe  that 
the  old  are  held  in  more  or  Icrj  honor  as  men  are 
more  or  less  virtuous.  "  Shame,"  says  Homer,  **  bids 
the  youth  beware  how  he  accosts  the  man  of  many 
years."  **Thou  shalt  rise  up  before  the  hoary  head, 
and  honor  the  face  of  an  old  man." — Jjrviticus, 

Among  us,  says  a  philosophical  historian,  and 
wherever  birth  and  possessions  give  rank  and  au- 
thority, the  young  and  the  profligate  arc  seen  continu- 
ally above  the  old  and  the  worthy:  there  Age  can  never 
find  its  due  respect  But  among  many  of  the  ancient 
nations  it  was  otherwise ;  and  they  reaped  the  beneflt 
of  it.  *'Rien  ne  maintient  plus  les  mceurs  qu*une 
extreme  subordination  det  jetmes  gens  envcrs  les 
vieillards.  I^*^  uns  et  les  autres  seront  contenus,  ceux- 
\h,  par  le  re»|^ct  qu'ils  auront  (lour  los  vieillards,  et 
O0iu-ci  par  le  respect  qu'ils  auront  pour  eux-meraes." 

MoNTRSQi;ii£U. 

Note  10,  page  12,  col.  2. 
Like  Her  roost  ireotle,  moet  unfurtooate. 
Before  I  went  into  Germany,  I  came  to  Brodegate 
in  Leicestershire,  to  take  my  leave  of  that  noble  I  ^dy 
Jane  Grey,  to  whom  I  was  exceeding  much  beholding. 
Her  parents,  the  Duke  and  Duchess,  with  all  the 
Household,  Gentlemen  and  Gentlewomen,  were 
himting  in  the  park.  I  found  her  in  her  clmmber, 
reading  Phonlo  Platonis  in  Greek,  and  that  with  as 
much  delight  as  some  Gentlemen  would  read  a  merry 
tale  in  Boccacc.  Af\er  salutation  ami  duty  done,  uith 
■ome  other  talk,  I  aske<l  her,  why  she  would  lotte  such 
paatime  in  the  park  ?  Smiling,  she  answered  me,  "  I 
wilt,  all  their  sport  in  the  park  is  but  a  shadow  to  that 
pleasure  that  I  fmd  in  Plato." — Roger  Asciiam. 

Note  11,  page  12,  col.  2. 
Then  if  the  Afe  orAdmiretion. — 
Dante  in  his  old  age  was  pointed  out  to  Petrarch 
when  a  boy ;  and  Dryden  to  Pope. 

Who  does  not  wish  that  Dante  and  Dr3rden  could 
have  known  the  value  of  the  homage  that  y\-nn  paid 
them,^and  foreseen  the  greatness  of  their  yoimg 
admirers  ? 

Note  12,  page  13,  col.  1. 
Beenas  eoeh  ai  Milton  soaght,  bat  souffht  in  rain. 
He  bad  arrived  at  Naplei ;  and  was  preparing  to 


visit  Sicily  and  Greece,  when  hearing  of  the  tnxiblei 
in  England,  he  thought  it  proper  to  hasten  home. 

Note  13,  page  13,  col.  1. 
And  Miltoo*B  lelf. 

I  began  thus  far  to  at»ent  . .  to  an  inward  prompt 
ing  vvliich  now  grew  doily  upon  me,  that  by  labor  and 
intent  study  (which  I  take  to  be  my  portion  in  this 
life),  joined  with  the  strong  propensity  of  nature,  I 
might  perha^iB  leave  something,  so  written,  to  idler 
times,  OS  tliey  should  not  willingly  let  it  die. — Milton 

Note  14,  page  13,  col.  1. 
'twm  at  mntin-time. 
Love  and  devotion  are  said  to  })c  nearly  allied 
Boccaccio  fell  in  love  at  NnpleH  in  the  church  of  St. 
I»renzo;  as  Petrarch  Imd  done  at  Avignon  in  the 
church  of  Su  Clair. 

m 

Note  15,  page  13,  col.  2. 
Lovely  before,  oh,  say  how  lovely  now ! 

Is  it  not  true,  that  the  young  not  only  appear  to  be 
but  really  are,  most  beautiful  in  the  presence  of  thoM 
they  love?   It  calls  forth  all  their  beauty. 

Note  16,  page  13,  col.  2. 

And  feofinK  hearts — touch  them  but  rightly — poor 
A  thousand  m<*lodiea  unheard  before! 

Xenophon  has  lef\  us  a  delightful  instance  of  cod 
jugal  affection. 

The  king  of  Annenia  not  fulfilling  his  engagement, 
Cyrus  entered  the  country,  and,  having  taken  him 
and  all  his  family  prisoners,  ordered  them  instantly 
before  him.  Armenian,  said  he,  you  arc  free ;  for  yoa 
arc  now  sensible  of  your  error.  And  what  will  you 
give  me,  if  I  restore  )-our  wife  to  you  .' — All  that  I  am 
able.  What,  if  I  restore  your  children  ? — All  that  I 
am  able.  And  you,  Tigruiuns,  said  he,  turning  to  the 
son.  What  would  yon  do,  to  save  your  wife  from 
servitude  f  Now  Tigranes  was  but  lately  married, 
and  had  a  great  love  for  his  wife.  Cynis,  he  replit^l. 
to  save  her  from  servitude,  I  would  willingly  lay 
down  my  life. 

Let  each  have  his  own  again,  said  Cynis ;  and  when 
he  was  defiarted,  one  spoke  of  his  clemency ;  and 
another  of  his  valor;  and  another  of  his  beauty,  jumI 
the  graces  of  his  person.  Upon  which,  Tipranee 
asked  his  wife,  if  she  thought  him  handsome.  Really, 
said  she,  I  did  not  look  at  him. — At  whom  then  did 
you  lcx)k ' — At  him  who  Kiid  he  would  lay  down  hti 
life  for  me. — Ci/rojterdia,  I.  iii. 

Note  1 7,  jMige  J  4,  col.  2. 
He  foes,  and  Night  comcn  a*  it  ii»'v*»r  came  ! 

Tliese  cirtMimstunreK,  as  well  ns  Horne  others  that 
follow,  are  happily,  as  fur  um  tlu-y  njrard  Kngland, oi 
an  nncient  date.  To  us  the  iiiiw>ricH  inflicted  by  \ 
fJ:)reigii  invader  are  now  known  only  by  descriptiotL 
Many  uenerations  have  pasxcd  nwuy  since  our  coun- 
trywomen saw  the  smoke  of  an  enemy's  campb 

Btit  the  satne  jMiRsionn  are  always  at  work  every- 
where, and  their  eflre<  ts  are  always  nearly  the  same 
tlioiigh  the  circumstxuiccs  that  attend  tlicm  are  in 
finitely  various. 

Note  18,  page  15,  col.  1. 
That  House  with  many  a  fuoeral-frarlaiMl  bnoff. 
A  cnitom  in  aome  of  our  cotmtry-churcheiL 
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Note  19,  page  15,  coL  1. 
Boob  Ihroof  h  Iha  ftddiag  viM,  cte. 

An  Cngiiah  braakfttl;  which  may  well  eicite  in 
ochen  what  ia  Rounemu  oontinned  diroiigh  life,  wi 
goki  xif  ptmr  let  d^itmi$.  Out  U  tem$  de  lajintr' 
wie  oA  moms  aommeg  let  pluM  trmtfuStes,  odi  noM  ani- 
«ewv  !e  plus  &  nafre  ai$e. 

The  luxuries  here  menlioned,  familiar  to  ua  aa 
thej  now  are,  were  almost  unknown  before  the 
BeTolutimi. 

Note  20.  page  15,  col  8. 
Lite  HuBpdM  UraggliiNl  io  lut  CooBtn't  eaen. 

Zeuxia  is  said  to  have  drawn  his  Helen  from  an 
assemblage  of  the  most  beautiful  wtmen ;  and  many 
a  writer  of  Action,  in  fiwming  a  life  lo  his  mind,  has 
leeourae  to  the  brightest  momenta  in  the  Uvea  of 
oihefs. 

I  may  be  suspected  of  having  done  so  here,  and 
4f  having  designed,  aa  it  were,  from  living  models; 
baft  by  making  an  allusion  now  and  then  to  those 
who  heve  really  lived,  I  thought  I  should  give 
enmething  of  interest  to  the  picture,  aa  well  aa  better 
illostrate  my  meaning. 

Note  SI,  page  15,  ooL  S. 
Oo  ikoesh  that  fsts  siimsafd. 
Traitor'a  gate,  the  wntei^gata  in  the  Tvmatnt 
London. 

Nple  S2,  page  15»  eoL  S. 

ThsB  la  Hm  pises  sT  iriaL 

This  very  slight  ahecoh  of  Civil  DissaMlaB  is 
taken  fram  onr  own  annah;  bat,  ftr  m  obfioiM 
lUMiin  not  Com  ihoae  of  oar  own  Agv. 

The  persona  hero  immediaiely  alluded  la  lived 
more  than  a  huodrsd  ycais  ago.  in  a  reign  which 
l{!<i<-k«tone  has  justly  represented  as  wicked,  san- 
puinnn'.  nnd  turbulent;  but  suca  times  have  always 
stfinlfNi  the  roost  signal  instances  of  heroic  courage 
zn\  anient  afleclion. 

(;*Yai  re%'enie«,  like  thein.  lay  open  the  human 
heart.  They  occur  indeed  but  seidom ;  yet  all  men 
are  Itnhlc  to  them;  all.  when  they  occur  to  others. 
n»K«>  them  more  or  less  their  own ;  and.  were  we 
III  tlr«cribc  our  condition  to  an  inhabitant  of  tome 
•I her  planet,  could  we  omit  what  forms  so  striking 
a  cirLuinstance  in  human  lifef 

Note  23,  page  15,  col  8. 
andaloiM. 

In  the  reign  of  William  the  Third,  the  law  was 
alti^rt^L  A  prianner,  pntneciited  for  high  treason, 
ouy  liuw  make  his  full  defence  by  counsel. 

Xute  2t.  page  15,  col.  2. 

I^k*  that  »w9ti.  9aint  who  sate  bjr  Kuanrs  tide 
I'adfT  tlie  JiMlxmcfit-vcaL 

Jjcnl  liufstL  May  I  have  somcliodv  to  write,  to 
aai9t  uiy  meiuory  7 


Mr.  Attorney^emeraL  Tea.  a  Servant 

Iiord  Chief  Juatiee.  Any  of  your  Servant!  sbill 

assist  ytm  in  writing  anything  3roa  please  fer  yon. 
Lord  RM$$eL  My  Wife  is  here,  my  Lord,  to  do 

it.— .Stale  7Vm2s,  ii. 

Note  25,  page  15,  col.  2. 
H«r  ffkwy  now,  ss  sror  her  delight 

Epaminondas,  after  his  victory  at  Leuctra,  n^ead 
most  of  all  at  the  pleaaure  which  it  would  give  hla 
father  and  mother;  and  who  would  not  have  envied 
them  their  feelings  f    ' 

Cornelia  was  called  at  Rome  the  Mother*in-]aw 
of  Scipia  •*  When,*'  said  she  to  her  sona,  «•  ahall  I 
be  caUed  the  mother  of  the  Gracchi  V* 

Note  26,  page  16,  ooL  1. 
Lo,  eo  his  bssk  a  Sod  briaci  la  his  Biie. 

An  act  of  filial  piety  represented  on  the  ooim  of 
Catana,  a  Greek  city,  some  remains  of  which  un 
still  to  be  seen  at  the  feot  of  mount  iEtna.  Tho 
stoiy  is  told  of  two  brothers,  who  in  this  mannar 
saved  both  their  parents.  The  place  from  which 
they  eacaped  was  long  called  the  field  of  the  piooil 
and  public  games  were  annually  held  there  to  ooni* 
■Mnonte  the  event 

Note  27,  page  16,  col.  2. 
Oh  Iheo,  sll-slsqacBt  wboss  arighlj  nnhid. 

Cicero.  It  is  remarkable  that  among  dto  coiniirti 
of  Old  Age,  he  baa  not  mentioned  thoae  arismg  fiom 
the  society  of  women  and  children.  Perhapa  die 
husband  of  Terentia  and  **  the  father  of  Marcua  felt 
something  on  the  subject  of  which  he  was  willing 
to  spore  himself  the  recollection." 


Reforr  I  conclude.  T  would  say  something  m 
favor  of  the  old-fashioned  triplet,  which  I  have  here 
ventured  to  U8e  no  oOen.  Dr>'dcn  seems  to  have 
delighted  in  it,  and  in  many  of  his  mont  admired 
poems  has  used  it  much  oflenor  than  I  have  done, 
as  for  instance  in  the  HimI  and  Panther,'  and  in 
Theodore  and  Honoria,  where  he  introduces  it  threOt 
four,  and  even  five  limes  in  siiccesBion. 

If  I  have  erred  anywhere  in  the  structure  of  my 
verse  from  a  dt^ire  to  follow  yet  earlier  and  higher 
exomplefl.  I  rely  on  the  forpivenen  of  thooe  in  wAost 
ear  the  mitfir  of  our  old  vvrsificalion  is  still  sounding 


1  Pope  iimmI  to  mention  thi«  porm  a«  thn  mo«t  correct  ipect- 

mcn  or  I>r)r(<(>n*ii  veryificntion.    It  wu«  in(1m><J  wriuen  when  bs 

hfid  c^mplrtrly  rurm«>«l  hia  nmnn<*r.  and  may  he  luppoaed  to 

rithiliit.  iHn(litf(*n<*,*  eKCcptod.  h iit  deliberBte  and  ultimate) 

i  of  metre. — Johnson. 
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^n  ^»itiiU  to  a  iPrirnzr* 


Villala,- 


et  paoper  affile, 

Mm  tibi,  et  hoi  uoi  mecum,  et  quof  Mnnper  amavl, 
Comiiiendo. 


PREFACE. 

Evert  reader  turns  with  pleasure  to  thoee  paR> 
rages  of  Horace,  and  Pope,  and  Boileau,  which  de- 
scribe how  they  lived  and  where  they  dwelt ;  and 
which,  being  inlempereed  amon^  their  satirical  writ^ 
ings,  derive  a  secret  and  irrcsisublo  grace  tVum  the 
contrast,  and  arc  admirable  cxumplcs  of  what  in 
Painting  w  termed  repose. 

We  have  admittance  to  Horace  at  all  hours.  We 
ei\joy  the  company  and  conversation  at  his  table;  and 
his  tappers,  like  Plato's,  "non  solum  m  pra'scntia,  sed 
etiam  postero  die  jucund.e  sunt**  But  w hen  we  look 
round  as  we  sit  there,  we  find  ourselves  in  a  Snbiiie 
farm,  and  not  in  a  Roman  villa.  His  windows  have 
every  charm  of  pnwpect;  but  his  furniture  might  have 
descended  from  Cincinnntus;  and  gems,  and  pictures, 
and  old  marbles,  are  mentioned  by  him  more  than 
once  with  a  seeming  inditfci^iice. 

His  English  Imitator  thought  and  felt,  perhaps,  more 
correctly  on  the  subject ;  and  embellished  his  garden 
and  grotto  wnth  great  industry  and  success.  But  to 
these  alone  he  solicits  our  notice.  On  the  ornaments 
of  his  house  he  is  silent ;  and  he  appears  to  have  rc> 
served  all  the  minuter  touches  of  his  pencil  for  the 
library,  the  chapel,  and  the  banqueting-room  of 
Timon-  **  Le  savoir  do  notre  sit^cle,"  says  Rousseau, 
•*tend  beaucoup  plus  h  dctruire  qu'h  ^difier.  On  cen- 
sure d'un  inn  do  maitre;  pour  proposer,  il  en  faut 
prendre  un  autre." 

It  is  the  design  of  this  Epistle  to  illustrate  the  virtue 
of  True  Taste ;  and  to  show  how  little  she  requires  to 
secure,  not  only  the  comforts,  but  even  the  elegancies 
of  life.  True  Tas:e  is  an  excellent  EconomisL  She 
confines  her  choice  to  few  objects,  and  delights  in 
producing  great  effects  by  small  means  .*  while  False 
Taste  is  forever  sighing  af^er  the  new  and  the  rare; 
•nd  reminds  us,  in  ht'r  works,  of  the  Scholar  of 
Apellea,  who,  not  being  able  to  paint  his  Helen 
beautiful,  determined  to  make  her  fme. 


ARGUMENT. 

An  invitation — ^The  approach  to  a  Villa  described — Its 
situation — Its  few  apartments — fumishotl  with  casts 
from  the  Antique,  etc. — The  dining-room — ^The 
library — A  cold-bath — A  winter-walk — A  sum- 
mer-walk— ^The  invitation  renewed — Conclusion. 


When,  with  a  Reaumur's  skill,  thy  curious  mind 
Has  class'd  the  insect-tribes  of  human  kind, 
Each  with  its  busy  hum,  or  gilded  wing. 
Its  subtle  web-work,  or  its  venom'd  sting ; 
1/Ot  me,  to  claim  a  few  unvalued  hours. 


Point  out  the  green  lane  rough  with  fern  and  flowen, 

The  shelter'd  gale  that  o[)eiis  to  my  field. 

And  the  white  front  through  mingling  elms  reveal'd 

In  vain,  alas,  a  village-friend  invites 
To  simple  comforts,  and  domestic  rites. 
When  the  gay  months  of  Carnival  resume 
Their  annual  round  of  glitter  and  perfume ; 
When  London  hails  thee  to  its  splendid  mart. 
Its  hives  of  Hwocts,  and  cabinets  of  art ; 
And,  to,  majestic  as  thy  manly  song, 
Flows  the  full  tide  of  human  life  along. 

Still  must  my  partial  |)oncil  love  to  dwell 
On  the  home-prospects  of  my  hermit-cell ; 
The  mossy  pales  that  skirt  the  orchard-green. 
Here  hid  by  shrub-wood,  there  by  glimpses  seen ; 
And  the  hmwn  pathway,  that,  with  careless  flow. 
Sinks,  and  is  lost  among  the  trees  below. 
Still  must  it  trace  (tlm  flattering  tints  forgive) 
Bach  fleeting  charm  that  bids  the  landscape  live. 
Oa  o'er  the  mead,  al  pleasing  distance,  pass  (1) 
Bro^K-sing  the  hedge  by  fits  the  paimier'd  ass ; 
The  idling  shepherd-brjy,  with  rude  delight. 
Whistling  his  dog  to  mark  the  pebble's  flight ; 
And  in  her  kenrhief  blue  the  cottage-maid. 
With  brimming  pitcher  from  the  shadowy  glade. 
Far  to  the  south  a  mounmin-vale  retires. 
Rich  in  its  groves,  and  glens,  and  village-spireii : 
Its  upland-lawns,  and  clifls  with  foliage  hung. 
Its  wriatfd-stream,  nor  nameless  nor  luisung : 
.\nd  through  the  varioiif  year,  the  various  day,  (2) 
What  scones  of  glory  burst,  tmd  melt  away ! 

When  April-verdure  springs  in  Grosveiior-equare 
And  the  furr'd  Beauty  comes  to  winter  there. 
She  bids  old  Nature  mar  the  plan  no  more ; 
Yet  still  the  seasons  circle  as  before. 
Ah,  still  as  soon  the  }'0(uig  Aurora  plan's. 
Though  moons  and  flambeaux  trail  their  broadest  blase^ 
As  soon  the  sky-Utrk  pours  his  matin-song. 
Though  evening  lin^rers  at  the  mask  so  long. 

There  let  her  strike  with  momentary  ray, 
As  tnponi  shine  their  little  lives  away; 
There  let  her  practise  fn>ni  herself  to  steal. 
And  l(M>k  the  happiness  she  does  not  feel ; 
The  ready  smile  and  bidden  blush  employ 
At  Fan>-ronts  that  dnzzle  to  destroy « 
Fan  with  affecteil  ease  the  etwenced  air. 
And  lisp  of  fiishions  with  utimeanitig  stare. 
I^  lliine  to  nifMlilate  a  humbler  flight. 
When  morning  fills  the  fields  with  niny  light ; 
Be  thine  to  blend,  nur  thine  a  vulgar  aim. 
Repose  with  dignily,   with  quiet  fame. 

Here  no  stato-chaniben*  in  long  line  unf()ld. 
Bright  with  broad  mirrors,  njugh  with  fretted  gold* 
Yet  modest  ornament,  with  use  combined. 
Attracts  the  eye  to  exercise  the  mind. 
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■DlU  tpHOB  hii  hOBM  TO* 


ntiifieddfla: 


of 

qiurai.(3) 
Who  iMKb  «  life  of 

What  tKoagfaiioiiitfblol)noihei.i»cmvioglowi, 
Fhm  every  point  o  imy  of  getmm  flowe!  (4) 
Be  wine  to  Uoh  the  more  mechanie  ikilL 
That  Ktanpa.  lenewa,  and  multipliea  at  will; 
And  chcaplj  circulaMt,  througfa  distant  elinie^ 
Tbe  &iff«at  ralica  of  the  pureit  timea. 
Here  fitom  the  noald  to  eooKioui  being  iiart 
Thoae  finer  foma,  tbe  nuiacleaof  art; 
Here  choaan  gene,  imptett  on  aalphnr,  tkimd. 
That  slept  for  ages  in  a  aeoood  mine ; 
And  here  the  foithful  graver  darea  to  tiaoa 
A  Blkhael'a  grandeor,  and  a  Raphael'^  graea! 
Thjr  Gallery.  Florenee,  gilds  my  hnmbU  walls^ 
And  my  low  roof  the  Vatican  reoalla! 

Soon  aa  the  monung<dream  my  pillow  fliea. 
To  w^aking  sense  what  brif^iler  visiana  riae ! 
O  mark!  again  the  oomsea  of  the  Sun, 
At  Gukfe's  call,  (5)  their  roond  of  gWry  nm! 
Again  the  rosy  Hoars  resome  their  flight, 
Ofascursd  and  kat  in  floods  of  goldon  light! 

Boiooold  ttune  ening  friend  soloagfiiigaC 
(Sweet  sooroe  of  pansiva  joy  and  fond  rogieO 
Hmt  bare  ill  waimaat  huea  the  pencil  IHngB, 
lo*  here  the  kat  restores,  die  absent  brings; 
And  still  die  Few  best  loved  and  most  revand  (fy 
&se  nmnd  the  board  ihair  aocial  smile  aodcar'd  f 


Selected  shelves  shall  dann  thy  stodioQa  honia; 
niere  shall  thy  ranging  miiid  be  fed  ooflowwa!* 
nere,  while  die  shaded  lamp'a  mild  hism  stnams, 
RrttJ  ancient  books,  or  dream  inspiring  dreams ;  (7) 
Ari'l.  when  a  m^c's  bunt  armrts  thee  there.  (8) 
P^fi«'>,  and  his  features  with  his  thou^li  compare. 
— Ah.  most  that  Art  my  grateful  rapture  calls, 
Which  bn'athes  a  wml  into  the  silent  walls ;  ■ 
Which  fFstherB  round  the  Wise  of  every  Toogoe,  (9) 
All  on  w  liuse  words  deported  nations  hung ; 
Still  prDrnpC  to  chann  with  many  a  convene  sweet ; 
Guides  in  the  world,  companions  in  retreat! 

Thouffh  my  thatrh'd  bnih  no  rich  Bffosaic  knows, 
A  limpid  sprinji;  with  unfelt  current  flowi. 
Emblem  of  Life !  which,  still  as  we  survey. 
Seems  motionless*  yet  ever  glides  away ! 
The  shadowy  walls  rectml.  with  Attic  art. 
The  f  trench  and  beauty  that  its  waves  imparL 
Here  Tlietia,  bending,  with  a  mother's  fears 
DipK  her  dear  boy.  whose  pnde  restraina  his  tears. 
There.  Venus,  riiiing,  shrinks  with  sweet  surprise, 
As  her  feir  self  reflected  seems  to  rise! 


Far  tVnm  tiie  jnf'less  ^lare,  the  maddening  strife. 
And  all  the  dull  impertinence  of  life. 
Thew»  eye-lidii  open  to  the  rifling  ray, 
A!kil  ( Iii9>e.  when  nature  ImK  at  clcee  of  day. 
H«  re.  at  the  dawn,  the  kindlini^  landscape  glows ; 
There  iKJon4iay  levees  call  frcrni  faint  refioac. 
H4*re  the  flush'd  wnvo  Uinei  back  the  parting  light ; 
There  glimmering  lamps  uiiticipato  the  night 


-■pif  MatiiUB 


Morn  inod<«qu« 
Grata  carpvoUi  thjiaa- 

lifaros 


H9r. 


CS 


sd- 


When  feom  his  dassie  dreama  the  atodaot  alaali^  ■ 
Anud  dia  bos  of  crowds,  the  whirl  of  whaoK 
To  muse  mmoticed    while  ariNind  him  pnsa 
The  meteor-forms  of  equipage  and  dress; 
Akme,  in  wonder  lost,  he  seems  to  stand 
A  veiy  stranger  in  his  native  land ! 
And  (diough  perchance  of  cnrrmt  coin  poasei^ 
And  modern  phrsae  by  living  lipa  ezprest) 
Like  dMse  bleat  Youdis,  (10)  foigive  die  febling  page^ 
Whose  blameless  lives  deceived  a  twilight  age. 
Spent  in  sweet  slumbers ;  till  the  miner's  spad« 
Unctosed  the  cavern,  and  the  moming  play*d. 
Ah!  what  their  strange  surprise,  their  wild  deUglit! 
New  arts  of  life,  new  manners  meet  thmr  ri^t! 
In  a  new  worid  they  wake,  aa  fW)m  the  dead ; 
Yet  doubt  the  trance  dissolved,  the  viekn  fled! 

O  come,  and,  rich  in  intellectual  wealdi. 
Blend  thought  with  exercise,  with  knowledge  hnihh* 
Long,  in  this  sbelter'd  scene  of  lettered  talk. 
With  sober  |top  repeat  the  pensive  walk ; 
Nor  scorn,  when  graver  triflings  &il  to  pleMij 
The  cheap  amusements  of  a  mind  at  eaaa; 
Hera  every  care  in  sweet  oblivion  cast. 
And  many  an  idle  hour— not  idly  pass'd. 

No  tuneful  echoes,  ambush'd  at  my  gatOb 
Catch  die  bleat  accents  of  die  wiae  and  great  (11) 
Vain  of  its  varioos  page,  no  Album  bresdiee 
The  sigh  that  Friendship  or  tbe  Muse  beqneadik 
Yet  some  good  Genii  o'er  my  hearth  presida. 
Oft  the  fer  friend,  with  secret  spell,  to  guide ; 
And  diere  I  trace,  when  the  grey  evenii^  hMn^ 
A  silent  chronicle  of  happier  hooia! 

When  Christmas  revels  in  a  world  of  snow. 
And  bids  her  berries  blush,  her  carola  flow ; 
His  sfNingling  shower  when  Frost  the  viizard  flinga 
Or.  J^>mc  in  ether  blue,  on  viewless  wings. 
O'er  the  white  pane  his  silvery  foliage  weaves. 
And  gnms  witli  icicles  the  sheltering  eves ; 
— ^Tliy  muffled  friend  his  nectarine-wall  pursues. 
What  time  the  sun  the  yellow  crocus  wtx)es. 
Screened  from  the  arrowy  North ;  and  duly  hiee  * 
To  meet  the  moming-nunor  as  it  flics ; 
To  range  the  murmuring  market-place,  and  view 
The  motley  gnMj)is  that  faithful  Teniera  drew. 

When  Spring  bursts  furtli  in  blossoms  through  tht 
vale, 
And  her  wild  mmw  triumphs  on  the  gale. 
Ofl  with  my  book  I  mime  from  stile  to  stile;* 
OA  in  my  purch  the  lititleMi  n<K>n  l)eguile. 
Framinii:  InoGte  nmnlwni,  till  declining  day 
Throuuh  the  green  trellis  shoots  a  criinnon  ray; 
Till  the  We«t-wind  leads  on  the  twilight  hours. 
And  vhakcs  the  fragrant  bells  uf  closing  flowers. 

Nor  boost,  O  Choiny!  seat  of  soH  delight. 
The  secret  charm  of  thy  volnpluous  night 
Vain  is  the  blar^  of  wealth,  the  pomp  of  power! 
!/>,  hero,  attendant  on  the  Klmflowy  hour. 
Thy  cliwel-siippi'r.  i«er\'e<l  by  hands  unseen. 
Sheds,  like  an  eveninc-stor.  its  ray  serene.  (12) 

]  In(«niiurn.  Mh\  t}\uti\  vhcui*  (Imiimnit  Athffou 

Et  Miidiia  niino*  iwptHm  Hr<lit,  iiMcnaitquo 

Libri*  et  curi*.  ftrttua  tacitnruiiu  exit 

Plfrumque  lior. 

S  FallAcem  circum,  retpertinamiiue  pereiru  ^ 

8»pe  rorum.  Httr, 

3  TintuC  un  Uvre  m  oisia.  sirsat  daos  Iss  prsi 
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To  hail  our  coming.     Not  a  step  pmfane 
Dares,  with  rude  sound,  the  cheerful  rile  restrain; 
And,  while  the  frugal  banquet  glows  reveal'd. 
Pure  and  unbought,' — the  natives  of  my  field ; 
While  blushing  fruits  through  w-atfer'd  leaves  invite, 
StiL  Had  in  bloom,  and  vcilM  in  azure  light ! 
With  wine,  as  rich  in  years  as  IIorack  sings. 
With  water,  clear  as  his  own  fountain  flings, 
The  shifting  side-board  plays  its  humbler  (lart, 
Beyond  the  triumphs  of  a  Loriot's  art.  (13) 

Thus,  in  this  calm  recess,  so  richly  fmught 
With  mental  light,  and  luxury  of  thought. 
My  life  steals  on ;  (O  could  it  blond  with  thine !} 
Careless  ray  couree.  yet  not  without  design. 
So  through  the  vales  of  Loire  the  bee-hives  glide,  (14) 
The  light  raft  dropping  with  the  silent  tide ; 
So,  till  the  laughing  scenes  arc  lost  in  night. 
Hie  busy  people  wing  their  various  (light, 
Culling  unnumber'd  sweets  from  nameless  flowers, 
'Iliat  scent  the  vineyard  in  its  purple  hours. 

Rise,  ere  the  watch-relieving  clarions  play, 
Caught  through  St.  James's  groves  a  blush  of  day ;  (15) 
Ere  its  full  voice  the  choral  anthem  flings 
Through  trophied  tombs  of  heroes  and  of  kings. 
Haste  10  the  tranquil  shade  of  learned  ease,' 
Though  skiird  alike  to  dazzle  and  to  please ; 
Though  each  gay  scene  lx>  search'd  with  anxious  eye, 
Nor  thy  shut  door  be  puss'd  without  a  sigli. 

If)  when  this  roof  shall  know  thy  friend  no  more, 
Some,  ibrm'd  like  thee,  should  once,  like  thee,  explore; 
Invoke  the  lares  of  this  loved  retreat. 
And  his  lone  walks  imprint  with  pilgrim-feet ; 
Then  be  it  said,  (as,  vain  of  better  days, 
Gome  grey  domestic  prompts  the  partial  praise j 
*  Unknown  he  lived,  unenvied,  not  unblest ; 
Reason  his  guide,  and  Happiness  his  guest. 
In  the  clear  mirror  of  his  moml  pnge, 
We  trace  the  manners  of  a  purer  age. 
HJM  soul,  with  thirst  of  genuine  glory  fraught, 
Scom'd  the  fiilse  lustre  of  licentious  thought 
•<— One  fair  asylum  from  the  world  he  knew, 
One  chosen  seat,  that  charms  with  various  \iew ! 
Who  boasts  of  more  (believe  the  serious  strain) 
Sighs  for  a  home,  and  sighs,  alas !  in  vain. 
T'hrough  each  he  roves,  the  tenant  of  a  day, 
And,  with  the  swallow,  wings  the  year  awayT*  (IG) 


NOTES. 


Note  1,  page  20,  col.  2. 

Oft  oVr  the  mead,  at  pleaaUif  distance,  pan. 

Cosmo  of  Medicis  took  most  pleasure  in  his  Apen- 

nine  villa,  because  all  that  he  commanded  from  its 

windows  was  exclusively  his  own.    How  unlike  the 

wise  Athenian,  who,  when  he  had  a  farm  to  sell, 

directed  the  crier  to  proclaim,  as  its  best  re^jmmen- 

dntion,  that  u  had  a  good  neighlwrh«)d. — 1*lu,t.  in 

ilL  Thanitt. 

Note  2,  page  20.  col.  2. 
Aod  thraufh  iho  Tarioui  year,  the  varinua  Any. 
Hnrai^  commends  the  house,  *•  longos  qua;  pn»i)icit 


1    — dapsa  inamptaa.— 'K«r. 

t  laoocosa  anto  dttUcias  doctanqoe  <|nieteoi 


agros.*'    Distant  views  contain  the  greatest  variatf 
both  in  themselves  and  in  their  accidental  variations. 

Note  3,  page  21,  col.  I. 

Small  chance  of  scene,  small  apace  bit  booM  KQuires. 

Many  a  great  man,  in  passing  through  the  apart* 
ments  of  his  palace,  has  made  the  melancholy  refleo- 
tion  of  the  venerable  Cosmo :  "Questa  e  troppo  gran 
casa  h.  si  poco  fumiglia." — Mach.  In.  Fior.  lib.  vii. 

"  Parva,  sed  apta  mihi,"  was  Ariosto's  inscription 
over  his  door  in  Ferrara ;  and  who  can  wish  to  say 
more  i  "  I  confess,"  says  Cowley,  •*  I  love  littleness 
almost  in  all  things.  A  little  convenient  estate,  a 
little  cheerful  house,  a  little  company,  and  a  very 
little  feast." — E»Mif  vi. 

When  Socrates  was  aske<l  why  he  had  built  for 
himself  so  small  a  house,  "Small  as  it  is,"  he  replied, 
"  I  wish  1  could  till  it  with  friends." — Piledkus,  L 
iii,  9. 

These  indeed  are  all  that  a  wise  man  would  de- 
sire to  assemble ;  "  for  a  crowd  is  not  comjiany,  and 
faces  are  but  a  gallery  of  pictiu^»,  and  kiik  but  • 
tinkling  c}'mbnl,  where  there  is  no  love." 

Note  4,  page  21,  col.  1. 
From  cvi^ry  point  a  rajr  of  genius  flows ! 
By  this  means,  when  all  nature  wears  a  louring 
countenance,  1  withdraw  m)'self  into  the  visionary 
worlds  of  art ;  where  I  meet  with  shining  landscapes, 
gildeil  triumphs,  l)eautiful  faces,  and  all  those  other 
objects  that  (111  the  mind  with  pay  ideas,  etc.  Addison. 
It  is  remarkable  that  Antony,  in  his  adversity, 
passed  stmie  time  in  a  small  but  splendid  retreat, 
which  he  called  his  Timonium,  and   from  which 
might  originate  the  idea  of  the  Parisian  Boudoir, 
that  favorite  a|)artment,  ou  Vrm  k  retire  pour  ilre  aeuL, 
maig  oil  Von  ne  boude  poirU. — S'rRABO,  1.  xviL    FLtTT. 
in  Vit.  Anton, 

Note  5,  page  21,  col.  1. 
At  Guido's  call.  etc. 
Alluding  to  his  celebrated  fresco  in  the  Rospigliosi 
Palace  at  Rome. 

Note  6,  page  21 ,  col.  1 . 
And  stiU  the  Few  b(»t  loved  and  moat  revered. 

The  dining-room  is  dedicated  to  Conviviality;  or, 
as  Cicem  somewhere  expresses  it,  Communitati  vita 
atque  victus."  There  we  wish  most  for  the  society 
of  our  friends ;  and,  perhaps,  in  their  absence,  most 
require  their  portraits. 

Tho  moral  advantages  of  this  furniture  may  be 
illustrated  by  the  pretty  story  of  an  Athenian  cour- 
tesan, "  who,  in  the  midst  of  a  riotous  Immiuet  with 
her  lovers,  accidentally  cast  her  eye  on  the  portrait 
of  a  philow^pher,  that  hung  opposite  to  her  seat :  the 
happy  chanu'ier  of  lompcmncc  and  virtue  struck  her 
with  so  lively  an  image  of  her  own  unworthitieas, 
that  hho  iiu<iantly  quitted  the  room :  and.  retiring 
home,  IxM-nme  ever  after  an  example  of  tempcranceb 
jw  Khe  had  been  htfi)re  of  dehauehery." 

Note  7,  page  21,  rol.  1. 

Rend  nncirnt  book*,  or  dream  in^pirinc  dreams. 

The  rea«ler  will  here  remcml>er  that  (Assage  of 

Horace,  Auur  teJrrum  lif/ri»,  nunc  9omn<.\  etc.  whidi 

w:is  itiscribed   by  Lord  Chesterfield  on  the  frieze  of 

his  librar)'. 

Note  8.  page  21,  col.  1. 
And,  when  a  snfv's  bast  arrests  thee  there. 
8iquidem  nun  solum  ex  anro  aigentove,  sot  ceriooB 

30 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  A  FRIEND. 


■f«  in  biUkHhaen  dicantnr  illi,  quorum  immortalet 
■nil—  in  iitdem  loots  ibi  loquuntar:  quinimo  etum 
qos  npo  lontt  finguntur.  parioniqiM  deuderia  non 
mdid  Tiiltia,  ncut  in  Homero  eveniL  Quo  miyuf 
(■icqtiklefB  arbiiror)  nullum  est  felicilaUi  specimen, 
qaam  temper  omnee  acire  cupere*  qualii  Aierit  ali- 
qaM.^Pu]f.  Nat.  HiM, 

Cieeio  epeaka  with  pleasure  of  a  little  aeat  wider 
Afi»ioiIeintlielibrai7of  Atticus.  "LatarisaDStentor 
ec  rcereor;  aialoqne  in  ilia  tua  aedeenla,  quam  habes 
■ub  imagine  Aristotelis,  aedere  quhm  in  iaiorum  sella 
curulir* — E^  mi  AtL  iy,  10. 

Nor  iboold  we  Ibrget  Chat  Diyden  drew  insptra- 
tjon  from  tho  *■  iMyeatic  face"  of  Shakspeare ;  and 
that  a  portrait  of  Newton  waa  the  only  ornament 
of  the  closet  of  Buflbn.— £>.  to  Knetter,  Voj/tge  it 


in  the  chamber  of  a  man  of  geniua  wa 

WriUsldown: 
Bodi  and  lorh  pietorM;— Umtc  Iha  wiadow 

lbs  SlfSt,  flgwii, 
Wlur.  nebsMliiKk. 

Note  9,  page  21,  ooL  1. 
WUeh  fsibm  raaad  lU  Win  of  0«wy  Tba««k 
Quia  taniis  non  gaudeat  et  glorielnr  hospitibas. 
eirlaims  Petrarch. — Spectare,  etat  nihil  aliud,  cert^ 
jiivat. — ^llumerua  apud  me  mutua,  imbTerb  ego  apod 
ilium  sunliis  sum.  Gaudeo  tamen  vel  aapectik  solo, 
et  iKpe  ilium  ampleius  ac  suspirensdico;  Omagne 
Tir.  et&— fjpist.  Vor.  lib.  20. 

Note  10,  page  21,  oot  2. 
Lik«  thoM  bVst  Youtla. 
See  the  Legend  of  the  Seven  SleepeiM— Cibbon, 
e.33. 

Note  11.  page  21.  col.  2. 
Catch  the  bim  accrot*  of  th«  wise  and  freat 
Mr.  Pope  drlights  in  pniimrratins:  his  illuRtrioiM 
fii<'*:s.  Nor  i*  ihis  an  exclusive  privilege  of  the 
poet.  The  Metiiri  Pniacc  at  Florence  eihibits  a 
jiir.g  anil  im{inniiiir  ralalocue.  *'  Scmjicr  hi  parietcs 
t-uli:nin^liie  eruditiM  \<M'ibiui  reAuniienmt." 

Another  is*  al.xo  pn'M>r\-cd  at  Chontcloup,  the  seot 
f*f  the  Duke  of  Choiseul. 

Note  12.  page  21,  col.  2. 

BKcdt,  like  an  evroinir-fltar.  it«  nj  wrone. 

At  a  Rftinan  supper,  statues  were  sometimes  em- 
ployed to  hold  the  lamiis. 

— Aurm  vnnt  jiiriMiain  *iniu1ncra  per  cifeii. 
LaapaiJat  ixnifrnis  roaoibus  rctincntm  drxtrfai. 

lAicr.  ii,  M. 

A  fa«hi'>n  a»  old  an  Homer? — Odifiut,  vii,  100. 

(tn  i!ir  pni(M>r  «lc&rree  and  diHtrilnilion  of  light. we 
n<ayf  oiuiiili  n  crrnX  innHier  of  ('tFort.  II  lume  grando, 
f- 1  altit.  e  inKi  lroi>f«>  |M>tente.  naKi  quello.  che  ren- 
>:•  r.i  le  |i.irtin»le  df'  corpi  m(»I(u  crale. — Trati.  dtlia 
Vi'^ura  di  LiuNARDO  Dl  ViNCl,  c.  xli. 


Hence  every  artist  reqnires  a  broad  and  high 
light.  Hence  abo,  in  a  banquet-acene,  the  most 
picturesque  of  all  poela  haa  thrown  hia  light  fioDi 
the  ceiling. — jEn,  i,  726. 

And  hence  the  **stan7  lampa"  of  Bfilton,  liial ' 


-(Von  tha  arebad  roof 


Pendent  by  ■ablla  aMgie, 

yialdadliffht 

Aafioaiaiky* 

Note  13,  page  22,  col  1. 
Bajrond  the  triumphs  of  a  Loiiot's  aiC 

At  tha  petitM  itmper»  of  Cboiiy  ware  fint  intio- 
duced  those  admimble  pieces  of  mecfaaniam,  after 
wards  carried  lo  ))erfoction  by  Loiiot,  tha  ConfidflBtt 
and  the  8er\-anfe ;  a  table  and  a  side-boud,  whMi 
descended  and  ruse  again  eoraved  with  nanda  «nd 
wines.  And  thus  the  moat  luinriouB  Conitin  Eu- 
rope, after  all  its  boaated  rafineaMnla,  waa  ^ad  ta 
return  at  last,  by  thia  singnlar  coiitriTaBea»  to  the 
quiet  and  privacy  of  hnmbla  lila^— Pie  ^rMi  it 
Louh  XV,  tom.  ii,  p.  4S. 

Between  U  10,  and  1 11,  col.  1,  wan 
since  omitted : 


Hail,  ewaal  BscMly !  I 

Thouab  iha  vaia  woffM  woaM  dsha  thos  fer  Us  ( 
Still  wlwra  ihr  mmM  sad  chMrlM  ooafsnt  iain^ 
hft  nina  lu  enter,  era  lbs  dnis  doaa. 
When  in  ratraot  Foa  l^s  Ue  tbaader  bf  , 
And  Wit  and  Taala  thair  nhwlad  ebanaa  tapplri 
Wbfti  SMdone,  bom  lo  nolt  sad  ftaaaa  lbs  haul, 
Perforroa  at  boma  her  Bwra  isdisriac  parti 
When  be.  who  bait  islarpffStB  to  aiaaklad 
The  winfod  mcwcntera  fttin  nind  to  adnd, 
L#ans  on  hi*  fpado.  and,  plaTfld  as  pnrfband. 
Ilia  s**Dia"  ahrda  iie  eveniaf-aunridne  roaad. 
Be  nioa  to  liatcn ;  pleaaad  jral  not  alatab 
Evnr  too  modest  or  too  prood  to  rate 
MyM'ir  by  my  cumpnnionc,  telf-conipeU'd 
To  cam  th4!  itaiiuo  that  in  life  I  held. 

They  were  written  in  1796. 

Note  14,  poge  22,  col.  1. 

8o  Ihronch  the  vales  or  Loire  the  bee-hirea  f  fids. 

An  aIln.«N)n  to  the  floating  bee-house,  or  baiga 
ladni  wiih  l)er-hiveR,  which  is  seen  in  some  parts 
of  Franco  and  Piedmont. 

Note  15,  page  22,  col.  1. 

Canirht  throuch  8t.  Jnmn'a  f  roves  at  blndi  of  day 

After  this  line  in  the  MS. 

Crnvct  thnt  Rutinila'c  stnr  illaminea  atill, 
Aim!  anrirnt  Cuurta  and  faded  splondorsffll. 

Nolo  lf»,  page  22,  col.  1. 
Ami.  wiih  (ho  awnIIow.  winKn  the  year  away ! 

It  wn8  tlio  Uiasl  of  LucnlliiR  that  he  i-hanp^ed  his 
iriininie  with  the  birds  of  jiassage. — Plut.  in  VU 
LuriiU. 

How  oOen  must  he  have  felt  the  truth  here  in 
culcnioi!,  that  the  master  of  many  houses  has  w» 
I  home!  31 


StacaurUne. 


I. 

TwAS  Autumn;  through  Provence  had  ceased 

The  vintage,  and  the  vintage-feast 

The  sun  had  set  behind  the  hill. 

The  moon  was  up,  and  all  was  still, 

And  from  the  convent's  neighboring  tower 

The  clock  had  toU'd  the  midnight-hour, 

When  Jacqueline  came  forth  alone, 

Her  kerchief  o'er  her  treases  thrown ; 

A  guilty  thing  and  full  of  fears. 

Yet  ah,  how  lovely  in  her  tears ! 

She  starts,  and  what  has  caught  her  eye? 

What— 4)ut  her  shadow  gliding  by  ? 

8he  stops,  she  pants;  with  lips  apart 

She  listens — to  her  beating  heart ! 

Then,  through  the  scanty  orchard  stealing. 

The  clustering  boughs  her  track  eoncealing, 

She  flies,  nor  casts  a  thought  behind, 

Bat  gives  her  tenon  tt>  the  wind ; 

Flies  from  her  home,  the  hmnUe  spliert 

Of  all  her  joys  and  sorrows  here, 

Her  iather*s  house  of  moontain-sttme, 

And  by  a  mountaia-vine  o'eigrown. 

At  such  an  hour  in  such  a  night, 

So  calm,  so  clear,  so  heavenly  bright. 

Who  would  have  seen,  and  not  confess'd 

It  looked  as  all  within  were  blnst  ? 

What  will  not  woman,  when  she  loves  f 

Tet  lost,  alas,  who  can  restore  her  ? — 

She  lifls  the  Inuh,  the  wicket  moves ; 

And  now  the  world  is  all  before  her. 

Up  rose  St.  Pierre,  when  morning  shone ; 
And  Jacqueline,  his  child,  was  gone! 
Oh  wliat  tlic  madd'ning  thought  that  came  I 
IMshonor  coupled  witli  his  name ! 
By  Condd  at  Rocroy  he  siood ; 
By  Turenne,  when  the  Rhine  ran  blood ; 
Two  banners  of  Castile  he  gave 
Alofl  in  Notre  Dame  to  wave ; 
Nor  did  thy  Cross,  St  Louis,  rest 
Upon  a  purer,  nobler  breast 
He  slung  his  old  sword  by  his  side. 
And  snatch'd  his  staff  and  rush'd  to  save ; 
Then  sunk — and  on  his  threshold  cned, 
**  Oh  lay  me  in  my  grave ! 
—Constance!  Claudine!  where  were  ye  then? 
But  stand  not  there.    Away !  away ! 
Thou,  Frederic,  by  thy  father  stay. 
Though  old,  and  now  forgot  of  men. 
Both  must  not  leave  him  in  a  day.'* 
Then,  and  ho  shook  his  hoary  head, 
** Unhappy  in  thy  youth!"  he  said. 
**  Call  as  thou  wilt,  thou  call'st  in  vain ; 
No  voice  srnds  back  thy  name  again. 
To  monm  is  all  thou  hast  to  do ; 
I'hy  play-mate  lost,  and  teacher  too." 

And  who  but  she  could  soothe  the  boy, 
Or  turn  his  tears  to  tears  of  joy  ? 
Long  had  she  kiss'd  him  as  ho  slept. 
Long  o'er  his  piUow  hung  and  wept; 


And,  as  she  pass'd  her  father's  door. 
She  stood  as  she  would  stir  no  more, 
put  she  is  gone,  and  gone  for  ever ! 
No,  never  shall  they  clasp  her — never! 
They  sit  and  listen  to  their  fears ; 
And  he,  who  through  the  breach  had  led 
Over  the  dying  and  the  dead. 
Shakes  if  a  cricket's  cry  he  hears ! 

Oh !  she  was  good  as  she  was  (air ; 
None — none  on  earth  above  her ! 
As  pure  in  thought  as  angels  are, 
To  know  her  was  to  love  her. 
WTien  little,  and  her  eyes,  her  voice. 
Her  every  gesture  said  "  rejoice," 
Her  coming  was  a  gladness; 
And,  OS  she  grew,  her  modest  grace, 
Her  down-cast  look  't  was  heaven  to  tiaea 
When,  shading  with  her  hand  her  face 
She  half  inclined  to  sadness. 
Her  voice,  whate'er  she  said,  enchanted 
Like  music  to  the  heart  it  went 
And  her  dark  eye»-^ow  eloquent ! 
Ask  what  they  would,  'twas  granted. 
Her  father  loved  her  as  his  fame ; 
— ^AimI  Bayard's  self  had  done  the  same 

Soon  as  the  sun  the  glittering  pane 
On  the  red  floor  in  diamonds  threw, 
His  songs  she  sung  and  sung  again. 
Till  the  last  light  withdrew. 
Every  day,  and  all  day  long, 
He  mused  or  slumber'd  to  a  song. 
But  she  is  dead  to  him,  to  all ! 
Her  lute  hangs  silent  on  the  wall ; 
And  on  tlie  stairs,  and  at  the  door 
Her  fairy-step  is  heard  no  more! 
At  every  meal  an  empty  chair 
Tells  him  that  she  is  not  there ; 
She,  who  would  lead  him  where  he  went 
Charm  with  her  converse  while  he  leant; 
Or,  hovering,  every  wish  prevent; 
At  eve  light  up  the  chimney-nook. 
I^y  there  his  glass  within  his  book ; 
And  that  small  chert  of  curious  mould, 
(Queen  Mab's,  perchance,  in  days  of  old,) 
Tusk  of  elephant  and  gold ; 
Which,  when  a  talc  is  long,  dispenses 
Its  fragrant  dust  to  drowsy  senses. 
In  her  who  inoiini'd  not,  when  Uiey  miss  d  Aer 
The  old  a  child,  the  young  a  sister  7 
No  more  the  orphan  runs  to  take 
From  her  loved  hand  the  barley-cake. 
No  more  the  matron  in  the  school 
Kxpects  hor  in  the  hour  of  rule, 
To  sit  amid  the  elfin  brcKxl, 
Praising  the  busy  and  the  good. 
The  widow  trims  her  hearth  in  vain. 
She  comes  not^ — nor  will  come  again ! 
Not  now.  his  little  lesson  done. 
With  Frederic  blowing  bubbles  in  iha  sun  i 


JACQIJELINE. 


bgr  ih«  ftniluiMid«» 
tftatj  of  lb*  dftjpi  of  dd, 
Bnbo  BtoiM  or  Choponio  Rougo  holteld 
T»  him  who  would  not  bo  dttiod  u 
Kos  now,  to  wliilo  on  kmr  owoy, 
Goao  to  Um  frlb  in  Volombi^ 
When  *t  ■  night  ot  noon  of  dof ; 
Kor  -vnndoring  np  tnd  down  tho  wood. 
To  all  bat  hm  n  nlitodo, 
^\licfo  <xic«  o  wild  door,  wQd  no  Maco» 
Her  eboplot  on  bio  ontlon  woro. 
And  OS  bflir  *»*M'"H[  iipod 

n. 

Tho  dof  WW  in  tho  foldon  WMt; 
And,  cttitun*d  oIom  by  lonf  and  flowor. 
The  doTOi  bod  ooood  thgwolvoi  to  rort 
In  Jooqoellno't  dowrled  bowor; 
The  dovee    thai  itm  woold  at  bor  caaonnt 
And  in  ber  walka  bad  oror  llatler'd  round 
With  purplo  Jbet  and  diimng  neck. 
Ttne  m  the  echo  to  the  loond. 
That  cnaeaMnt,  nndomoatb  tho  trooib 
Balf  open  to  the  weaiora  braoie, 
Laok'd  down,  onrbantinf  Garonnonob 
rild  and  mnlbon^ibaded  doll, 
wbadi  tho  Alps  of  Fiodmont  nao^ 
Tke  blnah  of  annaot  on  their  tnowot 
While,  blithe  aa  larfc  on  ■nmmorHaofn, 
When  green  and  yellow  wavoi  the  oom. 
When  bareboUi  blow  in  orory  grofvo. 
And  tbraabea  wng  "I  hnro!  I  lofo!"' 
Wiihin  C»  aoon  the  eaily  run 
6eaiten.  and  't  ii  &ir  again ; 
TlMMtgh  many  a  drop  may  ]ret  bo  aeon 
Tn  lell  us  where  a  cloud  has  been) 
W;ihin  lay  Firderic,  o*er  and  o'er 
Build  iug  caiules  on  the  floor, 
And  feigning,  as  they  grew  in  sixe, 
Kew  troubles  and  new  dangers; 
With  dimpled  cheeks  and  laughing  eyea. 
As  he  and  Fear  were  strangers. 

Sc.  Pierre  sat  by,  nor  saw  nor  smiled. 
ITu  eyes  were  on  his  loved  Montaigne ; 
But  every  leaf  was  tum*d  in  vain. 
Then  in  that  hour  remorse  he  felt, 
Ani  hi«  heart  tM  him  he  had  dealt 
Unkindly  with  his  child. 
A  &ther  may  awhile  refuse ; 
Bnt  w  bo  can  for  another  choose  f 
When  her  young  blushes  had  reveal'd 
The  secret  from  herself  conceard. 
Why  promise  what  her  tears  denied. 
That  she  should  be  De  Courcy's  bride? 
— Wouldst  thou,  presumptuous  as  thou  art, 
O'er  Nature  play  the  tyranfs  part. 
And  with  the  hand  compel  the  heart  f 
Ob  rather,  rather  hope  to  bind 
The  ocean«wave,  the  mountain-wind; 
Or  £x  thy  iuoi  upon  the  groimd 
To  flop  the  planet  rolling  round. 

The  light  was  on  his  lace ;  and  there 
Tou  might  have  seen  the  passions  driven-^ 
Resentment,  Pity,  Hope,  Despair — 
LAe  clouds  acroas  the  iace  of  IleaTon. 
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Now  be  sigb'd  beoTily ;  and  now. 

His  band  withdrawing  flom  bia  brow. 

He  shnt  the  mlmne  with  a  finwn. 

To  walk  his  troubled  spirit  down : 

— ^When  (faithful  aa  that  dog  of  yora* 

Who  wagg'd  his  tail  and  oonld  no  more) 

Mancbon,  who  long  had  snufTd  the  gromid. 

And  sought  and  sought,  but  noTor  found. 

Leapt  up  and  to  the  casement  flew, 

And  look'd  and  bark*d  and  vanish'd  duoQgll- 

**  T  is  Jacqueline !  T  is  Jacqueline  V 

Her  little  brother  laughing  oried. 

**  I  know  ber  by  her  kirtle  green, 

She  comes  along  the  mounwJn-aJdoj 

Now  turning  by  the  traveller'a  oaair— 

Now  reating  in  the  hermit'^  cnra^- 

Now  kneeUng,  where  the  pathwmyt  mM^ 

To  the  cross  on  the  atmiger'a  gnva. 

And,  by  the  soldier*8  ckiak,  I  know 

CThere,  there  akmg  the  ndfa  they  go) 

lyArcy.so  gentle  nd  on  bnVt! 

Look  up— why  will  pm  noiP  h«  ori« 

His  rosy  banda  bufoiahii  ayw; 

For  on  that  inraiiaii  laiilhliift  ova 

The  aim  shona  out,  m  bah  to  laa^. 

"Seetotbonvgad  iMkriwdfaifi! 

Shoealb,  4io  SitaMi,  ud  D* Avqr  4"^ 
IVArcy  so  dear  to  «a,  to  dl ; 
Who,  for  yon  toM  ton  on  yov  ham. 
When  in  the  fight  ha  aaw  yon  MU 
Saved  yoo  for  JacqoeUna  nd  awf* 

And  true  it  was!  And  tnia  the  tola! 
When  did  she  soe  and  noC  pravail  I 
Five  years  before— it  was  tbt  night 
That  on  the  yillage-green  they  parted. 
The  lilied  bonnen  streaming  bright 
0*er  maids  and  mothers  broken-hearted  ; 
The  drum — it  dro^%-n*d  the  last  adieu. 
When  D'Arcy  from  the  crowd  she  drew. 
**  One  charge  I  have,  and  one  alone, 
Nor  that  refuse  to  take. 
My  father — if  not  for  his  own, 
(%  for  his  daughter's  sake !" 
Inly  he  vow'd — "  't  was  all  he  could  !*' 
And  went  and  sealM  it  with  his  blood. 

Nor  can  ye  wonder.    When  a  child, 
And  in  her  playfulness  she  smiled. 
Up  many  a  ladder-path*  he  guided 
Where  meteor-like  the  chamois  glided, 
Through  many  a  misty  grove. 
They  loved — but  under  Friendship's  nanM 
And  Reason,  Virtue  fann'd  tho  flame ; 
Till  in  their  houses  Discord  came, 
And  't  was  a  crime  to  love. 
Then  what  was  Jacqueline  to  dof 
Her  father's  angry  hours  she  knew, 
And  when  to  soothe,  and  when  persuade, 
But  now  her  path  De  Courcy  cross'd, 
Led  by  his  falcon  throtigh  the  glade- 
He  tum'd,  beheld,  admired  the  maid ; 
And  all  her  little  arts  were  lost! 
De  Courcy,  lord  of  Argentiere ! 
Thy  poverty,  thy  pride,  St  Pierre, 
Thy  thirst  for  vengeance  sought  the  nara. 


j 
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The  day  was  named,  the  guests  invited  ; 
The  hridegroom,  at  the  gate,  alighted ; 
When  up  the  wiiulings  of  the  dell 
A  pastoral  pipe  was  heard  to  swell, 
And  lo,  an  humble  Picdmontese, 
Whose  music  might  a  lady  please, 
This  message  through  the  lattice  bore, 
(She  list/^n'd,  and  her  trembling  frame 
Told  her  at  once  from  whom  it  came) 
Oh  leC  us  fly — lo  part  zk>  more!" 

ni. 

That  room  (H  was  in  Stc  Julienne's  cell. 

As  at  Ste  Julienne's  sacred  well 

Their  dream  of  love  began). 

That  mom,  ere  many  a  star  was  set. 

Their  hands  had  on  the  altar  met 

Before  the  holy  man. 

— And  now  the  village  gleams  at  last ; 

The  woods,  the  golden  meadow's  pass'd. 

Where,  when  Toulouse,  thy  splendor  shone 

The  Troubadour  would  journey  on 

Transported— or,  from  grove  to  grove. 

Framing  some  roundelay  of  love. 

Wander  till  the  day  was  gone. 

**  All  will  be  well,  my  Jacqueline ! 

Oh  tremble  not — but  trust  in  me. 

The  good  are  better  made  by  ill. 

As  odors  crushed  are  sweeter  still ; 

And  gloomy  as  thy  past  has  been. 

Bright  shall  thy  future  be !" 

So  saying,  through  the  fragrant  shade 

Gently  along  he  led  the  maid. 

While  Manchon  round  and  round  her  play'd 

And,  as  that  silent  glen  they  leave, 

Where  by  the  spring  the  pitchcrH  stand. 

Where  glow-worms  light  their  lamps  at  eve. 

And  fairies  dance — in  fairy -land, 

(When  Lubin  calls,  and  Blanche  steals  round. 

Her  finger  on  her  lip,  to  see; 

And  many  an  ocom-cup  is  found 

Under  the  greenwood    tree) 

From  every  cot  above,  below. 

They  gather  as  they  go— 

&bot,  and  coif,  and  collerette. 

The  housewife's  prayer,  the  grandam's  blessing ! 

Girls  that  adjust  their  locks  of  jet, 

And  look  and  look  and  linger  yet. 

The  lovely  bride  caressing; 

Babes  that  had  leami  to  lisp  her  name. 

And  heroes  he  had  led  to  tame. 

But  what  felt  D'Arcy,  when  at  length 
Her  father's  gate  was  open  flung  ? 
Ah,  then  he  f  jund  a  giant's  strength ; 
For  rounil  him,  as  for  life,  she  clung  * 
And  when,  her  fit  of  weeping  o'er, 
Onward  thoy  moved  a  little  space. 
And  saw  an  old  man  eitung  at  the  door. 
Saw  his  wan  chock,  and  sunken  eye 
l^at  seem'd  to  gaze  on  vacancy, 
TTten.  at  iho  wghl  of  that  beloved  face. 
At  once  to  fall  upon  his  neck  she  flew ; 
Bat>    not  encouraged — back  she  drew, 
And  trembling  stood  in  dread  suspense. 
Her  latfi  her  only  eloquence ! 


All,  all — the  while— en  awful  distance  keepinf  * 
Save  D'Arcy,  who  nor  speaks  nor  stirs; 
And  one,  his  little  hand  in  hers. 
Who  weeps  to  see  his  sister  weeping. 

Then  Jacqueline  the  silence  broke. 
She  clasp'd  her  father's  knees  and  spoke. 
Her  brother  kneeling  too ; 
While  D'Arcy  as  before  look'd  on. 
Though  from  his  manly  cheek  was  gone 
Its  natural  hue. 

**  His  praises  from  your  lips  I  heard. 
Till  my  fond  heart  was  won; 
And,  if  in  aught  his  Sire  has  err'd. 
Oh  turn  not  from  the  Son  I — 
She,  whom  in  joy,  in  grief  you  nursed ; 
Who  climb'd  and  call'd  you  fiither  first. 
By  that  dear  name  conjures — 
On  her  you  thought — but  to  be  kind ! 
When  look'd  jrou  up,  but  you  inclined? 
These  things,  for  ever  in  her  mind. 
Oh  are  they  gone  fix)m  yours  f 
Two  kneeling  at  your  feet  behold ; 
One — one  how  young ; — nor  yet  the  other  old. 
Oh  spurn  them  not — nor  look  so  cold— 
If  Jacqueline  be  cast  away. 
Her  bridal  be  her  dying  day. 
Well,  well  might  she  believe  in  you  !— 
She  listen'd,  and  she  found  it  true." 

He  shook  his  aged  locks  of  snow ; 
And  twice  he  tum'd,  and  rose  to  ga 
She  hung ;  and  was  St.  Pierre  to  blame. 
If  tears  and  smiles  together  camef 
"  Oh  no— begone  I  I'll  hear  no  more.*' 
But  as  he  spoke,  his  voice  relented. 
"  That  very  look  thy  mother  wore 
When  she  implored,  and  old  Le  Roc  coneentad 
True,  I  have  d..ne  as  well  as  sufller'd  wrong. 
Yet  once  I  loved  him  as  my  own ! 
— Nor  can'st  thou,  D'Arcy,  feel  resentment  kng ; 
For  she  herself  shall  plead,  and  I  atone 
Henceforth,"  he  paused  awhile,  unmann'd* 
For  D'Arcy's  tears  bedew'd  his  hand ; 
**  Let  each  meet  each  as  friend  to  friend. 
All  things  by  all  forgot,  forgiven. 
And  that  dear  Saint — may  she  once  more  deecend 
To  make  our  home  a  heaven!— 
But  now,  in  my  hands,  your's  with  her's  unit*. 
A  father's  blessing  on  your  heads  alight! 

Nor  let  the  least  be  sent  away. 

All  hearts  uhall  sing  'Adieu  lo  sorrow .•* 
Su  Pierre  has  found  liis  child  to-day; 
And  old  and  young  shall  dance  to-morrow." 

Had  Louis'  then  before  the  gate  dismounted. 

Lost  in  the  chase  at  set  of  sun ; 

Like  Henry,  when  he  heard  recwmted* 

The  generous  deeils  himself  had  done, 

(That  night  the  miller's  maid  Colette 

Sung,  while  he  supp'd,  her  chansonneltc* 

Then — when  St.  Pierre  address'd  his  vilUge-trmiX 

Tlien  hnd  iho  monarch  with  a  sigh  confess'd 

A  joy  by  him  unsought  and  unpossess'd, 

— Without  it  what  are  all  the  rest? — 

To  love  and  to  be  loved  again. 

I  Louis  ths  Fourteenth.  ^ 

S  AUudinc  to  a  popular  itory  related  of  Heory  the  PevHh  01 
Fraaoe :  umilar  to  oon  of  "  The  King  sod  BliUer  of  Maa^AsU.** 
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Sftt  JBotnat  o(  Columtua. 


mneh  tt  b*  mmginwl  by  Ihe  reader, 

Tha  KitijeciiianiTiesthBiiKiHii 

tAoala  at  '**'^H'"^      Coluinbua  wu 

wuid  ptMy.udngiui 


itfa  New  World.  ib0  inhahitanii  of  which  were  ^liuL 
aui  Aoai  ihe  li^l  of  Rcveluion,  and  gives  ij|<.  lu 
^tf  balieved,  U  Ihe  doauRim  of  niaUgiMni  irnnix.  i 
MMBjatHia  imdenli  will  now  belhought  iiirui-i 
■^■U;  JM  ihajF  wcra  oom  peihapa  receive^l  iiiih. 
mmMtaag  nun  Ihdn  indulgimce.  Ii  waa  an  njii'  uF 
■iracln.- and  who  can  aay  thai  unoag  Ifae  leui'ml'l- 
iFgFiiHi  ID  lb*  library  of  Ihe  Eacurial.  or  ih.  m're\ 
which  fill  die  gieai  chambri  in  iljE'. 
'  which  relale  aolirely  In  tlic 
,  there  are  no  vdIuiqiv  that 
tvcUdob  thingi  here  deacribed  I  In- 
e  uory.  oa  already  (old  throughout  Riinipe. 
jf  DO  hfighirning.  Siith  wi«  rhe  rrliginiw 
IHO  of  Hit  nrly  wrilcn,  Ihal  [hp  Author  hnct  . 

nr  liiile  more ;  though  ranto  nt  ihi-  nrriim- 


Tet  here,  in  coniecialed  doM, 
Here  wouM  1  rieef,  if  deep  I  mlnL 
Fioni  Qenoa  when  Columbui  came, 
(Al  once  her  glory  and  bar  ahame) 
T  WH  here  he  caughl  ibe  holy  dune. 


Oiie  hallow'd  nwi 
Aaifaaoul  within] 


s  dwell! 


The  uicrcd  truit  I  keep  fbt  ihaa, 
And  in  hii  cell  at  even-lide 
Knell  beibre  the  croea  and  died^— 
Inc|uire  twl  now.    Ilu  name  do  mora 
Ciimnten  on  [he  chancel-floor, 
^ear  (he  lighla  ihal  ever  ahine 
Belure  Sc  Muy'a  bleaaed  ahhue. 

And  lay  ihy  aiaffand  acrip  beaide  thee; 
Read  in  ibs  temper  tiuu  he  wrote. 
And  may  hii  genile  ipiiil  guide  the*! 
My  lenvea  Ibmke  me,  one  by  one ; 
The  book-worm  ihiougb  and  ihrough  bai  g( 
Oh  h»lG — tinclanp  me,  and  unluld; 
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dai.  he  haa  railed  iip  CiiIiiiuIhii 
(illy  pien  by  Ihc  Tnuulalur. 
PfSCBIBED  0\  THE  ORIGIN 


Hjch  in  Gothic  portmilure — 
Ifrrl-alu.  a  kaf  <.»lur.'. 

T)ie  language  ofCiuiile  I  ipeok] 


TiMo.  ud  ikdEiMd  to  nut  I.ulr  nf  R^ 


,,  nf  ilie  HitFriiih  i-<>iiliirv  ilial  may  bo  compared  to  (he 
:  fre>hiir»  nf  natir  ill  ihc  fiiiililain.head.    Their  lim 

Iderfu).  their  vry  wfnknnwi.  give  an  inlinite  valuo, 
hy  givuig  ■  lifc  and  n  ■■Imrac-Ier  to  every  thing  Ihey 
iiiiich:  and  IhPir  relicioii,  uhirh  bunia  out  every- 
where, nddrewn  itacll'  to  Ihe  imagination  in  iba 

OKU.  Tbry  Ibiiik  mill  li.f'1  allor  the  la^un  of  the 
lime;  and  llii'ir  iiarnilivc*  ore  hi  many  moving 
picium  of  the  ni'IiiHii^  nnnnen,  and   ilioiighii  of 

\Vli3i  ihey  liail  bi  cranmnnirale.  miahl  well  make 
ihcnt  cluqiirnt ;  Imi.  innmiiich  a«  rflaie*  to  Coliiin 

Pi>rni   ngippunil  on  llir  milgecl;   no  ramOFiB  did 

poelicnl;  niul  n  diiiire  Ui  nvnil  mvacll  nf  ihem,  to 
ninvpv  in  hhik'  iiiMiuK-iii  ak  fnr  if  1  nmld.  in  othen 
u  lu  OK  I  diir.'.l,  Ibfir  unnnlh  of  coloring  and 
wildnna  nf  imatrery.  I«!  ni''  lo  conrcivc  the  idea  ot 
1  Fucm  wriiicn  not  lung  nflor  hii  dealh.  when  iha 
great  cooaequeiicva  of  die  DlacoTcry  were  hcginuuif 
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to  anibld  therotelves,  but  while  the  minds  of  men 
were  still  clinging  to  the  superstitions  of  their  fathers. 
The  Event  here  described  may  be  thought  too 
recent  for  the  Machinery;  but  I  found  them  together.' 
A  belief  in  the  agency  of  Evil  Spirits  prevailed  over 
both  hemispheres ;  and  even  yet  seems  almost  neces- 
nry  to  enable  us  to  clear  up  the  Darkness,  and,  in 
tiua  instance  at  least. 

To  juitify  the  wsjn  of  God  to  Men. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


Columbus,  having  wandered  from  kingdom  to  king- 
dom, at  length  obtains  three  ships  and  sets  sail  on  the 
Atkintic.  The  compaas  alters  from  its  ancient  direc- 
tion ;  the  wind  becomes  constant  and  unremitting ; 
night  and  day  he  advances,  till  he  is  suddenly  stop- 
ped in  his  course  by  a  mass  of  vegetation,  extending 
as  &r  as  the  eye  can  reach,  and  assuming  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  country  overwhelmed  by  the  sea. 
Alarm  and  despcmdence  on  board.  He  resigns  him- 
wlf  to  the  care  of  Heaven,  and  proceeds  on  his 
Toyage ;  while  columns  of  water  move  along  in  his 
path  before  him. 

Meanwhile  the  deities  of  America  assemble  in 
oooncil ;  and  one  of  the  Zemi,  the  gods  of  the  island- 
en,  announces  his  approach.  **  In  vain,"  says  he,  **  have 
we  guarded  the  Atlantic  for  ages.  A  mortal  has 
baffled  our  power ;  nor  wiU  our  votaries  arm  against 
bun.  Yours  are  a  sterner  race.  Hence ;  and,  while 
we  have  recourse  to  stratagem,  do  you  array  the  na- 
tioiui  round  your  altars,  and  prepare  for  an  extermi- 
nating war."  They  disperse  while  he  is  yet  speaking; 
and,  in  the  shape  of  a  condor,  he  directs  his  flight  to 
the  fleet.  His  journey  described.  He  arrives  there. 
A  panic.  A  mutiny.  Columbus  restores  order ;  con- 
tinuea  on  his  voyage ;  and  lands  in  a  New  World. 
Ceremonies  of  the  flrst  interview.  Rites  of  hospitality. 
The  ghost  of  Cazziva. 

Two  months  pass  away,  and  an  Angel,  appearing 
in  a  dream  to  Columbus,  thus  addresses  him ;  **  Re- 
turn to  Europe ;  though  your  Adveniaries,  such  is  the 
will  of  Heaven,  shall  let  loose  the  hurricane  against 
you.  A  little  while  shall  they  triumph ;  insinuating 
themselves  into  the  hearts  of  your  followers,  and 
making  the  World,  which  you  came  to  bless,  a  scene 
of  blood  and  slaughter.  Yet  is  there  cause  for  re- 
joicing. Your  work  is  done.  The  cross  of  Christ  is 
planted  here ;  and,  in  due  time,  all  things  shall  be 
made  perfect  T' 

CANTO  L 


Nicbt— ColombiM  on  the  Atlaotie— the  Vsrlatloo 
of  the  Compaa,  olc. 

Who  the  great  Secret  of  the  Deep  possws'd 
And«  issuing  through  the  portals  of  the  West, 
Fearless,  resolved,  with  every  sail  unfurl'd 
Planted  his  standard  on  the  Unknown  World  f 


1  Porhapt  e^en  a  oootsfflporary  rabject  Bbonld  not  be  r^jed- 
cd  M  tueh.  howsTsr  wiU  and  eitiavacaot  M  may  be,  if  the 
■isnnBH  be  foreifo  and  6m  place  distAnt— major  i  loaginqtto 
fSTsraotta.  *'  L'Abiffosneot  dea  pajs.'*  aajra  Raeans.  "lipare 
m  qo^que  aorta  la  trop  frande  prozhnitA  dcs  tanpa ;  ear  la 
M  mac  fodra  ds  diArsDea  aotra  eaqai  asl,  ai  J*oasalaai 
M  ^  millt  SM  ds  lal.  sc  es  qui  «B  est  ^  aiBs  K-— ^** 


Him,  by  the  Paynim  bard  deacried  of  yore,  (1 
And  ere  his  coming  sung  on  either  shore. 
Him  could  not  I  exalt — by  Heaven  design'd 
To  lift  the  veil  that  cover'd  half  mankind ! 
Yet,  ere  I  die,  I  would  fulfil  my  vow ; 
Praise  cannot  wotmd  his  generous  spirit  now. 


TwBB  nighL  The  Moon,  o*er  the  wide  wave,  dia 
closed 
Her  awful  fiice ;  and  Nature's  self  reposed ; 
When,  slowly  rising  in  the  azure  sky. 
Three  white  sails  shone — but  to  no  mortal  eye. 
Entering  a  boundless  sea.     In  slumber  cast. 
The  very  ship-boy,  on  the  dizzy  mast. 
Half  ln«athed  his  orisons !  Alone  imchanged. 
Calmly,  beneath,  the  great  Commander  (^  ranged 
Thoughtful,  not  sad ;  and,  as  the  planet  grew. 
His  noble  form,  wrapt  in  his  mantle  Uue, 
Athwart  the  deck  a  deepening  shadow  threw. 
**  Thee  hath  it  pleased—Thy  will  be  done !"  he  said,  (3 
Then  sought  his  cabin ;  and,  their  capas*  spread. 
Around  him  lay  the  sleeping  as  the  dead. 
When,  by  his  lamp,  to  that  mysterious  Guide, 
On  whose  still  counsels  all  his  hopes  relied. 
That  Oracle  to  man  in  mercy  given. 
Whose  voice  is  truth,  whoae  wisdom  is  from  beaTen,(4) 
Who  over  sands  and  seas  directs  the  stray. 
And,  as  with  God's  own  finger,  points  the  way, 
He  tum'd;  but  what  strange  thoughts  perplez*d  liJimi^ 
When,  lo,  no  more  attracted  to  the  Pole 
The  Compass,  Pithless  as  the  circling  vane, 
Flutter'd  and  fix'd,  flutter'd  and  fix'd  again! 
At  length,  as  by  some  unseen  hand  unprest^ 
It  sought  with  trembling  energy  the  West!t 
**  Ah  no,"  he  cried,  and  calm'd  his  anxious  brow, 
**  ni,  nor  the  signs  of  ill,  'tis  thine  to  show. 
Thine  but  to  lead  me  w  here  I  wish'd  to  go  !** 
Columbus  err'd  not  (5)  In  that  awful  hoar, 
Sent  forth  to  save,  and  girt  with  godlike  power 
And  glorious  as  the  regent  of  the  Sim, 
An  Angel  came !  He  spoke,  and  it  was  done ! 
He  spoke,  and,  at  his  call,  a  mighty  Wind,  (6) 
Not  like  the  fitful  blast,  with  fiury  Uind, 
But  deep,  mi^estic,  in  its  destined  course. 
Sprung  with  unerring,  imrelenting  force. 
From  the  bright  EajiL  Tides  duly  ebb'd  and  flow'd , 
Stars  rose  and  set ;  and  new  horizons  glow'd ; 
Yet  still  it  blew!  As  with  primeval  sway 
Still  did  its  ample  spirit,  night  and  day. 
Move  on  the  waters ! — ^All,  resign'd  to  Fate, 
Folded  their  arms  and  sat ;  (7)  and  seem'd  to  watt 
Some  sudden  change;  and  sought,  in  chill 
New  spheres  of  being,  and  new  modes  of  i 
As  men  departing,  though  not  dooro'd  to  die. 
And  midway  on  their  passage  to  eternity. 


CANTO  n. 


The  Vojage  eontioaed. 

"What  vast  foimdations  in  the Abya  tntbi&n,fil 
As  of  a  former  world  f  Is  it  oot  where 
Atlantic  kings  their  barbarous  pomp  display'd ;  (9) 
Sunk  into  darkness  with  the  realms  they  iway'd. 


1  Tha  eapa  ia  tka  Bpaairii  eloak. 
8Ban«a.dse.l,fib.i.e.9l 


THE  VOYAGE  OF  COLiniBD& 


gtoMMnif  m^  V  MMMw  qwoaof  gftvt 
And  w  riMll  Ml  widi  Hwi    (k  an  w«  dumfm" 

and  all  mdtum'd  m  ooa)   • 
and  MiaQ^  baiiiiy 
AD  pnvvBB  iian'd  la  tbam  withoot.  withinf 

■  dM doobliwolvad.    Ariw^beboU— 
Wa  nap  la  Mir  n»  mow    not  wUl  die  lala  ba  toU." 

TWpHiitaBMHaliiibfeart;  tfia  watdimin  cried 
•  Land  r  and  Im  ^mm  m  frltering  aeeenit  died.  CLUli 
At  ooea  iKa  finy  of  dia  prow  ww  qaaU*d; 
Aid  (whenoa  or  wlij  fiom  iMuif  an  aga  ffithiield)  (11) 
flhrieka,  not  of  mta,  wart  mmfling  in  dia  blatti 
And  aiaed  riMpea  of  godlika  HaSiire  po«'d! 
flbarij  aloQf  Uia  9fmSa^^  thtf  weo^ 
As  on  die  adga  of  MBW  Teat  batdement; 
and  ihield,  and  ipear  and  fonftkn 
a  baltfial  li||tt  diat  WW  not  of  die  8BB ! 

Long  fiom  die  oiMn  dw  great  adrantmar  fned 
Wiik  awa  not  Aar;  then  Ugk  hk  iMnde  ha  laiMd. 
•TVm  Afleupreae    in  goodneai  ai  hi  pawar, 
Whob  ftoA  hie  faiith  to  thii  avcntfid  hour, 
lad  Ay  earranl  (19)  ofrar  land  and  eea» 
llMa  in  all,  and  all  in  lliaa. 
Oh  aim'*— Ha  apoka^  and  h^  die  dam  aeennt 
Flad  wheaoa  it  came,  and  dm  fannd  barrier  bunt! 
A  vain  illBaon!  (ndi  ai  mocks  dw  eyea 
Of  fearlnl  aen*  when  aoonaini  lound  dam  lia 
Fnai  lea  dan  nodiiw^  nodiing  now  beheld» 
Bt  eeatat^d  eedge    repelling,  and  repell'd! 

And  eoee  again  that  Taliant  conpany 
Right  enwaid  caaa,  plowing  dw  Unknown  Sea. 
Alfandy  bona  beyond  dw  nnga  of  thought, 
Widi  light  diTune,  widi  Trudi  immonal  firaqght, 
From  w<wld  to  world  their  iteady  course  they  keep,  (13) 
Sw-ift  m  the  windi  along  the  waters  sweep, 
*MJd  the  mute  iiatioDs  of  the  purple  deep. 
— And  now  the  sound  of  harpy-wings  they  hear ; 
Now  leas  and  lees,  m  vanishing  in  fear! 
And.  see,  the  heavens  bow  down,  the  waters  rise. 
And,  riking,  shoot  in  columns  to  the  skies,  (14) 
That  stand—and  still,  when  they  proceed,  retire, 
As  m  the  desert  bum'd  the  acred  fire ; 
Moving  in  silent  miyesly,  till  Night 
Doceuda,  and  shuts  the  vision  fiivm  their  sighL 

CANTO  UL 


lilid  pillan  of  Badt,  da  wafc  of  ftw, 

That,  giantlike,  a  nppor  day  aspire; 

T  w«  there  that  now,  a  wont  m  heavai  to 

Fona  of  angalio  aoold,  and  grMe  divine^ 

Aaambled.    All.  aiiled  da  rsahns  of  rest, 

In  Tain  da  sadnea  of  dair  sools  suppraa'di 

Tet  of  their  gkxy  many  a  seatter'd  ray 

Shot  thnra^  da  gathaing  riadows  of  daogr* 

Each  naved  a  God ;  and  all,  m  Gods  poaea'jd 

Onahalfthagkiba;fiooipolaapola  confta'dlJT) 

Oh  oould  1  now— but  how  in  aortal  Taaa 
nairmnaben,  dwff  heroie  deeds  rohsaae! 
Theee  in  dia  shiina  and  baibarons  lyahols  wdgi^ 
Where  Plaa  and  Maragnnn  meet  the  main.  (IQ) 
Thoee  the  wikl  hnnar  wonhipa  m  ha  ro?a% 
In  da  green  shade  of  Chili's  fiagnat  grovai 
Or  wairior-triba  widi  rites  of  bkad  impfere^ 
Whow  night-fiiee  gleam  akmg  the  soUen  shova 
Of  Hmon  or  Ontario,  mland  seai,  (19) 
What  tiaa  the  song  of  death  is  m  tha  hrs— ! 


As  AwmbUr  of  Evtt  fliplrits. 
Tbol'GH  changed  my  cloth  of  gold  ibr  amice 
grey— <  15) 
In  my  spring-time,  when  every  month  was  May, 
With  hawk  and  hound  1  courted  away  the  hour. 
Or  song  my  roundelay  in  la<ly*s  bower. 
And  thdugh  my  wt>rld  ho  now  a  narrow  cell, 
(Rc^noum^  ibr  ever  all  I  loved  so  well) 
Thi>u((h  now  my  head  be  bald,  my  feet  be  bare. 
And  ai-anv  my  knees  sustain  my  book  of  prayer, 
Oh  I  was  there,  one  of  that  pnllant  crew, 
AnJ  Ml w— and  wonder'd  whence  his  Power  He  drew. 
Vet  little  thfHight,  though  b>'  his  side  I  stood, 
Of  his  great  Foes  in  earth  sind  air  and  flood. 
Then  nninstnicted. — But  my  and  is  run. 
And  the  .Nighi  coming— and  my  Tak  not  done! — 

T  was  in  the  deep  immeesurahle  csto 
Of  Andea.  (16)  echobig  a  dw  Soutbem  wa^a, 

D 


T  was  law  in  disoal  poaqi  and  order  dnob 
Whila  the  irsst  concave  flaih'd  widi  BghtningB  kiaa, 
Ob  shiniiv  pavements  of  maiallie  oia. 
Hat  many  an  age  the  Ihring  solphnr  bota. 
Tlwy  bald  high  ooondL  All  was  Anee  roaid,  - 
When,  with  a  Toice  most  sweet  yat  most  prafrandL 
A  aveiaign  Spirit  hunt  the  gales  of  night» 
And  fiom  hii  wingi  of  goM  shook  drops  otVqaid 

light! 
Morion,  oomndssion'd  widi  his  host  to  sweep 
From  Bge  to  sge  the  melancholy  deep! 
Chief  of  dw  ^mi,  whom  the  isla  obeyM, 
By  Ocean  eerer'd  from  a  worid  of  shade.  (^0) 

I. 

"  Prepare,  again  prepare," 
Thus  o'er  the  soul  the  thrilling  accents  came, 
**  Thrones  to  resign  ibr  lakes  of  living  flame. 

And  triumph  ibr  despair. 
He,  on  whose  call  ofilicting  thunders  wait. 

Has  wiird  it ;  and  his  will  is  fiite ! 
In  vain  the  legions,  emulous  to  mve. 

Hung  in  the  tempest  o'er  the  troubled  main; (31) 
Tum'd  each  presumptuous  prow  that  broke  the  wave 

And  dash'd  it  on  its  shores  again. 
All  is  fulfiH'd !  Behold,  in  close  army, 
What  mighty  bonnen  stream  in  the  bright  track  of 
day! 

n. 

No  voice,  as  erst,  shall  in  the  desert  rise ;  0X2) 

Nor  ancient,  dread  sulemnities 

With  scorn  of  death  the  trembling  tribes  inspue 

Wreaths  for  the  Con(iucn)r'8  brow  the  victims  bind. 

Yet,  though  wo  flwl  yon  finuament  of  fire, 

Still  shall  wo  ily,  all  hope  of  rule  resign 'd  V* 


He  spoke;  and  all  was  silence,  all  was  night! (^ 
Each  had  already  wiiig'd  his  formidable  Ihght 


CANTO  IV. 


Tb«  Voyaf  e  contionrd 
"Ah,  why  kM>k  back,  though  all  it  left  behind! 
No  soimds  of  life  are  stirring  in  dw  wind.^ — 
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Aud  you,  ye  bink,  wmging  your  pmmge  home^ 
How  Uest  ye  are ! — We  kiK>w  not  when  we  loim. 
'Ve  go^"  tiiey  cried,  *  go  to  return  no  more ! 
Nor  oun,  elai,  the  tramport  to  explore 
A  homan  fiioMep  oo  a  desert  shore !" 

^Still,  as  bejrond  this  mortal  life  impelled 
By  some  mysterious  energy,  He  held 
Wm  everlasting  course.     Sdll  self-posseas*d. 
High  on  the  deck  He  stood,  disdaining  rest ; 
(pk  amber  chain  the  only  badge  he  bore,* 
His  mantle  Uue  such  as  his  fathers  wore) 
Fatbom'd,  with  searching  hand,  the  dark  pcofoond. 
And  scatter'd  hope  and  glad  assurance  round ; 
Though,  like  some  strange  portentous  dream,  the  past 
StOl  hoTer'd,  and  the  cloudless  sky  o'ercast 

At  day-lM«ak  might  the  Caraveb*  be  seen. 
Chasing  their  shadows  o'er  the  deep  serene ; 
Their  bumish'd  prows  lash'd  by  the  sparkling  tide, 
Their  green-cross  standards'  waving  far  and  wide. 
And  now  once  more  to  better  thoughts  mclined. 
The  seaman,  mounting,  clamor'd  in  the  wind. 
The  soldier  (24)  uAd  his  tales  of  love  and  virar ; 
Tlie  courtier  sung— sung  to  his  gay  guitar. 
Round,  at  Primero,  sate  a  whisker'd  band ; 
80  Fortune  smiled,  careless  of  sea  or  land !  015) 
Leon,  M(Hitalvan  (serving  side  by  side ; 
Two  with  one  soul — and,  as  they  hved,  they  died), 
Vaaoo  the  brave,  thrice  found  among  the  slain, 
Tlirice,  and  how  soon,  up  and  in  arms  again. 
As  soon  to  wish  he  had  been  sought  in  vain, 
Chain'd  down  in  Fez,  beneath  the  bitter  thong. 
To  the  hard  bench  and  heavy  oar  so  long ! 
Albert  of  Florence,  who,  at  twilightrtime. 
In  my  rapt  ear  pour'd  Dante's  tragic  rhyme, 
Screen'd  by  the  sail  as  near  the  mast  we  lay. 
Our  nights  illumined  by  the  ocean-spray ; 
And  Manfred,  who  espoused  with  jewell'd  ring 
Toung  Isabel,  then  left  her  sorrowing : 
Lerma  "  the  generous,"  Avila  **  the  proud  ;'** 
Velasquez,  Garcia,  through  the  echoing  crowd 
Traced  by  their  mirth — ^from  Ebro's  classic  shore. 
From  golden  Tajo,  to  return  no  more ! 


CANTO  V. 


The  Vojag*  contioiMd. 

Tkt  who  but  He  undaunted  could  explore  (26) 
A  world  of  waves,  a  sea  without  a  shore, 
IVackless  and  vast  and  wild  as  that  reveal'd 
When  round  the  Ark  the  birds  of  tempest  wheeVd ; 
When  all  was  still  in  the  destroying  hour — 
No  agn  of  man !  no  vestige  of  his  power ! 
One  at  the  stem  before  the  hour-glass  stood. 
As  't  were  to  count  the  sands ;  one  o'er  the  flood 
Gazed  for  St  Elmo ;  *  while  another  cried 
*'Once   more  guod-morrow!"   and  sate  down  and 

tigh'd. 
Day,  when  it  came,  came  only  with  its  light ; 
Though  king  invoked,  't  was  sadder  than  the  night! 
Vdxk  where  He  would,  for  ever  as  He  tum'd. 
He  met  the  eye  of  one  that  inly  moum'd. 

I  F.  C^iumbiH,  e.  3i. 

t  Ijighi  vcweU,  formerly  med  tqr  ths  BpanUrdi  sod  PMto- 


DfBs.e.MI. 


3  F.  (>>lamb<M,  e.  93. 
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Then  sunk  his  genetaas  spirit,  and  he  wept. 
The  fnend,  the  &dier  roae ;  the  heio  slept 
Fakis,  thy  port,  with  many  a  pang  reaign'd, 
Fill'd  with  its  busy  scenes  his  loi^y  mind ; 
The  solemn  mardi,  the  vows  in  concert  given,  ^9T/ 
The  bended  knees  and  lifled  hands  to  hMren, 
The  incensed  rites,  and  choral  harmonies. 
The  Guardian's  blessings  minting  with  his  sighs; 
While  his  dear  boys— -ah,  on  his  neck  theyhuiig,(^ 
And  long  at  parting  to  his  garmeota  dung. 

Oft  in  the  silent  night-watch  doubt  and  fte 
Broke  in  uncertain  murmurs  en  his  ear. 
Ofl  the  stem  Catalan,  at  noon  of  day, 
Mutter'd  dark  threats,  and  lingered  to  obey ; 
Though  that  brave  Youth — he,  whom  ha  oomwr 

bore 
Right  through  the  midst,  when,  fetlock-deep  in  gore 
The  great  Gonmk)  (29)  battled  with  the  Moor 
(What  time  the  Alhambra  shook— soon  to  un&ld 
Its  sacred  courts,  and  fountains  yet  untold. 
Its  holy  texts  and  arabesques  of  gold). 
Though  Roldaii,  (30)  sleep  and  death  to  him  alike, 
Grasp'd  his  good  swoni  and  half  unsheathed  to  strike 
**  Oh  bom  to  wander  with  your  flocks,"  he  ciied, 
**  Aad  bask  and  dream  along  the  mountain-side ; 
To  urge  your  mules,  tinkling  fiom  hill  to  hill; 
Or  at  the  vintage-feast  to  drink  your  fill. 
And  strike  your  castanets,  with  gipsy-maid 
Dancing  Fandangos  in  the  chesnut  shade- 
Come  00,"  he  cried,  and  threw  his  glove  in  scom, 
**  Not  this  your  wonted  pledge,  the  brimming  horn. 
Valiant  in  peace !  adventurous  at  home ! 
(%,  had  ye  vow'd  with  pilgrim-stafl^  to  roam ; 
Or  with  banditti  sought  the  sheltering  wood, 
Where  mouldering  crosses  mark  the  scene  of  blood!— ' 
He  said,  he  drew ;  then,  at  his  Master's  frown. 
Sullenly  sheathed,  plunging  the  weapon  down. 


CANTO  VL 


The  flicht  of  sa  Aoffel  of  ITsrtmiai 

Wah  with  the  Great  in  War  let  othen  sbig. 
Havoc  and  spoil,  and  tears  and  triumphing. 
The  moming-march  that  flashes  to  the  sun. 
The  fi»ast  of  vultures  when  the  day  is  done ; 
And  the  strange  tale  of  many  slain  for  one ! 
I  sing  a  Man,  amidst  his  sufferings  here. 
Who  watch'd  and  served  in  humbleness  and  fear , 
Gentle  to  others,  to  himself  severe. 

Still  unsubdued  by  Danger's  varying  form. 
Still,  as  unconscious  o£  the  coming  storm. 
He  loi^'d  elate;  and,  with  his  wanted  smile. 
On  the  great  Ordnance  leaning,  would  beguile 
The  hour  with  talk.    His  beard,  his  mien  sublime, 
Shadow'd  by  Age — by  Age  before  the  time,* 
From  many  a  sorrow  bunie  in  many  a  clime. 
Moved  every  heart     And  now  in  opener  akiaa 
Stars  yet  unnamed  of  purer  radiance  rise ! 
Stars,  milder  suns,  that  love  a  shade  to  cast. 
And  on  the  bright  wave  fling  the  tremUing  meet  I 
Another  firmament  I  the  orbs  that  roll. 
Singly  or  clustering,  round  the  Southem  pole  * 
Nor  yet  the  four  that  glorify  the  Night— 


IF.  OsLe  X 
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ftqptc  wkm  to  mj  nvidi'd  «giit 
JMoa  ftrth  fa  ■^•riMrii^  light!  01) 
n*  WW  tlw  Bid  hoar,  whan  U«,wlioM«ooenls  diwd, 
ftiD  wandered  duoofh  the  n^aim  of  Uw  dMd» 
dfiiwii.  coamMMo'd  with  hit  hott  to  owvep 
Vtom  •!•  t»  ige  dM  OMianeholy  deep) 
To  ehide  the  mnf^b-gaud  ihet  wateh*d  tot  mn. 
And  MW.  w  cflrt,  the  £teiiMl*i  perieet  plan, 
Bom  Ukm  die  Oondor,  and,  at  towerioff  hei^ 
Ib  poanpef pliiamte«avl4Mp'iungthethadfliolUght 
Boe  of  the  Wert!  to  him  all  empiva  ghm!(3i) 
Who  haMS  AnDna'a dn9ao4bkli  to  heaT0ii;(39) 
Ha  tti^  a  whiilwind.  and,  when  heaid  afiv, 
Like  thoDder,  or  the  dwtrat  dm  of  war! 

H>— *fi—  and  ieni  fled  badiwaid  ai  he  pma'd 
O'er  the  gTMt  globe,  bf  i»t  a  cUnmI  o'ereaot 
From  tbr  Antarctic,  from  the  Land  of  Fire* 
T\»  when  Almka'a  wmlry  wikb  retire ;  (34) 
Ftam  nmee  of  gold.  (35)  and  gianteoiiB  of  earth* 
Tb  gron  of  ice,  and  tribee  of  pignqr  birth 
Who  fieeae  alive,  nor,  dead,  in  duet  repoae, 
UigMnng  in  fiHwti  to  die  CMing  nowB.  (3$) 

Now  'inid  angelio  muiiiludee  he  flieob 
That  hoBily  eome  with  blgwingi  from  the  ikies; 
Win^  the  Uue  element,  and,  bone  lubUmeb 
Eyei  the  set  ami,  gilding  each  diiiant  dime ; 
Then,  like  a  meteor,  ■hooting  to  the  main. 
Bfelm  into  pore  ''^•^^Hfenpe  ■>»'»*- 

CANTO  vn. 


What  thoaf^  Deepondenoe  reign'd,  and  wild 


8cretch*d  in  the  midat,  and,  through  that  dimml 

niffht.(37) 
Br  hia  white  pliiriM*  reTeal'd  and  bunkina  white,  (38) 
SU*pc  Ruldnn.  When  he  clrwed  hi*  gay  caroer, 
Il'>pe  ded  f>r  ever,  aiid  with  Hope  lied  Fear. 
BIr«t  with  each  gill  indulgent  Fortune  nenda, 
Bmh  and  its  righta,  wealth  and  its  train  of  frienda, 
Stv-bke  he  *hf ine !  Now  beggar 'd  and  alone, 
Ilariffrr  he  woo'd,  and  rlaim'd  her  for  his  omu. 

O'er  him  a  Vamiure  his  dark  wings  display 'd.  (39) 
T  w  V  Morion's  self,  covering  with  dreadful  shade:  (40) 
He  came,  and,  couch'd  on  Roldan's  ample  breast, 
Kach  oecrrt  pore  of  breathing  life  {wesess'd, 
Fartnini;  the  sleep  that  seem'd  his  final  reat ; 
Then,  inly  eliding  (41)  like  a  subtle  flame. 
Subdued  the  man,  and  from  his  thrilling  frame 
Sent  fiirth  the  voice!  **  We  live,  we  breathe  no  more! 
Tli«*  Gital  wind  blows  on  the  dreary  shore! 
r»n  yiMider  clifl*  beckoning  their  fellow-fvey. 
The  upecires  Ptalk,  and  murmur  at  delay! 
— Vet  if  thon  canst  (not  for  m>-self  I  plead! 
Mine  h>jt  to  fjUow  where  'tis  thine  to  lead) 
O^  rum  and  nve !  To  thee,  with  streaming  ejres. 
To  th»^  earh  widow  kneels,  eoch  orphan  cries ! 
Wh'i  now.  condcmn'd  the  lingering  hours  to  tell. 
Think  and  but  think  of  those  they  loved  so  wcllT* 

AM  melt  in  teen!  but  what  mn  team  aMiil? 
Thc«e  climb  the  mast,  and  shiH  the  swelling  sniL 
T!H*«e  snatch  the  helm ;  and  round  me  now  I  hear 
Soiibng  of  hands,  outcries  of  grief  and  fear, 


(T%at  m  die  aideo  at  midnight  haont  na  etin, 
Turaing  my  hmelj  thooghli  finm  good  to  ill) 
"Were  there  no  giafee    none  in  oor  land,"  they  ay 
"That  dmn  heat  brought  ua  on  dm  deep  to  dial" 

Sileiu  with  aorrow,  hmg  withhi  hia  ckiak 
Hii  6oe  he  muffled    dien  die  Hem  apokei 
**  Generouo  and  hmTO !  when  God  hinmelf  to  hti^ 
Why  ahake  at  dmddwe  in  your  mid  career! 
He  can  eoapend  the  laws  himeelf  deaign'd. 
He  walke  llie  waten,and  the  winged  wind; 
Himaelf  your  guide!  and  youn  the  hig^  hdieet^ 
To  lift  your  Toice,  and  bid  a  woild  beUeat! 
And  can  you  ahrinkf  (42)  to  you,  to  you  coorign'd 
The  gbrioua  privilege  to  aerve  mankmd! 
Oh  had  I  periah'd,  when  my  Ming  fiame  (49) 
Clung  to  the  ahatter'd  oar  inid  wracka  of  dune! 
— Waa  it  ibr  this  I  linger*d  li&  away. 
The  aoom  of  Folly,  and  of  Fraod  the  prey;  (44) 
Bow'd  down  my  mind,  the  gift  Hb  bomity  gav«b 
At  oonrta  a  auilor,  and  to  abiTea  a  alave  f 
— ^Tet  in  Hia  name  whom  only  we  ahonU  Aar, 
(Tto  all,  aU  1  ahaU  aak,  or  you  diaU  heai), 
Grant  hut  three  daya.** — ^He  apoke  not  mdnajdvod ;  ftfi 
And  each  inailence  lo  hia  watch  retired. 

At  length  amoog  m  came  an  unknown  Voieal 
'*Go,ifye  will;  and,  if  ye  can,  r^ioioa. 
Go,  with  unbidden  gneata  the  famaiuet  ahare; 
In  hii  own  ahape  ahall  Deadi  receive  yon  diarai1(4§ 


CANTO  vm. 


1  TSena  del  Fuego. 


Twicfi  m  the  lenith  blated  the  orb  of  li|^| 
No  ahade,  all  aun,  iniuflbratdy  bright ! 
Then  the  long  line  found  rest — in  coral  groree 
Silent  and  dark,  where  the  sea-lion  roves  .■— 
And  all  on  deck,  kindling  to  life  again, 
Sent  forth  their  anxious  spirits  o'er  the  main. 

**  Oh.  whence,  as  wafted  from  Elysium,  whence 
These  perfumes,  strangers  to  the  raptured  aenaef 
Tlioso  l)oughs  of  gold,  and  fruits  of  heavenly  hue. 
Tinging  with  vermeil  light  the  billows  blue  f 
And  (thrice,  thrice  blessed  is  the  eye  that  spied. 
The  hand  that  snatch'd  it  sparkling  in  the  tide) 
Wliose  cunning  car%'ed  this  vegetable  bowl,' 
Symbol  of  social  rites,  and  intercourse  of  scmlt*' 
Such  to  their  grateful  ear  the  gush  of  springs, 
Who  course  the  ostrich,  as  away  she  wings; 
Sons  of  the  desert!  who  delight  to  dwell 
'Mid  kneeling  camels  round  the  sacred  well; 
Who,  ere  the  terrors  of  his  pump  be  past. 
Fall  to  the  demon  in  the  redd'ning  blast.* 

The  sails  were  furl'd :  with  many  a  melting 
Solemn  and  slow  the  evening-anthem  rose, 
Rose  to  the  Virgin.  (47)  T  was  the  hour  of  day. 
When  setting  suns  o'er  summer-seas  display 
A  path  of  glory,  opening  in  the  west 
1V>  i^olden  climes,  and  islands  of  the  blest ; 
And  human  voices,  on  the  silent  air. 
Went  o'er  the  waves  in  songs  of  gladness  there! 

Chosen  of  Men!  (48)  't  was  thine,  at  noon  of  ni^ht. 
First  fhmi  the  prow  to  hail  the  glimmering  light:  (4il) 
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(Emblem  of  Troth  divine,  whose  lecret  rey 
Enten  the  toul,  and  maket  the  darknev  day!) 
••Pedro!  Rodrigo!  (60)  there,  methought  it  thone! 
Hiere— in  toe  wett!  and  now,  alas,  'tii  gone! — 
Twas  all  a  dream!  we  gaze  and  gaae  in  vain! 
— ^Bat  mark,  and  ipeak  not,  there  it  comei  again! 
It  moTOf! — ^what  ibrm  unseen,  what  being  there 
With  torch-like  lustre  fires  the  murky  air  f 
His  instincts,  passions,  say  how  like  our  own! 
Oh!  when  will  day  reveal  a  world  unknown?** 


CANTO  IX. 


CANTO  X. 


TlM  New  World. 

LoNQ  on  the  wave  the  rooming  mists  reposed, 
Tlien  broke— and,  melting  into  light,  disclosed 
Halfeircling  hiUs,  whose  everlasting  woods 
Sweep  with  their  sable  skirts  the  shadowy  floods : 
And  say,  when  all,  to  holy  transport  given. 
Embraced  and  wepc  as  at  the  gates  of  Heaven, 
When  one  and  all  of  us,  repentant,  ran, 
And,  on  our  fiices,  bless'd  the  wondrous  Man ; 
Say,  was  I  then  deceived,  or  from  the  skies 
Burst  on  my  ear  seraphic  harmonies  ? 
"Glory  to  God!"  unnumber'd  voices  sung, 
** Glory  to  God!"  the  vales  and  mountains  rung. 
Voices  that  hail'd  Creation's  primal  mom. 
And  to  the  Shepherds  sung  a  Savior  bom. 

Slowly,  baro>hea{1ed,  through  the  surf  we  bore 
The  sacred  cross,  (51)  and,  kneeling,  kiss'd  the  shore. 
But  what  a  scene   was   there!  (52)    Nymphs  of 

lumance,  (53) 
Youths  graceful  rs  the  Faun,  with  eager  glance. 
Spring  from  the  gladea,  and  down  the  alleys  peep, 
llien  headlong  rush,  bounding  from  steep  to  steep. 
And  clap  their  hands,  exclaiming  as  they  run, 
**  Come  and  behold  the  Children  of  the  Sun ! " 
When  hark,  a  signal-skiot!  The  voice,  it  came 
Over  the  sea  in  darkness  and  in  flame ! 
They  saw,  they  heard ;  and  up  the  highest  hill. 
As  in  a  pictiuv,  all  at  once  were  still ! 
Creatures  so  fiiir,  in  garments  strangely  wrought. 
From  citadels,  with  Heaven's  own  thunder  fraught, 
Check'd  their  light  iboUteps— suitue-like,  they  stood, 
As  worshipped  iurms.  the  Genii  of  the  Wood ! 

At  length  the  spell  dissolves!  The  warrior's  lanoe 
Rings  on  the  turUiise  with  wild  dintonance! 
And  see,  the  regal  plumes,  the  couch  of  state! (54) 
Still,  where  it  moves,  the  wIho  in  council  wait! 
See  now  borne  forth  the  nioiuitruiis  ma^k  of  gold,* 
And  ebon  chair '  of  many  a  Korpent-fitld ; 
Theae  now  exchanged  for  giHs  that  thrice  surpass 
The  wondrous  ring,  and  lamp,  and  horne  of  brass.  (55) 
What  long-ilrawn  tube  (56)  traiuporls  the  gazer  home, 
Kindling  with  stars  at  ntmn  the  ethereal  dome  7 
•Tis  here:  and  here  rin-Iej*  offlolid  light* 
Hiarm  uith  another  self  the  cheated  sight ; 
As  man  to  man  another  wAf  di»rlo*«e, 
l^t  now  with  terror  starts,  with  triumph  glows! 


'  r  tMombos,  e.  8B  and  34.  8  F.  Coiuaabas.  e.  &k 


Cora— lozorisnt  Vee0tstio»— the  Haauaing-bM    Iks 
Fottotsin  of  Youth. 


Then  Cora  came,  the  jroungest  of  her  race, 
And  in  her  hands  she  hid  her  lovely  &oe ; 
Yet  oft  by  stealth  a  timid  glance  she  cast, 
And  now  with  playful  step  the  Mirror  pass'd, 
E^h  bright  reflection  brighter  than  the  last! 
And  oil  behind  it  flow,  and  oft  before  ; 
The  more  she  search'd,  pleased  and  perplex'd  the  more ! 
And  look'd  and  laugh'd,  and  blush'd  with  quick  aur* 

prise; 
Her  lips  all  mirth,  all  ecstasy  her  eyes! 

But  soon  the  telescope  attracts  her  view ; 
And  lo,  her  lover  in  his  Ught  canoe 
Rocking,  at  noon-tide,  on  the  silent  sea, 
Before  her  lies!  It  cannot,  cannot  be. 
LAte  as  he  left  the  shore,  she  linger'd  there. 
Till,  leas  and  less,  he  melted  into  air! — 
Sigh  after  sigh  steals  from  her  gentle  frame. 
And  said — that  murmur — was  it  not  his  name  f 
She  turns,  and  thinks ;  and,  lost  in  wild  amaze. 
Gazes  again,  and  could  for  ever  gaze! 

Nor  can  thy  flute,  Alonso,  now  excite. 
As  in  Valencia,  when,  with  fond  delight, 
Francisca,  waking,  to  the  lattice  flew. 
So  soon  to  love  and  to  be  WTetched  too ! 
Hers  through  a  convent-grate  to  send  her  last  adieu. 
— Yet  who  now  comes  uncall'd ;  and  round  and  round. 
And  near  and  nearer  flutters  to  its  wund  ; 
Tlien  stirs  rM)t,  breathes  not— on  enchanted  grouivl  I 
Who  now  lets  fall  tiie  flowers  she  cuU'd  to  wear 
When  he,  who  promised,  should  at  eve  be  there; 
And  faintly  smiles,  and  hangs  her  head  aside 
The  tear  that  glistens  on  her  cheek  to  hide ! 
Ah,  who  but  Cora  ^ — till  insjured,  possess'd. 
At  once  she  springs  and  clasps  it  to  her  breast! 

Soon  from  the  bny  the  mingling  crowd  ascends. 
Kindred  first  met!  by  sacred  instmct  FViends! 
Through  citron -groves,  and  fields  of  yellow  maize,  (57) 
Through  plaritain-unlks  where  not  a  sun-beam  pla3ra. 
Here  blue  savannas  fade  into  the  skv, 
There  f5»re«ls  fniwn  in  midnight  majesty; 
Ceiha,  (58)  and  Indian  fig,  and  plane  sublime. 
Nature's  firBt-boni,  ond  reverenced  by  Time! 
There  sits  the  bird  that  speaks !  (5!))  there,  quivering 

rise 
Wings  that  reflect  the  glow  of  evening  fkies! 
Ilolf  bird,  lialf  fly,  (60)  the  fairy  king  of  flowers  (61) 
Reigns  there,  and  revels  (Gii)  thro'  the  fragrant  honni« 
Gem  full  of  life,  and  joy,  and  song  diN-ine, 
Soon  in  the  virgin's  graceful  ear  to  shine.  (G3) 

"Twas  he  that  sung,  if  ancient  Fame  speaks  truth 
•*Come!  follow,  f(>llow  to  the  Fount  of  Youth! 
1  quaff  the  aiubrosial  mists  tliat  rouml  it  rise. 
Dissolved  and  lost  in  dreams  of  Paradise !  " 
For  there  call'd  forth,  to  blcKN  a  happier  hour. 
It  met  the  sun  in  many  a  rainbow-shower ! 
Murmuring  delight,  its  living  ^-ateni  roll'd 
'Mid  branching  |ialmi  and  amaranths  of  gold!  (64) 
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THE  VOYAGE  OF  OOLUMBUa 


CANTO  XL 


Tu  tunriikj  cloud  har  Imyqi;  the  mumowt 
Dma'd  oo  hk  bough,  and  phqr'd  the  mimie  jret 
fVedi  fiom  the  leke  the  kveen  of  twilight  blew. 
And  vest  end  deep  the  moonloiiMhedowe  grew ; 
When  muiy  a  fire4l]r,  ihootiiig  thioogh  the  i^ade, 
Upenghwl  the  locks  of  many  a  lovely  maid. 
Who  now  danced  ftrlh  to  itiew  our  path  with  flowen, 
And  hymn  our  welcoow  to  celertial  boweiBi' 

Umpb  odorooi  kmpi  adam'd  die  leital  rite, 
And  gnarae  bloah'd  aa  in  the  Talea  of  light  (65) 
Theie  alent  mt  many  an  mibidden  Gucit,  (66) 
Whew  etedlait  looki  a  secret  diead  hnpnai'd: 
Not  there  fiMyoC  the  ncred  fruit  that  fed 
At  nightly  feaetB  the  Spirita  of  the  Dead, 
Mingling  in  tcenei  diat  mirth  to  mortals  give. 
Bat  fay  their  sadnen  known  from  those  that  liye. 

There  met,  as  eist,  within  the  wonted  groTe, 
ITnBBnrried  gMs  snd  youths  that  died  fer  kwe! 
Sooanow  beheld  their  ancieni  Hres  again. 
And  strea,  alas^  their  sons  in  battle  slain !  (67) 

Bat  whence  that  sighf  T  was  fiom  a  heart  that 

broke! 

And  whence  that  wacef  As  from  the  grave  it  spoke! 
And  who,  as  nnresolvcd  the  feast  to  share, 
aw  hall^wiihdrawn  in  feded  splendor  there  t 
"Tie  he  of  yore,  the  wairior  and  the  sage, 

lips  have  moved  in  prayer  fiom  age  to  age; 

eyea,  that  wander'd  as  in  search  befive, 
on  Colombos  fix*d — to  search  no  more! 
roziva.  'fi^  giAed  in  Iiis  day  to  know 
Tlie  gathering  Hi<^«  of  a  long  night  of  woe ; 
Git'icii  by  thoM'  uIm>  give  but  to  eiu«lave; 
.\rt  mtt  in  death !  no  refuge  in  the  grove ! 
—With  sudden  npnng  bm  at  (he  stiout  of  \\-ar, 
He  flies !  and,  turning  in  hi*  flight,  from  &r 
Glare*  timitigh  the  gI<NHU  like  wtino  portentoiiR  star! 
t'oM^n.  unheard ! — Hence,  Minister  of  111 !  (6ii) 
Hence,  *t  is  not  yet  the  hour!  though  come  it  will ! 
The>'  that  iiiretold — too  itoon  shull  they  fullU  ;  (70) 
When  fimh  they  runh  aa  with  the  torrent'i  «wet»p,  (71) 
And  deeds  are  done  tliat  make  the  Angebi  Meep ! 

Hark,  o'er  the  bui>y  mood  the  rIioH  *  proclaims 
Triumphs,  snd  nuiM}ues,  and  high  heroic  games. 
Aod  now  the  old  ait  round ;  and  now  the  young 
riimb  tlie  grHi>n  tioughK.  the  munnuring  doves  among. 
Ulk)  ciliiiivi  the  (irize,  when  \%inged  i<M?t  contend; 
When  twanirnic  \mwn  the  flaming  arrows'  send? 
\Vh>»  ftand"!  M'ltVenired  in  the  iu-Id  of  fame, 
A>!.  gr.ipjiline.  lliiiL"^  to  e-irih  a  giant's  fmnie  ? 
\\"hji»t  a!!.  vMih  tu  I  \io«!<i  heart}<  and  eager  eyes, 
Bi-ni  fi»  h''  IwM-':*.  and.  as  he  ri«'s,  rihe! 
\j*J  f'tra'*  "•'It",  ill  pride  of  beauty  here, 
Tremhl«-:«  with  irrief  aiHl  joy,  and  ho|»e  and  fear! 
'»\*'  vkK».  lUf  ta.ni«l,  ever  llevv  llie  lirst, 
>V!:h  <-iip  of  Inim  to  (jurnch  his  hunting  thirst; 
krH'ii  at  hit  ht-tvU  her  fan-leaf  in  her  hand, 
\-i !  hTimm'd  the  uir  that  pltMiied  him.  while  she  fann'd) 
H..t%  Wf!ii  Uiy  lot ! — though,  1j>'  the  mi»e  luisung, 
il.fl  rome  shall  pt^hsh,  when  his  knell  is  rung. 


.  P.  Marfrr.  dac  i,  A. 
ll.<clMfert.s. 

b 


SP.IUrtjr.dae.iU.e.7. 


Tliat  night,  tmsported,  with  a  m0k  I  aaid, 
-Tiaalladream!"— Now.tfkeadream,  taflaaf 
And  many  and  many  a  year  hsa  paaiTd  awqrt 
And  I  akme  remain  to  watdi  and  pny! 
Yet  oft  in  darknem,  on  my  bed  of  strew, 
Oft  I  awake  and  think  on  what  I  saw! 
The  groves,  the  birds,  the  youths,  the  nymphs  feeaflL 
And  Cora,  lovelieot,  sweetest  of  them  aO. 


CANTO  XEL 


AVUoo. 

Still  would  I  speak  of  Him  before  I  weol^ 
Who  among  us  a  life  of  sorrow  spent,  (79) 
And,  dying,  left  a  world  his  monument ; 
Still,  if  the  time  allow'd !  My  hour  dnws  near ; 
But  He  will  prompt  me  when  I  fitint  with  fear. 
•—Alas,  He  hears  me  not!  He  eannot  hear! 

Twice  the  moon  fiU'd  her  diver  urn  with  Ughl; 
Then  fitim  the  Throne  an  Angel  wing'd  his  flighl 
He,  who  unflz*d  the  oompasi,  and  asrign*d 
O'er  the  wild  waves  a  pathway  to  the  wind ; 
Who,  while  approach'd  by  none  but  Spirits  purs^ 
Wrought,  in  his  progress  through  the  dread  obscnre^ 
Signs  like  the  ethereal  bow — thai  shall  endure !  (1% 

As  he  descended  through  the  upper  air. 
Day  broke  on  day  as  God  himself  were  there! 
Befere  the  great  Discoverer,  laid  to  rest. 
He  stood,  and  thus  his  secret  soul  addrew'd :  (74) 

**  The  wind  recalls  thee ;  its  still  voice  obey, 
Millions  await  thy  coming ;  hence,  away! 
To  thee  hlcMt  tidings  of  great  joy  consign'd, 
Anoiher  .Nature,  and  a  new  Mankind! 
The  vain  to  dream,  the  wiiw  to  doubt  slmll  cease 
Voung  men  be  glad,  and  old  depart  in  peace ! » 
Hence  I  though  assembling  in  the  flehls  of  air, 
Now,  in  a  night  of  clouds,  thy  Foes  i>repare 
To  rock  the  globe  with  elemental  wars, 
And  diuih  tlie  floods  of  o<'ean  to  the  stars ;  (75) 
To  l)i<l  the  me«»k  repine,  the  valiant  witep, 
And  Tliee  restore  thy  Secret  to  t!»e  Deep !  (76) 

••  Not  then  to  leave  Thee!  to  their  vengeance  cast. 
Thy  heart  their  aliment,  their  dire  reiiast !  * 

To  other  eyes  shall  Mexico  un&ld 
tier  Ic-ather'd  Ia|>e8trie8,  and  roofs  of  gold. 
To  oihor  eyes,  from  distant  cUff  descried,  (77) 
Shall  the  Pacific  roll  his  ample  tide ; 
There  dtniiiinr^l  soon  rich  argosies  to  ride. 
('h;liIl^•  thv  reward!  bevond  the  Atlantic  wave 
ifiHig  in  thv  chamber,  bune<]  in  thv  grave!  (78) 
Thy  ri'VcMMuI  form,  (79)  to  time  and  grief  a  prey 
\  phantom  wandering  in  the  liglit  of  day ! 

"  What  though  thy  grey  hairs  to  the  dui«t  deseeno. 
Their  went  sliall  track  thee,  track  thee  to  the  end : 
Thy  stJUH  repn»ach'd  with  their  great  liither's  fiune. 
And  on  hih  world  ins<  ribed  anothern  name ! 
Tlint  uorld  a  pri!«on-house,  full  of  sights  of  ii*x)e. 
Where  groans  burst  forth,  and  tears  in  torrents  flow 


1  P.  Martyr.  Epirt.  IX).  152. 

9  8c«  the  Gutnenidea  of  aischrlus,  v  305  tte. 

3  Clarisflfu.  VII.  S3. 

4  Sss  Uw  EooMBidss,  T.  SI0 
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These  gardens  of  the  snii,  ncred  to  song, 
Bjr  dogs  of  carnage,  (80)  howling  loud  and  long, 
Swept — till  the  vojrager,  in  the  desert  air,  (81) 
Scans  back  to  hear  hb  alter'«  accents  there !  (82) 

**  Not  thine  the  olive,  but  the  sword  to  bring, 
Not  peace,  but  war !  Yet  (rom  these  shores  shall  spring 
Peace  without  end ; '  from  these,  with  blood  defiled. 
Spread  the  pure  spirit  of  thy  Master  mild ! 
Here,  in  His  train,  shall  arts  and  arms  attend,  (83) 
Arts  to  adorn,  and  arms  but  to  defend. 
Assembling  here,  (84)  all  nations  shall  be  blest ; 
The  sad  be  comforted,  the  weary  rest : 
Untouch'd  shall  drop  the  feitcre  from  the  slave;  (85) 
And  He  shall  rule  the  world  he  dietl  to  save! 

"  Hence,  and  rejoice.  The  glorious  work  is  done. 
A  spark  is  thrown  that  shall  eclipse  the  sun! 
And  though  bad  men  shall  long  thy  course  pursue, 
As  erst  the  ravening  brood  o'er  chaos  flew,' 
He,  whom  i  serve,  shall  vindicate  his  reign ; 
The  sp(>iler  spoil'd  of  all ;  (86)  the  slayer  alain ;  (87) 
The  tyrajit  8  self,  oppressing  and  opprest, 
'Mid  gems  and  gold  unenvied  and  unblcst :  (88) 
While  to  the  starry  s{^ere  thy  name  shall  rise, 
(Not  there  unsung  thy  generous  enterprise !) 
Thine  in  all  hearts  to  dwell — by  F^ame  enshrined, 
With  those  the  Few,  that  live  but  for  Mankind : 
Inline  evermore,  transcendant  happiness ! 
World  beyond  world  to  visit  and  to  bless.'' 


On  the  two  last  leaves,  and  written  in  another 
hand, are  some  stanzas  in  the  romance  or  ballad  meas- 
ure of  the  Spaniards.  The  subject  is  an  adventure 
toon  related. 

Thy  lonely  watch-tower,  Larenille, 

Had  lost  the  western  sun ; 

And  loud  and  long  ttom  hill  to  hill 

Echoed  the  cvenin|;-|;un, 

Wticn  Hernan,  rising  on  his  oar. 

Shot  like  an  arrow  from  the  shore. 

— "  Th«i«e  lights  are  on  St.  Mary's  Isle ; 

Tli«»y  glimmer  from  the  sacred  pile."» 

The  wsves  were  rough ;  tiie  hour  was  late. 

But  soon  across  the  Tin  to  borne. 

Thrice  he  blew  the  signal-horn. 

He  blew  and  would  not  wait. 

Home  by  his  dangerous  path  he  went; 

Leaving,  in  rich  hsbiliroent, 

Two  Strangers  at  the  Convent-gate. 
They  ascended  by  steps  hewn  out  in  the  rock ;  and, 
having  asked  for  admittance,  were  lodged  there. 

Brothers  in  arms  the  Guests  appeared ; 

The  Youngest  with  a  Princely  grace! 

Short  and  sable  was  his  beard. 

Thoughtful  and  wan  his  (hce. 

His  velvet  cap  a  medal  bore. 

And  ermine  fVinged  his  broider'd  vest; 

Aad,  ever  sparkling  on  his  breast, 

Aa  image  of  St.  John  he  wore.* 

*nie  eldest  had  a  rougher  aspect,  and  there  was  craft 
ni  his  eye.  He  stood  a  little  beliind  in  a  long  black 
mantle,  his  hand  resting  on  the  hilt  of  his  sword ;  and 
MM  white  hat  and  white  shoes  glittered  in  the  moon- 
■hine.* 


*  Bee  Wtahinfftoo*B  fsrewell-sddress  to  his  fellow-citisaas. 
I  Bee  Paruiise  Lost.  X.  3  The  Convent  of  Rabida. 

4  Bes  Bernal  Diss.  e.  903:  and  also  a  well-known  portrait  of 
ascribed  to  Tkiaa.  CortsswMBOwia  the43d.PisarfO 

S  AocostiB,  Zaiali,  life,  hr,  e.  9. 


**  Not  here  unwelcome,  tbo*  unkaown. 

Enter  and  rest  P  the  Friar  said. 

The  moon,  that  through  the  portal  shoae. 

Shone  on  his  reverend  head. 

Through  many  a  court  and  gallery  dim 

Slowly  he  led,  the  burial-hymn 

Swelling  (Vom  the  distant  choir. 

But  now  the  holy  men  retire ; 

The  arched  cloisters  issuing  thro*, 

In  long  long  order,  two  and  two. 

•  •  •  •  « 

When  other  sounds  had  died  away. 
And  the  waves  were  heard  alone. 
"Hiey  enter'd,  though  unused  to  pray, 
Wliere  God  was  wonihipp'd,  nigiit  and  day. 
And  the  dead  knelt  round  in  stone ; 
They  entcr'd,  and  from  aisle  to  aisia 
Wandcr'd  with  folded  arms  awhile, 
Where  on  his  altar-tomb  (H9)  reclined 
The  crosier 'd  Abbot ;  and  the  Knight 
In  harnesii  for  llie  Christian  fight. 
His  hands  in  supplication  joined  ;— 
Then  said  as  in  a  solemn  mood, 

"  Now  stand  we  wiierv  Columbus  stood!** 

•  •  •  •  • 

"  Peter.."  thou  good  old  msn,**  they  cried, 
*'  And  art  thou  in  thy  place  of  rest  f — 
Though  in  the  western  world  His  grave,s  (M) 
That  other  world,  the  gift  He  gave,* 
Would  ye  were  sleeping  side  by  side! 

Of  all  his  IViends  He  loved  thee  best.** 

•  •  •  •  • 

The  supper  in  the  chamber  done. 
Much  of  a  Soutlicrn  8<>a  they  spake. 
And  of  that  glorious  city*  won 
Near  the  s(;tting  of  the  Sun, 
Throned  in  a  silver  lake ; 
Of  seven  kings  in  chains  of  gold,* 
And  deeds  of  death  by  tongue  untold. 
Deeds  such  as,  breathed  in  secret  there. 
Had  shaken  the  Confession-chair  I 

The  Eldest  swore  by  our  linily,*  the  Youngest  by 
his  conscience;'  while  the  Franciscan,  sitting  by  in 
his  grey  habit,  turned  away  and  crossed  himself 
again  and  again.  "  Here  in  a  little  book,'*  said  he  at 
lost,  '*  the  work  of  him  in  hit:  nhroud  below.  It  tella 
of  things  you  have  mentioned ;  and,  were  Cortes  and 
Pizarro  here,  it  might  perhaps  make  them  reflect  for 
a  moment"  The  youngest  smiled  as  he  took  it  into 
his  hand.  lie  read  it  aloud  to  his  companion  with 
an  unfallerini^  voice;  but,  when  he  laid  it  down,  a 
silence  ensued ;  nor  was  he  w>en  to  smile  again  that 
night'  **The  curse  is  heavy,"  said  he  at  parting. 
"  but  Cortes  may  hve  to  disappoint  it"—**  Ay,  and 
Pizarro  too !" 

***  A  cireumstsnre.  recorded  bf  HArrera.  renders  Ibis  visit 
not  improbable.  "  In  May  15*28.  ("ones  arrived  unexpectedtf  at 
Pains ;  and,  soon  aOer  he  had  laoded.  he  and  Pizarro  met  aad 
rejoiced;  and  it  was  remarkable  Uiat  ther should  meet,  aslhef 
were  two  of  the  most  renowned  men  in  the  world."  B.  Dias 
makes  no  mentiooof  the  interview ;  but.  reiaiinKanoccorreoet 
that  took  place  at  this  time  in  Palon.  naf «.  "  that  Cortes  was 
now  absent  at  Nuestra  8enora  do  la  Rdbida.**  The  Coovaot 
IS  within  half  a  league  of  tlw  town. 


1  Late  Superior  of  the  House. 
9  In  the  chancel  of  the  cathedral  of  St.  Domlnfo. 
3  The  words  of  the  epitaph.    "  A  Castjiia  f  a  Leon 
Mundo  dio  Colon."  4  .Mexico 

5  Afterwards  the  arms  of  Cortes  and  his  desrrDdanta. 

6  Pernandex.  lib.  ii,  c.  63.  7  B.  Diaa,  c  90. 
8  "  After  the  death  of  Guatimotxin.*'  sars  B.  Diss.  *'  he  be 

came  gkiomy  and  restless ;  rbing  eontinuallf  from  his  bed,  aad 
wanderinf  about  ia  the  dark.**— "  Nothina  prospered  wiik  kua» 
aad  it  was  asoriWd  to  the  cnisss  hs  wss  kMdsd  with." 
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NOTEa 

Note  1,  ptgs  98»  ooL  3. 


i^|inif<i  tha  anciMit 


iluit.«te. 
SnMMnilMM,T.374. 

Wkidi  Th»  bM  imitated  in  his  Gienmlflniiw 


fwA,  eht  in  d*Enob  i  Mfoi 

IB.  G.  XT,  ao. 


Hm  Poom 
far.  1499. 


opem  en  Friitey,  the  14ih  of  Septam- 
Nole  9.  p^e  Sa  coL  3. 


Indieorigiiid,£rAlRti«nife.  «'Io  Spenidi  Aiiief- 
wmT  my  M.  de  Humboldt,  '•when  Ei  AJUmroMto  m 
pRxiounced  without  die  addition  of  a  name,  that  of 
f^iinwh—  is  undentood ;  aa,  from  the  lipa  of  a  Men- 
can.  £IJft»dfew  tignifies  Cortei  ;**  and  at  among  the 
FWentinca*  12  ^S^fngtariohaaalwayi  rignified  Bfach- 
feTcL 

Note  3,  page  38,  col  3. 

-  TiM  halk  k  piMMd-TV  wiB  Im  docM  riM  nid. 

•  It  hM  pleMed  oar  liDid  to  gmnt  me  faith  and  aa- 

■mnce  fiir  this  enteipriw    He  baa  opened  my  uk- 

denianding,  and  made  me  most  willing  to  gow**   See 

Ui  Life  bf  bv  nn,  Feid.  Columboa,  entitled,  Ifirt.  del 

Don  CbriitoTal  Cokm,  o.  4  and  37. 

Note  4,  page  98.  coL  3. 
Toifiv  ii  tradi,  wImm  wMdon  ■  Irani  Imsvm. 
The  rampaflB  might  well  be  an  object  of  tupenti- 
tion.  A  belief  is  nid  to  prevail  even  at  this  day,  that 
it  will  refiB*  u»  iraverHe  when  there  is  a  dead  body 
on  bgord. — Hitl.  det  Sacig.  ata  Tlrret  Australu. 

Note  5.  page  28,  col.  2. 
Columbus  errtid  not.      * 

%\'hen  these  regions  were  to  be  illuminated,  says 
Acuiia.  cum  divino  concilio  decretum  emet,  prnspec- 
tom  etiam  dirinitin  est,  ut  tani  lon<ri  itineris  dux  cer* 
toa  hofniriiboB  prseheretur. — />  Aa/i/iti  AViri  Orbi». 

A  romantic  cirrunwtiince  is  related  of  some  early 
DtvigBtor  in  the  Histoi re  Gen.  des  Vo^-ac^es,  I.  i. 9.  "On 
lRNi%^  dans  Vile  de  Cner%'0  une  statue  ^aestre,  oou- 
vprte  d'on  manteaii,  nrais  la  t6te  nue,  qui  tenoit  de  la 
■un  caliche  la  bride  du  cheval,  et  qui  mnntroit  Too- 
r^ient  de  la  main  draite.  11  y  avoit  sur  le  has  d'un 
PIT  qoebiues  led  res  grav<^  qui  ne  fiirent  point  en- 
leodiit!* :  mats  il  pariit  cloircment  quo  le  signe  de  la 
mmm  rrganloit  I'Amerique." 

Note  6,  page  2S,  col  2. 

H^  ipokr.  iDd.  St  bis  can.  a  ini«hiy  Wind. 

TTh*  n>*>re  C"lm*tian  opinion  is  that  God,  at  the 

•mzth.  with  e\'ps  of  oumposKion  as  it  were,  looking 

dmne  fn>m  heaven,  interulcd  even  then  to  rayso 

l>«»e  nndes  of  wtercjf,  wlierehy this  no  we 

wiiri(!e  receyved   tlie  hope  of  salvation. — Certaine 
FnamfJrs  to  the  Drmdet  of  the  Ocean. 

Note  7,  page  28,  col  2. 
Folded  dwir  mrms  and  sat. 

To  rvcum  ww  deemed  impomiUe.  m  it  blew  al- 


^myft  fiom 


Cox4naci^  o.  19.    Nmf&mlk 


Note  8,  page  38,  ool  3. 
What  TsM  Ibndstloas  k  dM  Akfss  ars  thsie. 
Tmk>  employB  pwtematmal  agenti  on  a  wnibf 


TYsppMHied  MOO  ia  ffotA  suvsslvs  looo 
ttonauBproTvisalaekt^dsllbeo.         aBUni 

GU  faieanii  dTnieno,  ehe  ingannane  oon  delaBoai,  tl 

tin  mm  ligniflcano,  ehe  la  fidfliti  delle  mgioni,e  delto 

pemmnoni,  la  qiml  ■  genem  nella  nmltitadfaieb  • 

Tiiieti  da*  paieri,  e  de* 


Note  9,  page  38,  GoL  3. 
Atlsade  klnffs  tlisir  barboroos  pomp  dhplof  *d. 

See  Plato*!  Thneui;  where  mention  ii  made  of 
mighty  kingdoms,  which,  in  a  day  and  a  night,  had 
disappeared  in  the  Atlantic,  rendering  ite  walen  no* 
naTigible. 

Bi  qaaras  Hefieon  si  Bona,  Adisldas  oiIms, 
InvonieB  sob  sqnis. 

At  the  dbatniction  of  Callao,  in  1747,  no  more  than 
one  of  all  the  inbabitanie  esoq>ed;and  bebyapnnr* 
idenoe  the  most  extraordinary.  This  man  waaoa  tke 
fort  that  overlooked  the  harbor,  going  to  itiike  the 
flag,  when  he  perceived  the  aea  to  retire  toacoonder. 
able  distance;  and  then,  ewelling  moantain^iigb,  it 
retumed  with  great  violence.  'Ab  people  nn  fiom 
their  hooees  in  terror  and  conlbnon;  he  heaid  a  erf' 
of  Jfiterere  rise  fiom  all  partsof  thedtyjandimma- 
diately  all  wai  eilent;  the  eea  had  entirely  oirev- 
whelmed  it,  and  buried  it  for  ever  in  ila  boeoai:  hot 
the  same  wave  that  deatroyed  it,  drove  a  little  boai 
by  the  place  where  he  etood,  into  which  he  du«w 
himaelf  and  was  saved. 

Note  10,  page  29,  col  1 
**  Land  !*'  and  hit  voice  in  falteriof  aceenta  died. 
Historians  are  not  silent  on  the  subject.  The  sail 
ors,  according  to  Ilerrera,  saw  the  signs  of  an  inun 
dated  country  (tierros  oncgadaH) ;  and  it  was  the  gen- 
eral expectation  that  they  should  end  their  lives  there, 
as  others  hod  done  in  the  frozen  sea,  *'  where  St. 
Amaro  suffers  no  (tliip  to  stir  backward  or  forward.* 
F.  Columbus,  c.  19. 

Note  11,  page  29,  col  1. 
And  (whence  or  why  from  manj  an  aire  withheld). 
The  author  seems  to  have  anticipated  his  long 
slumber  in  the  library  of  the  Fathers. 

Note  12,  page  29,  col  1. 

Uaat  led  thr  Wfrvant 

''They  may  give  roe  wluit  name  they  please.  I 
am  servant  of  lUm,'*  etc. — ^F.  Columbus,  c  2. 

Note  13,  page  29,  col  1. 
From  world  to  world  thm  fteadj  courw  tbejr  keep. 
As  St.  Christopher  carried  Christ  over  the  deep 
waters,  so  Columbus  went  over  safe,  himself  and  hki 
company. — F.  Columbus,  c.  1. 

Note  1 1,  page  29,  ool  1. 
And,  riiinf .  ihoot  in  coluama  to  the  skies. 
Waterspouts^ — See  EDWARoe'si/isfory^tAe  HW 
InditM,  I.  12.  Note. 

Note  15,  page  29,  col.  1 
Tboof  h  ehanc«d  my  cloth  of  pold  for  amiee  grsyw— 
See  the  Inscription,  p.  27.    Many  of  the  fint  di» 
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e  IG.  pa^  39.  coL  1. 


deal  miul  be  Thime  diinul  regionK.  if  it  be 
mjennrcd  (Kircber.  Muiid.  SiibT.  I.  303). 


limM  bu  ohgiiiol  bulk.  W^ll  miglil  tbr  be  failed 
Euripades  {TrmuW.  v.  iOii  Tht  Afohr  n/  MauyOaii 
yal  Edu  hcncir  li  but  "  n  niera  firework,  when  cc 
ptnd  10  lbs  burning  BOiarniu  uT  the  Andia." 
Fi'ote  IT,  pagr^Sn.  n)t.3.     ■ 


0<u-l>airirw  (Inba  .  fiurn  » 
Godi,  yd  '-oiiTwihJ  lalpr — I 
Mnl  pai  il'en  ^Iro  In  e»rlsv«.  <;>  ud  m  i 
qua  !•  graitJ  Ei|)ni.  qui  do  n  aUure 

Nnle  ]P.  pngo  29.  col.  3. 
Wken  Pliui  and  M.faingii  rnM  Ik*  i 
Riven  o(  SMiih  America.     Their  co 
d»  tids  bai  Lbu  dfrfl  nf  a  IcmpnL 

Nule  19,  page  39.  col.  3. 
or  Rurun  «  Onuw,  MuhI  -m. 

nnd  mii»  in  <-i 
dnchufn  ilscif  iniu  the  Arlniilic  by  il 
Nnle  30.  pngs  99,  col.  3. 


— Ilinelaii. 

h-nwrer  plu> 


Note  33.  page  29.  ml  2. 

Tbae  loiiteral  TragmFnU  maji  be  oomiiareil  •• 

>hrnli  of  old  amuuor  rtflerlioiH  {rama  river  bmkMi 

and  conftwHl  by  Ihe  nir;  and  now  and  then  perinpa 

imagtiuIiDn  of  The  reader  may  lupply  toon  ihap 


Note  34.  page  30.  cul.  1. 
In  Ibc  Lulisd,  to  bcguilo  lbs  heaiy  1 


the  (lory  of  the  Tv.c1ve  RnightL 
Kate  35.  paga  30,  a 


Note  31.  inge  39,  eol.  9. 


log  Iwiguage  by  Ovillo.— ffiJf.  Je  Cltilt.  IV.  6. 
Note  33,  page  39.  col.  3. 

AlludToa  Vi  theoraclet  oflbe  lalanden.  ao  aoon  lo 
become  njli.iii :  ami  p^nicuUrly  to  a  propheey,  deliv- 
•rad  doun  innii  their  ancealon,  and  lung  ytith  loud 
lamenlat  "11-  I'.ir.  Mnrlyr.  dec  3,  lih.7)al  Iheiranl- 
enul  feaUMil-  ,l[,  rri'Ta.  I,  iii,  4)  thai  Ibc  connliy  would 
ba  laid  u ,.'!.-  i.n  ibc  arrii-id  of  atnngrn,  coin|Jeiely 
clad,  fni<J:  II  !■  i:i'i>i  ncarlhir  rising  of  the  >im.  Ibid.  II. 
5.  3  I<  '-  ^iii'l  ihsi  CaZDYB.  a  grrai  Cai'ii)iiF,  after 
bog  ftjlii.a  "'"i  nuinj' ahliilin™,  hnd  an  interview 
with  ooi>  III  tlie  Zeini,  who  annowiecd  to  bim  thii 
tamble  evein  (F.  Culumliua.  r.  G:}).  aa  iba  onrlea  of 
Lilomi  according  to  lIcnalDiiu  III,  lS3l  predicted 
Ihi  overtbiow  of  eleven  kin;;!  oT  Kgypt,  on  ibe  a|>- 
pmanee  oT  men  of  onia,  riien  uul  of  the  Ka. 

Nor  did  tbii  frfophecy  eiisE  ameng  the  Islandei 
■laaa.  Il  influencnt  the  counrili  of  Monieiuma.  an 
ritaoderl  alnHki  univcmlly  over  the  fiimta  oTAmer- 
iak  CotU*.  Ilerrera.  Oomait.  "The  ilemoni  kI 


iLl. 


Among  ihiae  who  went  with  Cnlurohiu,  wen  maigr 

le  gome  then  in  fiubion. — SeeVsaA.  p.3iUb.iit,c9 

Note  36,  page  30,  ool.  1. 

Ytt  wlw  but  H<  nadiuiiud  raali  nplsn. 
Many  li^ed  and  wepi;  and  every  hour  aeemedB 
ear.  aaya  Ilerrera — I.  i,  'J  anil  10. 

Nole  37.  page  30.  ml.  S. 


Hi>  publ 

the  convent  oriUhidaW 

he  day  bef 

re  be  ael  aail. 

Il  uv  Iberr  Ibal  hit  «■ 

iiu!  receive. 

their  edunil 

miendhebimelfapiMn 

t«bavepa-«l«me[ime 

here,  the  venerable  Gn-d- 

inn.  Joan  P 

rei  de  Marrh 

ena.  being  hi*  tealoua  and 

peinlingiin 

Get™. 

Koie  as,  page  30,  col.  3. 

WhiW 

»i,u»«n— 

"  Bui  1  V. 

ai  inuit  aHliclHl,  when  I  Ibought  uf  mv 

mm  I  bad  left  behind  me  in  a  lUatn 

nwntry belbra  1  had 

done,  or  at  leaai  couy  W 

knoHTi  to  b 

ve  dune,  nnylhing  which  roighl  iaeStm 

ymr  hi.,hne 

ber  ihoD.     And  Ihough  1 

eonliiirtedmnH.ir»ilh  Ih 

relleclion  thai  our  Lord 

would  not  • 

an  endeai-or  br  iha  «. 

allalionof 

lii  chorrh  to  c 

ome  lo  nothing.  )*t  I  OOH 

cuuiil  of  m' 
r.  CoLUHBia,  c.  37. 

Note  39.  page  30,  inL  3. 

•r  the  Greal  Capiaia  (ittuuuln  (urn>nderrd  on  dk* 
M  of  Jaiinary.  U93.  Colunibu*  HI  aail  on  the  3d  of 
AuguM  fullauing. 


ie30.  c 


.2. 


Pr<*ably  a  aoldict  of  (brtiine.    There  w 
un  (ii«  of  Ihu  name  on  bganl. 

Nole31,pHge31,col.  1. 

Tba  Cnm  of  the  South ; " 


uaCruuom 
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9f 


beUaHB,*  nfi  Andiw  GhhU,  a  Fk>rantiD6, 

lo  GiulMDO flf  lUicai,  m  1515,  «cIm  noo 

«1  akuDO  Mgno  celeate  doverk  oompinn. 

n>  '"f—"^  cndo  che  naqiMito  U  cniieio 

Dime  pari^  nal  prindpio  del  PoifBtono  om 


«t 


raivvW  aMBdMim.«90il 
AT  MM  psitt.  •  vidi  «Qttto 

NoM  as,  pm«  31.  eoL  1 
■«e«rtlMWwK!  lohia«n«iNn 
Lt  Cooilor  eK  le  mkne  cmmmi  que  le  Roe  dei 

**  Bf  the  Peraviuii,'*  my  Vefi, 
I  aneieotly  fvonhipped ;  end  there  wen  Adm 
deMenl  fiom  him."    In  tfaeM  de- 
da|B  he  itUl  nnki  ebcnre  the  Eagle. 

Mole  33,  page  31,  roL  1. 

Who  hMn  Axatea*!  dnfoe-Mdi  l»  btaina. 

Ai  the  Roe  of  die  Eart  it  laid  to  have  cairied  off 

ihe  ElephanL   See  Mareo  Polo— Axalhua,  or  the 

Eapefor,  m  the  nuae  in  the  M  enoan  langnage  for 

Ihe  great  eaipent  of  America. 

Nole  34,  page  31,  ooL  1. 
TewiMn  Akika'8  wktaf  wiUi  rtiira. 
nonheni  eitmni^  of  the  New  WoriA    See 
CooK'a  latf  Voyage. 

Note  35,  page  31,  coL  1. 
mi—  of  gold 


Gall*4  OB  dw  Spirit  wHbta. 
ColniF  dw  HMO.  ooBteliBf  all  hor  aufbt.  1 
Din  woo  tho  dork  oneomitor !  Loof  ooqiMird, 
Hot  neiod  Mot.  ■ovwtvtfn  aod  pan.  iho  bold. 
At  leogth  tho  fnot  Foo  biadi  Inr  Ibr  Uo  prieo. 
Aod  owftil.  oa  in  dootk.  tko  bodf  Hnl 
Not  kmit  to  ihnBbor !  In  on  ovU  lioor 
hilbnn'd  and  BfWd  bf  the  onkoowo  Poww, 
It •loiti.it spooks!  **Wollvo,«obnoibono 


Mnee  of  Chili;  whidi  extend,  njfi  Otaltoi  to  tfie 
ef  Migfillen  1,4. 

Note  36k  page  31,  eoL  1. 

klbnoMtotkoeoria 

A  cveom  not  peculiar  Co  the  Weetem  Hembphere. 

The  Timgooeo  of  Siberia  hang  their  dead  on  trees ; 

"  parreque  k  lerre  ne  oe  laiow  point  onvrir.** — ^M. 

Fadw. 

Note  37,  pege  31,  coL  1. 

^— ood,  Ikrooffh  thot  diMial  oifbt. 

"Aqoella  noche  triote.'*    The  night,  on  which 

Girleo  made  hio  kmouo  retreat  fitNn  Mexico  through 

the  street  of  Tkoopan,  otill  goes  b^  the  name  of  La 

■OCHX  nUSTC IIUMBOLOT. 

Note  38,  page  31,  coL  1. 
Bf  Ui  white  plnmo  nv«ol*d  aod  iMid^oM  while. 
Piaono  uaed  lodreoointhiifiMhion;  aAerGooalo, 
arhom  he  had  oerved  under  in  Italy. 

Note  39,  page  31,  ooL  1. 

0*«r  bin  a  Vampin  hie  dark  wiaga  diiplaf  *d. 

A  apecieo  of  bat  in  S.  America ;  which  refireoheo 

jf  the  gentle  agitation  of  its  wings,  while  it  sucks 

the  blood  of  the  sleeper,  turning  his  sleep  into  death. 

*-t'lXOA. 

Note  40,  page  31,  col  1. 

*T  woe  Merioo*!  self;  eoverioff  with  dnodftil 

-Now  one. 


Now  other,  as  their  ihape  eerred  beet  hie  end. 
Undoubtedly,  says  Herrera,  the  Infernal  Spirit  at* 
rarioua  shapes  in  that  region  of  the  world. 

Note  41,  page  31,  coL  1. 
Hmo.  blj  glidioff,  ele. 
The  original  passage  is  here  translated  at  fuD 


fEdiatlkoaeobile 
awythsttWIMtko 


t**elo. 

Many  a  modem  reader  will  exdaim  in  the  lan« 
gnage  of  Poooeunnti,  *'Qaelle  triate  extraTeganeef 
Let  a  great  theologian  of  that  day,  a  monk  of  the 
Angn8tineoidor,beonnaiiltedonthesnlgect.  '*Gorpaa 
iUe  perimere  vel  jogulare  potest;  nee  id  mod&,Terirm 
et  animam  ita  urgere,  et  in  angostom  ooarctaie  novit^ 
at  in  momenlo  quoque  illi  excedendom  sit.'*— Lir 
THXBtni,  Z)e  JlfifSB  Prteote. 

Note  43,  page  31,  coL  3. 
Aod  con  TOO  ehrink  1  ole. 
The  same  language  had  been  addremed  tobthal 
Im^—F.  Columbus,  c.  15. 

>rote  43^  page  31,  eoL  3. 
Oh  hod  I  peri**d,  whoD  sqr  <UEsf  ftsBM. 
Wb  miracnlans  escape,  in  eaiiy  life,  during  t  WB^ 
Bi^  off  the  coast  of  PortngaU-Ifaid.  c.  5. 


Note  44,  page  31,  ooL  3. 

ns  soon  of  FoBf,  sad  of  Pirsad  ths  pier. 
Nodo  ooodaer,  praoaottilor  di  regni ! 

By  the  Genoese  and  the  Spaniards  he  WW  regaided 
as  a  man  resolved  on  '■a  wild  dedication  of  hhnaelf 
to  impathcd  wateia,  undrsamed  shofee^  and  die 
eoortof  Pofftngalendeayored  torobhimof  thegloiy 
of  his  enterprise,  by  secretly  dispatching  a  vemel  in 
the  ooune  which  he  had  pointed  out  *'Lorsqa11 
avait  promis  un  iK>uvel  hemisphere,"  says  Voltaire, 
"on  lui  avait  soutenu  que  cet  hi^misph^re  ne  pouvoit 
exister;  et  quand  il  I'eut  d^uvert,  on  pr^tendit  qu*il 
avait  ^te  oonnu  depuis  long-temps." 

Note  45,  page  31,  col.  3. 
He  epoke  not  uninepired. 


He  used  to  affirm,  that  he  stood  in  need  of  God's 
particular  assistance ;  like  Moses  when  he  led  forth 
tho  people  of  Israel,  who  forbore  to  lay  violent  hands 
upon  him,  because  uf  the  miracles  which  God  wrought 
by  his  means.  *'  So,"  said  the  Admiral,  **  did  it  hap- 
pen to  me  <»)  that  voyage." — F.Coldmbus,  c.  19. 
**  And  so  easily."  says  a  Commentator,  "  are  the  work 
ings  of  the  Evil  One  overcome  by  the  power  of  God 

Note  46,  page  31.  col.  2. 
"In  hie  own  ehape  •hall  Death  receive  jou  there.' 
This  denunciation,  fulfilled  as  it  appears  to  be  m 
the  eleventh  canto,  may  remind  the  reader  of  tl^ 
Harpies  in  ViigiL — JEjl  HI,  v.  247. 

Note  47,  page  31,  coL  2. 
Roee  to  the  Virgin. 
Salve,  regina.  Herrera,  I,  i,  12. — ^It  was  the  twal 
service,  and  always  simg  with  great  solemnity.  *■  I 
remember  one  evening,"  says  Oviedo,  **  when  the  ship 
was  in  full  sail,  and  all  the  men  were  on  their  knaei^ 
singing  Salve,  regina."  etc.  Rdacitm  SomsmaritL^- 
The  hymn.  O  Sanetiaima,  is  still  to  be  heard  afirf 


liipselora 
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•mwet  along  the  ihom  of  Sicily,  and  ita  efiect  may 
be  better  conceived  than  described.  See  Brydone,  1, 

aaa 

Note  48,  page  31,  col.  3. 
ChowQ  of  Men ! 
I  believe  that  he  ^^-as  chosen  for  this  great  tervicc; 
and  that,  because  he  was  to  be  so  truly  an  a|>ustle,  as 
in  efiect  he  proved  to  be,  therefore  was  his  origin  ob- 
•core;  that  therein  ho  might  resemble  those  who 
were  called  to  make  known  the  name  of  the  Lord 
fiom  seas  and  rivers,  and  not  from  courts  and  palaces. 
And  I  believe  also,  that,  as  in  most  of  his  doings  he 
was  guarded  by  some  special  providence,  his  very 
name  was  not  \%iihout  some  mystery :  for  in  it  is  ex- 
pressed the  wonder  he  performed ;  inaiimuch  as  he 
conveyed  to  a  new  world  the  grace  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,  etc — F  Columbus,  c.  1. 

Note  49.  poge  31,  col.  2. 

Fin!  from  the  prow  to  hail  tho  Kliromerinx  light 
A  light  in  the  miJ^t  of  darkness,  signifying  the 
•piritual  light  that  he  came  to  spread  there. — F.  Co- 
lumbia, c  22.  Herrk&a,  I.  i,  12. 

Note  50,  page  32,  col.  1. 
Pedro  !  Rodrixo  I 

Pedro  Gutierrez,  a  Page  of  the  King's  Chamber ; 
Rodrigo  Sanchez  of  Segovia,  Comptroller  of  the  Fleet. 

Note  51,  page  32,  col.  1. 

SowUr.  bsre-headed,  ihrouf  b  the  lurf  we  bore 
The  ncred  croet. 

SIgniiying  to  the  Infernal  powers  (all*  infiemo  todo) 
tlie  will  of  the  Most  High,  that  they  should  renounce 
•  world  over  which  they  had  tyratmized  fur  so  many 
■gei^-OvAiXE,  iv,  5. 

Note  52,  page  32,  col.  1. 

But  what  a  eeeoe  wai  there ! 
"  This  coimtry  excels  all  others,  as  far  as  the  day 
■nrpasses  the  night  in  splendor. — Nor  is  there  a  better 
people  in  the  world.  They  love  their  neighbor  as 
dwmMlves;  their  conversation  is  the  sweetest  imagin- 
able, their  fiices  always  smiling :  and  so  gentle,  so 
•fif«tionate  are  they,  that  I  swear  to  your  Highnesses,** 
•le. — F.  CoLAJMBua,  c.  30,  33. 

Note  53,  page  32,  col  1 
— Njrmphe  of  romance,  etc 
Drjrades  fbrroosissimas,  aut  natives  fbntium  nyro- 
phas  de  quibtis  fiibulatur  antiquitas,  se  vidisse  arbi- 
trati  sunt — P.  Martyr,  dec.  i,  lib.  v. 

And  an  eminent  Painter  of  the  present  day,  when 
ha  fiiBt  saw  the  Apollo  of  the  Belvidere,  was  struck 
with  its  resemblance  to  an  American  warrior. — 
WnT*8  Discourse  in  the  Royal  Academy 1 1794. 

Note  54,  page  32,  col.  1. 

And  tee,  the  regsl  plumes,  the  couch  of  state ! 

"The  Cack]ue  came  dowki  to  the  shore  in  a  aort 

of  palanquin— attended  by  his  ancient  men. — ^The 

glib,  which  he  received  from  me,  were  afterwards 

earned  befim  him.'* — ^F.  Columbub,  c  32. 

Note  55,  page  33,  col.  1. 
Ths  wmdtum  rinf,  snd  Isnp,  and  bom  of  bran. 
Tlia  ring  of  Gygea,  the  laap  of  Aladdin,  and  the 
bocit  of  dit  TMar  Ung. 


Note  56,  page  32,  col.  1. 
What  long-drawn  tube,  etc 
For  the  eflects  of  the  telescope,  and  the  mirror,  on 
an  uncultivated  mind,  see  Wallis*8  Voyage  maid 
the  yVorld,  c  2  and  6. 

Note  57,  page  32,  col.  2. 
Throofth  citron-srovea.  and  fields  of  yellow  maice. 
iEtas  est  illis  aurco.  Apertis  vivunt  hortis.  P.Ma&- 
TYR,  dec  i,  3. 

Note  58,  page  32,  ool.  2. 

Ceiba. 

The  wild  cotton-tree,  often  mentioned  in  Histoiy 

''Cortes,*'  says  Bemai  Diaz,  **  took  pmsession  of  the 

country  in  the  following  manner.  Drawing  his  swon^ 

he  gave  three  cuts  with  it  into  a  great  Ceiba,  ami 

said •* 

Note  59,  page  32,  col.  2. 
There  sits  the  bird  that  speaks ! 
The  Parrot,  as  described  by  Aristotle. — HuL  Amh 
maL  \iii,  12. 

Note  60,  page  32,  col.  2. 
Hair  bird,  half  flj. 
Here  are  birds  so  small,  says  Herrera,  that  thoofl^ 
they  are  birds,  they  arc  taken  for  bees  or  butterfliea* 

Note  61,  page  32,  col.  2. 

the  fairy  kiof  of  flowers. 

The  Humming-bird.     Kakopit  (flonim  regulu)  ii 

the  name  of  an  Indian  bird,  referred  to  this  dasB  by 

Seba. 

Note  62.  page  32,  col.  2. 

Roifns  there,  sod  revels,  etc 

There  also  wns  heard  the  wild  cry  of  the  Flamingo 

What  clarion  winds  alunf  the  yellow  Mods  1 
Far  in  the  deep  the  giant -fisher  stands, 
Fokling  his  wings  of  flame. 

Note  63,  page  32,  col.  2. 
Soon  m  the  virf  in's  graceful  ear  to  shine. 
II  sert  apres  sa  mort  a  porer  les  jeunes  Indiennea, 
qtii  portent  en  pendens  d'oreilles  deux  de  cea  diar* 
mans  oiseaux. — Bupfon. 

Note  64,  pnge  32,  col.  2. 
'Mid  branching  palms  and  amaranths  of  gold ! 
According  to  an  ancient  tradition.  See  Oviedo 
Vega,  Herrera.  etc.  Not  many  yeare  afterwards  a 
Spaniard  of  distinction  wandered  everywhere  ia 
search  of  it :  and  no  wonder,  as  Robertson  observea, 
when  Columbus  himself  could  imagine  that  he  had 
ibund  the  seat  of  Paradise. 

Note  65,  page  33,  col.  1. 
And  guavas  b!ush*d  as  in  the  vales  of  light. 
They  believed  that  the  souls  of  good  men  were 
conveyed  to  a  pleasant  valley,  ahotmding  in  gnavaa 
and  other  delicious  fruits. — Herrera,  I,  iii,  3.  F.  Co- 
lumbus, c.  62. 

Note  66,  page  33,  col  1. 
There  silent  sate  many  an  anbiddeo  GimsL 
**  The  dead  walk  abroad  in  the  night,  and  ieaat 
with  the  living**  (F.  Columbits,  c.  62) ;  and  **  eat  of 
the  frtiit  called  Guann&bo.'* — P.  Martyr,  dec  i,  9 

Note  67,  page  33,  ool.  1. 
Aad  sirss,  siss.  tbsir  soos  ia  battle  slsla ! 
War  ivreiMa  die  order  of  natura.  In  gn>e  of  ^oarot 
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IlMwiotUi,  tiiB  chiMwo  tawj  Aeir  fiitiien;  in 
ofwir  theftdMTi  buy  tiMirdiUdrai!  Bottha 
Uio.-L87. 


Mole  lis.  p^ps  33*  coL  1. 

An  •ndent  Cmeiqnb,  in  his  Kie-tinie  tnd  lAer  liit 
ilMth,  flmplofod  bgr  ik*  Zsai  to  alaim  hit  people^— 
8m  F.CoiJBMM»»  e.  €9. 

Hole  BB,  pifB  33,  eol  1. 
Uhmb.  mAmN!— BiM*.  Miairtw  of  m. 
HiA  AQdur  ii  ipoaldng  in  hit  impired  diancter. 
Hidden  diinp  Are  lerenled  to  him,  uid  placed  befim 
bv  nindae  if  they  were  pteeent 

Noto  70.  page  33,  ool.  1. 

iMioaeilMUllhBffUfL 

Nor  eoold  ihey.  (the  Powen  of  DurioieM)  have 
■ne  c&ctnallf  prevented  the  pmgieei  of  the  Faith, 
dun  by  dceolatmg  the  New  World ;  fay  hniying  na^ 
inv  aliTe  in  ounea,  or  oonHgning  them  in  all  their 
to  the  afroffd. — Maekm  dt  &  db  Las  CAtia. 

Noto  71,  p^e  33,  ooL  1. 
frftk  tbey  nab  ■•  with  Um  tomal't  iweip. 
I  alwiffi  bat  many  other  animalii  hftfamit 


Not 


Noto  72,  page  33,  col.  9. 
iMoac  ■(  ■  Km  in  mitow  iprat« 
For  a  annmaiy  of  hit  life  and  character,  tea  **  An 
of  the  Eoiopean  Settlements.** — ^P.- 1,  e.  8. 

Noto  73.  page  33,  col.  3. 
)  Eke  Ibi  elbMial  bow— that  abaU  mdaia. 
It  Ii  laanrhable  that  theM  phenomena  itill  remain 
aannf  the  mj'vteriet  of  nature. 

Note  74,  pai;p  33,  col.  3. 

He  itood.  and  tbua  hit  atcrft  tout  addreM'd. 

T«  tua  lata  doc^ho.       Firg. 

flapfmi  di  tua  vita  il  viaffffio.       DanU. 

Note  75,  pai^e  33.  col.  2. 

And  daah  tb^  floods  of  ocean  to  the  ataia. 

When  he  cntpted  iho  Tngiw,  all  the  seamen  ran 

from  all  parts  to  behold,  as  it  were  some  w-onder,  a 

dup  that  had  escaped  so  terrible  a  storm. — F.  Colum- 

Hi,c.  40. 

Note  76,  page  33,  col.  2. 
Aad  TWe  icetore  thy  Secret  to  the  Deep. 
I  wiole  on  a  parchment  tluit  I  had  discovered  what 
I  had  piucntf«d; — aiMl,  having  piit  it  into  a  cask,  I 
ibrew  it  into  the  sco. — Ibid,  c,  37. 

Ntile  77.  rnRe  33.  col.  2. 
To  nchrr  ry*^.  frum  distant  cnfTdrirried. 
Balboa  iminrJiately  roncliiflrd  it  to  he  the  ocean 
(if  mhirb  ("oliimhua  liad  M>archc<l  in  vain ;  and  when, 
sx  leiiKth.  after  a  loiLnome  march  aoMing  the  moun> 
tun^  his  mudi-s  pointed  out  to  him  the  summit  from 
which  II  miffbt  be  ecen,  he  commanded  his  men  to 
halt,  and  went  up  (dene. — IlKaaERA,  I.  x,  1. 

Note  78.  paire  33,  col.  2. 
ITaoc  in  thy  ehaahef .  barif>d  in  thy  frravSb 
I  always  saw  them  in  his  room,  and  he  ordered 
to  be  buried  with  bia  body.*— F.  Columbus,  c  86. 


Noto  7D,  piffa  S9;  eoL  9l 
Tbr  i«Mnad  flMiB. 
Hii  penoD,  laya  Haneva,  bad  an  air  of  giandaw 
Hie  hair,  torn  naiiy  baidri^  had  kog  been  pifb 
In  him  yon  aaw  a  nna  of  aa  nneonqiierable  eQ«iag% 
and  high  thooghto;  patient  of  wrangi,  calm  in  MlvMb 
sity,  ever  truating  in  God  i  and,  bwl  he  lived  in  n^ 
dent  timea,  stotuea  and  templea  would  have  been 
erected  to  him  without  number,  and  bia  nana  wooU 
have  been  placed  anamg  the.  sCani 

Noto  80,  page  3<  eoL  1. 
Bydofls  of  camsis. 
One  of  these,  on  account  of  his  eitraordinaryiiigi^ 
city  and  fieroeness,  received  the  full  aUowanoa  of  a 
soldier.    His  name  was  fieaeriUo. 

Noto  81,  page  34,  col  1. 
Bwepi — tin  theToyaffer,  la  the  deaert  sir. 
With  my  own  eyes  I  saw  kingdoma  as  full  of  path 
pie.  as  hives  are  full  of  beea;  and  now  whaM  aia 
they  t — Lab  Cabab. 

Noto  82,  page  34,  ooL  1. 
atsrti  back  to  hsst  bia  sliw'd  soeieti  thws. 
No  unusual  efibct  of  an  eiubeiant  vagetotiflB.^ 
**  The  air  was  so  vitiated,**  aays  an  African  timvaUa^ 
**  that  our  torches  burnt  dim.  and  aeemed  ready  to  ha 
extinguishod ;  and  even  the  human  voice  lost  iia  natu 
ral  tone.** 

Note  83.  page  34,  ool.  1. 
Here,  fai  Hia  train,  ahaU  atta  and  araw  attend. 
"  There  are  those  idive,**  said  an  illustrious  oratoTa 
**  whose  memory  might  touch  the  two  extrenntiaa. 
Ii>rd  Bathurst,  in  1704,  was  of  an  age  to  oomptehaad 
such  things-— and,  if  his  angel  had  then  drawn  up  the 
cimain,  and,  whilst  he  was  gasng  with  admiratiaa^ 
hod  pointed  out  to  him  a  speck,  and  had  tdid  him, 
*  Young  man.  there  is  America — \%hi('h,  at  this  day, 
serves  tor  little  more  than  to  amuso  you  uith  storiea 
of  savage  men  and  uncouth  manners ;  yet  shall,  be* 
fore  you  taste  of  death,'  etc'* — Burke  in  1775. 

Note  84,  page  34.  col.  1. 
Awembling  here,  etc. 
How  simple  were  the  roaimers  of  the  early  coltv 
niffts !    The  first  ripening  of  any  Eun>))eAii  frut  wai 
distinguished  by  a  fRmily'festival.     Gnrcilasso  de  la 
Vega  relates  how  his  dear  father,  the  voloroui  An- 
dres, collected  together  in  hie  chamber  seven  or  eight 
gentlemen   to  share  with   him   throe  ai«{>aragusei^ 
the  first  that  ever  grew  on  the  table-land  of  Cusoa 
When  the  operation  of  dressing  them  was  over  (and 
it  is  minutely  described)  he  dintriNitetl   the   Swo 
largest  nnioni;  hi8  friendfi ;  liesging  that  the  company 
wotild  not  take  it  ill,  if  he  n'Horved  the  third  for  him 
self,  at  it  imsa  ihinn  fnmi  Sjmin. 

North  America  Ixcarae  instantly  an  n«ylr.m  for  the 
oppressed ;  Hugucnotv,  and  (^atholictt,  and  iiects  of 
every  name  and  rountrx'.  Such  were  the  frpt  settlers 
in  Conjlina  and  >fnr\'land,  Pennsylvania  and  New 
England.  Nor  w  SSoiith  America  allogeilier  \%itlKtit 
a  claim  to  the  title.  F.ven  now,  \%hile  I  am  \%TiUng, 
the  ancient  house  of  Braganza  is  on  its  powage  acioM 
the  Atlantic, 

Cum  lociui.  naloque,  Penatihoa.  et  mnirnia  die. 

Note  K5,  page  .34,  col.  1. 
Cntonrh'd,  ihall  drop  the  fetrera  rrom  the  riavs. 
Je  mo  tniniiix)rte  quelquefois  an-deli  d'lm  si4na. 
J  y  vois  le  bonheur  k  c6t4  de  rindiistrie.  la  donra 
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tol^rmnoe  rampb^ant  la  frfoiielio  inquintian ;  j*y  vois, 
uojour  do  (ht9t  P^ravieiii.  Mdxicuiw,  Am^ricaini 
libraa.  Fran^oii  ■'embranant  eommedet  fr&res,  et  b^n- 
imnt  le  r^gne  da  la  libeit^  qui  doit  amnner  partout 
uno  hannonie  anivenelle.^ — Mum  let  minea,  lea  et- 
elavet,  que  deviendront-tltT  Let  miAet  te  fermeroor, 
lea  etcla%*et  teront  lea  fr&rat  de  leun  ma  i  tret. 

BaiatOT. 

There  it  a  prophetic  ttanza,  wiitten  a  century  ago 
by  Bpu  Berkeley,  which  I  mutt  quote,  though  I  thall 
aufler  by  the  compuriton. 

Wmtward  the  eoorae  of  emptr*  Ukc*  itt  wijr. 

The  fuar  lint  acts  already  paat, 
A  AfUi  ihall  eloM  the  drama  with  the  day. 

Time**  oobleat  offiipniif  is  the  laat 

Note  86,  page  34.  col.  1. 

The  ipoUer  ipoU'd  of  alL 

Cortea.  *'A  peine  put-il  obtenir  audience  deCharlet- 
Quint;  un  jour  il  fendit  la  preate  qui  entourait  la 
coche  de  Tempereur,  et  monta  ttir  I'etrier  de  la  por- 
tiere. Charlet  demanda  quel  ^toit  eel  homme :  *  C'ett,* 
r^pondit  Cortex,  'celui  qui  vout  a  donn^  plut  d'^tatt 
qua  Toa  piret  ne  vout  ont  laitt^  de  villet.' "— Voltairc 


Mote  87,  page  34,  col  1. 

Che  dajref  elwa. 

Cortea,  Pizarro. — -  Abnoat  all,*'  taya  Lta 
**  have  perished.  The  innocent  blood,  whidi  thagr 
shed,  cried  aloud  for  vengeance;  the  tight,  the 
of  to  many  victimt  went  up  before  God.*' 

Note  88,  page  34,  col.  1. 

*Mid  genw  and  told,  anenvied  aad  aablstt 

L'Etpugne  a  fait  comroe  ce  roi  intent^  qui  d< 

que  tout  ce  qu'il  toucheroh  te  oonvertit  en  or,  etqoi 

fut  oblig^  de  revenir  aui  dieux  pour  let  priar  da  finir 

ta  mitere. — Mo.vmauiEU. 

Note  89.  page  34,  col  2. 
Where  oa  his  ahar-tomb,  etc. 
An  interpolation. 

Note  90,  page  34,  col  3. 
Though  in  the  western  world  His  ffrava. 
An  anachronitm.  The  body  of  Colimibua  WM  ml 
yet  removed  from  Seville. 

It  it  alniott  imnccettary  to  point  out  anodiar.  In 
the  Ninth  Canta  The  teletcope  wat  not  then  in  laai 
though  detcribed  long  before  with  great  aocoiacy  bf 
Roger  Bacon. 


3>tals; 

A   POEM. 


PREFACE. 


A  raw  copiea  of  thit  Poem  were  printed  off  in  the 
autumn  of  the  year  before  latt.  while  the  Author  wat 
abroad.  It  it  now  corrected,  and  republithed  with 
aome  additiont. 

Whatever  may  be  itt  tuccett,  it  hat  led  him  in 
many  an  aAer-dream  through  a  beautiful  country; 
and  may  not  perhapt  be  uninteretting  to  thote  who 
have  learnt  to  live  in  patt  timet  at  well  at  pretent. 
and  whote  mindt  are  familiar  with  the  evenia  and 
Iba  people  that  have  rendered  Italy  to  illuttriout. 

TIm  ttoriet.  taken  from  the  old  Chroniclert.  are 
given  without  exaggeration ;  and  are,  he  believet,  at 
true  to  the  original  text  at  any  of  the  Playt  that  may 
be  taid  to  form  our  popular  hittory. 

May  IM,  1823. 


PART  L 


I. 


THE  LAKE  OF  GENEVA. 


Dat  glimmer'd  in  the  eatt,  and  the  white  Moon 
Bimg  like  a  «apor  in  the  ctoudlett  tky. 
Tet  vitible.  when  on  my  way  I  went. 
Glad  to  be  gone— a  pilgrim  from  the  north. 
Now  mora  and  more  attracted  at  I  draw 
Nearer  and  nearer.    Era  the  artiaan, 
immiy,  halfdad,  had  from  hia  window  kan^ 


With  folded  armt  and  littlett  look  to  tnuff 
The  morning  air,  or  the  caged  iky'lailt  tung. 
From  hit  green  tod  upapringing— but  in  vain» 
His  tunoful  bill  o'er6owing  with  a  tong 
Old  in  the  dayt  of  Homer,  and  hit  wingt 
With  trantport  quivering,  on  my  way  I  went. 
Thy  gatet,  Geneva,  twinging  heavily. 
Thy  gatet  to  slow  to  open,  swift  to  thut ; 
At  on  that  Sabbath-eve  when  he  arrived,*  (1) 
Whote  name  is  now  thy  glory,  now  by  thee 
Inscribed  to  consecrate  (such  virtue  dwellt 
In  thote  tnudl  syllablet)  the  narrow  atrvtet. 
His  birth'place — when,  but  one  thort  ttep  too  lat% 
He  Rate  him  down  and  wept— wept  till  the  moniing;  ^ 
Then  rote  to  go— a  wanderer  through  the  workL 
*T  is  not  a  tale  that  every  hour  brings  with  iL 
Yet  at  a  City-gate,  fitm  time  to  time. 
Much  might  bo  learnt ;  and  mott  of  all  at  Ihino 
London — thy  hive  the  biitiest,  greateat.  ttill 
Gathering,  enlaiiging  still.     Let  ut  stand  by. 
And  note  who  pofnet.    Here  comet  one,  a  Toadi, 
Glowing  with  pride,  the  pride  of  contcioot  powai; 
A  Chaltorton — in  thought  admired,  carett'd. 
And  crown*d  like  Petrarch  in  the  Capitol ; 
Ere  long  to  die — to  foil  by  liit  own  hand. 
And  fetter  with  the  vilest    Here  come  two, 
hem  feverish,  lest  exalted— toon  to  part, 
A  Garrick  and  a  Johnton ;  Wealth  and  Fama 
Awaiting  one— even  at  the  gate,  Neglect 
And  Want  the  other.    But  what  multitudea. 
Urged  by  the  love  of  change,  and,  like  myialC 


48 


ITALY. 


# 


.  evalMi  of  to-qiomiw*!  ftra. 
on    rtinngti  but  a  rill  enteriiif  the  SeSt 
and  kmtl  Our  tMk  wouU  never  end. 


Vmf  ^iauBer'il  end  I  went,  a  fentie 
»-^w»j  t||0  Lenen  Like.   Wave  after  wave» 
IT  eueh  ihey  miglic  be  caU'd,dadb*d  M  in  eport. 
Hoc  ai^r,  wiih  ihe  pebUca  on  the  beach 
Maliii^  wiU  munc,  and  frr  w-eam-ard  caught 
Tke  fiin-^rfam — where,  alone  and  ai  eninuiced, 
Coonting  ihe  boon,  ihe  fidier  in  hie  akiff 
I^  with  hii  circular  iftid  dooed  line, 
Fafciiv  in  alence.    When  the  heart  ie  Ught 
With  hope,  all  pleaeeo,  nodang  comee  anii«; 
And  BDon  a  pawage-hoat  ewept  pily  bft 
Irtm  with  peeHOit-girk  and  liruiii  and  ikmei% 
And  BBanjr  a  ehanlideer  and  paidot  caged 
For  VcTayli  aarfcefrpiace    e  nodesr  gmip 
Seen  through  the  lilveiy  base.  But  aoon  't^ 
The  riiilUi^  hU  flapp'd  klty  ftr  an  inMant, 
TWn  bore  them  off 

I  am  not  one  of  thoM 
So  dc«i  to  an  ihn«B  m  diia  viable  world. 
So  woodnioBlf  pndbmid— at  to  move  on 
b  the  ewcec  Ught  of  heaven,  like  him  of  old  (S) 
CHbnameii  jortly  in  the  Cekndai) 
Who  through  the  daj  paieued  thie  pluamnf  path 
11ml  windi  bcmde  the  minor  of  all  beantjr.  (4) 
at  eve  his  leUow-pilgrime  mto, 
of  the  lake,  atric'd  when  it  waa. 
»U*d,  ae  they  mi|^;  and  ao  moil  all, 
what  now  I  mw ;  Ibr  now  t  waa  day 
And  the  bright  Sun  was  in  the  firmanient, 
A  thoosand  ihadowa  of  a  thousand  huee 
Chequering  the  clear  expanse.    Awhile  his  orb 
Uur^  u'cr  thy  tracUe«  fields  of  tnow,  Mont  Blanc, 
Thy  seas  of  ic«  and  ice-built  prumuiiiories. 
Thai  chazitre  iheir  nhapcs  Ibr  ever  as  in  sport; 
Th«n  trmv«fird  onwvd,  and  went  doi^Ti  behind 
Thr  puie-clad  heights  of  Jura,  lighting  op 
The  wuudman's  casement,  and  perchance  his  axe 
Bunie  humewafd  thnnigh  the  forest  in  his  hand ; 
And.  in  some  deep  and  melancholy  glen. 
That  dungeon-fortrpss  never  to  be  named, 
H*here,  Ufce  a  lion  taken  in  the  toils. 
Till— lilt  hfcaihed  out  his  brave  and  generous  spirit 
Ah.  little  did  He  think,  who  sent  him  there, 
1W  he  himself,  then  greatest  among  men, 
ftould  in  like  manner  be  so  soon  convey*d 
Acrom  the  ocean — to  a  rock  so  small 
Aaud  the  countless  multitude  of  waves, 
T^t  ships  have  gone  and  sought  it,  and  retum*d, 
Saymg  it  was  not ! 

Still  along  the  shore, 
Amnng  the  trees  I  went  for  many  a  mile, 
Uliere  damsels  sit  and  weave  their  fishing-nets, 
8cnf  ing  some  national  song  by  the  u-ay-side. 
Bat  DOW  *t  was  dusk,  and  journeying  by  the  Rhone, 
That  there  came  down,  a  torrent  from  the  Alps, 
I  enter'd  where  a  key  unlocks  a  kingdom,* 
The  moiintains  closing,  and  the  road,  the  river 
rilhng  the  namiw  pass.    There,  till  a  ray 
Glanced  through  my  lattice,  and  the  houaeholdetir 
Wam*d  me  to  rise,  to  rise  and  to  deport, 


IBtMaaaos. 


A  stir  imusoal  and  aocowpMiad 

With  many  a  toning  of  nida  faiMiiiiiiaiH 

And  many  a  laugh  that  aigned  oanUDig  yimauiub    * 

Mine  host's  ihir  dangfalar  ibr  iha  noplU  rile, 

And  nuptial  ftoat  attiring'    flwa  I  ibpl, 

And  in  my  dreama  wvider'd  onoe  11101%  waD-plaand 

But  now  a  diarm  wai  on  the  tochs^  nid  wnoda. 

And  waters ;  for,  melhooght,  1  was  with  those 

1  had  at  mom,  at  even,  wiah'd  for  there. 

IL 

TIIE  GREAT  ST.  BERNARD. 

NioiiT  was  again  deecending,  when  my  mnlab 
That  ail  day  long  had  cUmb'd  among  the  ckwd^ 
Higher  and  higher  still,  as  by  a  stair 
Let  down  from  Heaven  itseU*,  tnmsporling  ma, 
Stopp'd,  to  the  joy  of  both,  at  that  bw  door 
So  near  the  sununit  of  tho  Great  St.  Bernard ; 
Tliat  door  which  ever  on  its  hinges  moved 
Td  them  that  knock'd,  and  nightly  aende  afaniad 
Ministerii:^  Spirits.    Lying  on  the  watch, 
Two  dogs  of  gmve  demeanor  welcomed  nut,  (S) 
All  me^mess,  gentleness,  though  laige  of  liinhs 
And  a  lay-brother  of  the  Hoepital, 
Who,  as  we  loil'd  befow,  had  heard  fagr  fila 
The  distant  echoes  gahiing  on  his  ear, 
Came  and  held  fost  my  stirrup  in  his  handt 
While  I  alighted. 

Long  could  I  have  atood. 
With  a  reljgfous  awe  contemplating 
That  House,  the  highest  in  the  Ancient  Worid^ 
And  phM»d  there  for  the  noblest  purposes. 
T  was  a  rude  pile  of  simplest  mssoniy. 
With  narrow  windov^a  and  vast  buttresses. 
Built  to  endure  the  sliocks  of  Time  and  Chance » 
Yet  showing  many  a  rent,  as  well  it  might, 
Warr'd  on  for  ever  by  the  elements. 
And  in  an  evil  day,  nor  long  ago. 
By  violent  men — when  on  the  mountain-top 
The  French  and  Austrian  banners  met  in  conflict. 

On  the  same  rock  beside  it  stood  the  church, 
ReA  of  its  cross,  not  of  its  sanctity; 
The  vesper-bell,  for  't  was  the  vesper-hour. 
Duly  proclaiming  through  the  wilderness. 

All  ye  who  hear,  whatever  be  your  work. 
Stop  for  an  instant — move  your  lija  in  prayer!** 
And,  just  beneath  it,  in  that  dreary  dale. 
If  dale  it  might  be  call'd,  so  near  to  Heaven, 
A  littlo  lake,  whore  never  fish  Icap'd  up, 
Lay  like  a  spot  of  ink  amid  the  snow ; 
A  star,  the  oniy  one  in  that  small  sky, 
On  its  dead  surface  glimmering.   T  was  a  scene 
Resembling  nothing  I  had  lefl  behind, 
As  though  all  worldly  ties  were  now  dissolved ;  •* 
And  to  incline  the  mind  still  more  to  thought. 
To  thought  and  sod  new,  on  the  eastern  shore 
Under  a  beetling  cliff  stoctd  half  in  shadow 
A  lonely  chapel  destined  for  the  dead, 
For  such  as,  having  wander'd  from  their  way. 
Had  perish*d  miserably      Side  by  side. 
Within  they  lie,  a  mournful  company 
All  in  their  nhrouds,  no  earth  to  cover  them; 
Their  features  full  of  life,  yet  motionlem 
lln  the  brued  day,  nor  soon  to  uuOer  diangOb 
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Though  the  barr*d  windows,  barr'd  against  the  wolf. 
Are  always  open ! 

But  the  BUe  blew  cold ;  (G) 
And,  bidden  to  a  spare  but  cheerful  m«U, 
I  sate  among  the  holy  bruiherhuod 
At  their  long  board.    Tho  fiirc  indeed  was  such 
As  is  prescribed  on  days  of  niMtiiiencc, 
But  might  liave  pleased  a  nic*er  lanio  ihan  mine ; 
And  tliruugh  the  floor  canio  n\\  an  an<'i(Mit  matron 
Serving  unseen  below ;  while  from  the  ruof 
(The  nwf,  ihe  floor,  iho  wails  of  native  fir), 
A  lamp  hun(i(  flickering,  such  om  luves  to  fling 
Jts  partial  light  on  Apostolic  heads, 
And  sheds  a  grace  on  all.    Theirs  Time  as  yet 
llad  changed  not.    Some  were  nlmut«t  in  the  prime; 
Nor  was  a  brow  o'ercosl.    Seen  as  I  saw  them. 
Ranged  round  their  ample  hearth-olonc  in  an  hour 
Of  rest,  they  were  as  gay,  as  free  fn)ra  guile, 
As  children ;  answering,  and  at  once,  to  all 
Tho  genller  impulses,  lo  pleasure,  mirth ; 
Mingling,  nt  intervals,  with  rational  talk 
Music ;  and  gntherins^  news  fmm  them  that  came, 
As  of  some  other  world.     K.it  when  the  storm 
RoMe,  and  the  snow  roll'd  on  in  ocean-billo^\'s. 
When  on  his  face  the  exfierieneed  traveller  fell, 
Shcllenng  his  \i[m  and  ntMtrils  with  his  hands, 
Tlien  all  wsis  changed ;  and,  sallying  with  their  pack 
Into  that  blank  of  nature,  they  became 
Unearthly  U^ings.     '*  Aiu<elm,  higher  up. 
Just  where  it  (Irifls,  a  dog  howls  loud  mid  long, 
And  now,  as  guided  by  a  voice  from  Heaven, 
Digs  with  his  feet.     That  noble  vehemence 
Whose  can  it  be,  but  his  who  never  err'd  f 
Let  us  to  work !  there  is  no  time  to  lose ! — 
But  who  dcs<;ends  Mont  Vclan  7  T  is  La  Croix. 
Away,  away !  if  not,  alas,  too  late. 
Homeward  he  drags  on  old  man  and  a  hoy. 
Faltering  and  fiiUing,  and  but  half  awaken'd. 
Asking  U>  sleep  again."     Such  their  discourse. 

Oft  has  a  venerable  rw>f  received  me ; 
Sc  Bruno's  once '  (7) — where,  when  tho  winds  were 

hush*d. 
Nor  fiom  the  cataract  the  voice  came  up. 
Ton  might  have  heard  the  mole  wxirk  luiderground, 
So  great  the  stillness  of  that  place ;  none  seen. 
Save  when  from  rock  to  rock  a  hermit  cross'd 
By  aome  rude  bridge — or  one  at  midnight  uAVd 
To  matins,  and  white  habits,  issuing  forth, 
Glided  along  those  aisles  interminable, 
All,  all  observant  of  the  sarre<!  law 
Of  Silence.     Nor  is  that  se<|uester'd  spot. 
Once   calle«l   "Sweet  Waters,"  now  "The  Shady 

Vole.-» 
To  me  unknown ;  that  house  so  rich  of  ol<I, 
So  courteous,  fH;  an<i  by  two,  that  pas8*d  that  way,' 
Amply  re()uitcd  with  immortal  verse, 
Tho  Poet's  payment. 

Btit,  amons:  them  all. 
None  can  with  this  compare,  the  dangerous  seat 
Of  generous,  active  Virtue.    What  though  Frost 
Reign  everlastingly,  and  ice  and  snow 
Thaw  not.  but  gather — there  is  that  within, 
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Which,  where  it  comes,  makes  Sammer;  and  m 

tliought. 
Oft  am  I  sitting  on  the  bench  beneath 
Their  garden-plot,  where  all  that  vcgetalea 
Is  but  some  scanty  lettuce,  to  oliserve 
l^hose  from  the  South  ascending,  every  step 
As  though  it  were  their  last — and  instantly 
Restored,  rcnew'd,  advancing  as  with  songs, 
S<wn  as  they  see,  turning  a  lofty  crag. 
That  plain,  that  modest  structure,  promising 
Bread  to  ilie  hungry,  (9)  to  the  weary  rest. 

HI. 

THE  DESCENT. 

My  mule  refresh'd-— and,  let  the  truth  be  told* 
He  was  not  of  that  vile,  that  scurvy  race, 
From  sire  to  son  lovers  of  controversy, 
But  patien^  diligent,  and  sure  of  foot. 
Shunning  the  loijse  stone  on  the  precifMce, 
Snorting  suspicion  while  with  sight,  smell,  toudi. 
Examining  the  wet  and  spongy  moss. 
And  on  his  haunches  sitting  to  slide  down 
The  steep,  the  smooth — my  mule  refresh'd,  hia  bel^ 
(lingled  once  more,  the  sij^ial  to  depart. 
And  we  set  out  in  the  grey  light  of  dawn. 
Descending  rapidly — by  waterfalls 
Fast^frozen,  and  among  huge  blocks  of  ice 
That  in  their  long  career  had  stopt  mid-way. 
At  length,  uneheik'd,  unbidden,  he  stood  still; 
And  all  his  bells  were  muiHed.    Then  my  Guide, 
Lowering  liis  voice,  addrcss'd  me:  ** Through  thii 

Cliasm 
On  and  say  nothing — for  a  word,  a  breath. 
Stirring  the  air,  may  loosen  and  bring  down 
A  winter's  snow— enough  lo  overwhelm 
The  horse  and  loot  that,  night  and  day.  defDed 
Along  this  poth  lo  conquer  at  Marenga 
Well  I  rememlier  how  1  met  them  here. 
As  the  light  dicnl  away,  and  how  Napoleon, 
Wrapt  in  his  cloak — I  couKl  not  \)c  dec^ved— 
Rein'd  in  his  horse,  and  ask'd  me,  as  I  pass'd. 
How  fur  't  was  to  St.  Remi.    Where  the  rock 
Juts  forward,  and  the  road,  cnimbling  away, 
Narrou-s  almost  to  nothing  at  its  Inse, 
T  was  there ;  and  down  along  the  brink  he  led 
To  Victory ! — Dessaix,  who  tum'd  the  scale,  (10) 
I>>aving  his  life-blood  in  that  famous  field 
(When  the  clouds  lircak,  we  may  discern  the  tpol 
In  tho  blue  hnxe),  slee|»,  as  you  saw  at  <lawn. 
Just  as  you  enter'd.  in  the  Hospital-church." 
So  saying,  f(>r  awhile  he  held  his  peace, 
Awe-«ilru<*k  l>eneath  that  <lr(>adful  Canopy; 
But  9otn\,  the  danger  |ttss'd,  launch'd  forth  again 

IV. 

JORASSF- 

JoRASSE  was  in  his  thrce-and-twentieth  year ; 
Graceful  and  active  as  a  stag  just  roused ; 
Gentle  withal,  and  pleasant  in  his  speech. 
Vet  seldom  seen  to  smile.     He  ha<l  grown  op 
Among  the  Hunters  of  the  Higher  Alps; 
Had  caught  their  starts  and  fiUi  of  thoiightftilnea^ 
Their  hagirard  kx>ks,  and  strange  soliloquieo. 
Said  to  arise  by  those  who  dwell  below. 
From  frequent  dealinga  with  the  Motmtain-Spiriti. 
But  other  ways  bad  taught  him  better  things  i 
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hm  wmthm'h  mankaig  by  mj  ade, 
MnoHb  who  with  him  had  ciom'd 
IW  fioam  ttad,  widi  him  &milnriy 
Aion^  the  rough  daj nd  niiigheriiight eoovMMd 
ii  ^uqr  a  c^attt  round  th»  Ftak  of  Tttnr/ 
Rpimd  Tbcnl,  Tour,  WeU4Mii  ond  Rnimlnv 
Aad  Uer.  whow  tlwme  k  iDMoeinble, ' 
Wbo  •&!■,  wiihdmwn,  in  viifUHMU<Mjr, 
Kor  oA  onToili.    Anon  an  Avalancho 
RoU'd  in  kmg  ihonder ;  and  a  fludden  cndw 
flfaarp  and  owlaUie,  to  the  staitled  oar 
TUd  ihatiw-downaoontinintof  lee 
Had  bunt  in  twain.    Bat  ha  had  now  begun, 
Aad  with  what  tnnqMitt  ha  raodtt'd  the  hour 
Whaa  to  deeenra,  to  win  hie  blooaung  brida^ 
Maddaine  of  Annecy,  to  hit  6et  he  bound 
IW  iron  crompom,  and,  aroending,  trod 
IW  Upperreabaeof  l>0Bt;then,bf  aeord 
Lbi  ImlPway  down,  eniir*d  a  Grot  atarMgfat, 
And  gaiher*d  fiom  afaofo^  below,  around,  (11) 
Tke  poinied  ajfotale! 

Otooe^  nor  kng  befoe  (19) 
fthm  did  hie  tongue  run  on,  ftet  at  hie  lee^ 
And  with  an  eloqoenee  that  Nataro  giree 
tVi  an  her  childwn    hroalring  off  by  otarte 
laie  ibe  hardi  and  mda,  oA  ai  the  Mole 
Dkvw  1m  diepieaiuw)  onee,  nor  kmg  befoe, 
Akna  at  day4veak  on  the  Mettenbeig, 
Be  diipp'd,  he  fell ;  and,  ihroaf^  a  fearfiil  eleft 
Gbdinc  fioai  ledge  to  lodge,  fiom  deep  to  deeper. 
Went  to  the  Under-worid!  Loog-while  ha  lay 
Open  hit  rugged  bed — then  waked  like  one 
Wirinqg  to  eleep  egain  and  sleep  feerer! 
for.  looking  round,  he  mw  or  lfaoa|^  he  eaw 
baoBwmble  branches  of  a  Cevem, 
Wmding  beneaih  a  solid  crust  of  ice ; 
Wiih  here  aiid  ihen>  a  rent  that  show'd  the  stars  I 
Hliei  th<>n.  alas,  wax  led  liim  but  to  die  ? 
Whsl  ebe  in  thuae  innneamirable  chambers, 
Sippwn  with  the  bones  of  miserable  men, 
lo«t  like  himKolf  f    Yet  must  he  wander  on. 
Till  ctM  and  hunger  Kt  his  spirit  free ! 
kn*\.  nxiii^.  he  began  his  dreary  ruiirid ; 
When  bark,  the  nui»c  as  of  w)me  mighty  River 
W-irkms;  its  %%*•>'  to  light!    But-k  he  withdrew, 
Riii  ftjun  rvtum'd,  and,  fcarlnw  from  desiwiir, 
Dt»h'd  'flown  the  dismal  Channel ;  and  all  day. 
If  day  could  be  where  utter  darkness  was, 
Trsveil'd  incesmntly,  the  cragg>'  roof 
Just  over^iead,  and  the  impetuous  ^a-aves, 
S*w  bmod  nor  deep,  yet  with  a  giant's  strength 
La^ns  him  on.     At  lost  the  water  slept 
In  a  dead  lake— at  the  thin]  step  he  took, 
rii&thooMble— end  the  roof,  that  long 
llsd  threalen'd.  suddenly  descending,  lay 
rUi  on  the  aurfiice.     Statue-like  he  stood, 
list  journey  ended ;  when  a  my  divino 
Shnc  ihrough  his  soul.    Breathing  a  i>rayer  to  Her 
WhoNe  exni  are  never  shut,  the  Blessed  Vii^n, 
He  plunged,  he  swam — and  in  an  instant  rose. 
The  bomer  past,  in  light,  in  sunshine!    Through 
A  sratlin^  valley,  full  of  cottages. 
Gbnerinc  the  river  ron :  and  on  the  bank 
Tho  }'oung  were  dancing  ('t  was  a  festival-day) 
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Allinlheirbortattlra.    Hmto  fini  Iw  ww 
His  Madeleine.    In  the  crowd  At  itood  to  heafp 
When  all  drew  round,  inquiring;  and  her  feoe^ 
Seen  behind  all,  and,  Taiying,  as  he  spoke, 
With  hope,  and  fear,  and  genoroos  empathy, 
Subdued  faink    From  that  very  hour  ha  hnred. 

The  tale  waa  long,  but  condnglo  a  doee, 
When  his  dark  eyes  flash*d  fire,  and,  itopping  siMri^ 
He  listen*d  and  look*d  up^    I  look'd  up  too ; 
And  twice  there  came  a  hiss  that  through  me  thiilM* 
"Twasheaid  nomore.    A  Chamoie  on  the  cliff 
Had  nraeed  his  felknvs  with  that  ay  of  fear, 
And  all  wero  fime. 

But  now  the  thread  was  beokmi . 
Love  and  its  joys  had  vanish'd  fiom  his  mind; 
And  he  recounted  his  hair-breadth  eeeapeo 
When  with  his  fiiend,  Hubert  of  Bionnay, 
(His  ancient  carbine  from  his  shoulder  along. 
Hie  axe  to  hew  a  staircase  in  the  ice) 
He  track'd  their  feotsteps.    By  a  doud  iurpriBed» 
Upon  a  crag  among  the  precipices, 
Whero  the  next  step  had  hurl'd  them  fifty  fctiii^yi^ 
Oft  had  they  stood,  lock'd  in  each  odier*a  uum. 
All  the  long  night  under  a  fteeang  sky. 
Each  guarding  each  the  while  fiom 
Oh,  't  was  a  sport  he  loved  dearer  than  Ufe, 
And  only  would  with  life  itself  relinquidi ! 
**  My  sire,  my  grandsire  died  anMHig  theee  wilda. 
As  fer  myself^*'  he  cried,  and  he  h^  ferdi 
Hie  wallet  in  hie  hand,  *«  this  do  I  call 
My  winding-sheet— fer  1  shall  have  no  other!" 

And  he  spoke  truth.    Withm  a  little  month 
He  lay  sroung  these  awful  solitudes, 
(T  was  on  a  glacier^half^way  up  to  Heaven) 
Taking  his  final  rest.     Long  did  his  wife. 
Suckling  her  babe,  her  only  one,  look  out 
The  way  he  went  at  parting,  but  he  came  not! 
Long  fear  to  close  her  eyes,  lest  in  her  sleep 
(Such  their  belief)  he  f^lKiuld  appear  befine  her. 
Frozen  and  ghastly  pole,  or  crushed  and  bleeding; 
To  tell  hnr  \^hore  ho  lay,  and  supplicate 
For  the  last  rite !    At  length  the  dismal  news 
Came  to  her  ears,  and  to  her  eyes  his  corse 

V. 

MARGUERITi:  DE  TOURS. 

Now  the  grey  greniic,  starting  through  the  snow, 
Discover'd  many  a  variegated  moss  ' 
That  to  the  pilgrim  resting  on  liis  staff* 
Shadows  out  caries  and  islands ;  and  ere  long 
Niimlwrlcss  flowera.  such  an  disdain  to  livo 
In  lower  regions,  and  delighted  drink 
The  clouds  befiire  they  fall,  flowers  of  all  hues. 
With  their  diminutive  leaves  cover'd  the  ground 
T  was  then,  that,  turning  by  an  ancient  larch, 
Shiver'd  in  two,  yet  most  mnjestical 
With  its  long  level  branches,  we  observed 
A  human  figure  sitting  on  a  stone 
Far  down  l>y  tlie  wny-sidc — just  where  the  rock 
Is  riven  asunder,  and  the  Evil  One 
Has  bridged  the  gulf,  a  wondrous  mouiiment  (13) 
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Built  in  one  night,  from  which  the  Hood  h«nealh. 
Raging  along,  all  foam,  ii  teen  not  heard, 
And  ieen  as  motionleaa! 

Nearer  we  drew, 
And  't  waa  a  woman  young  and  delicate. 
Wrapt  in  a  nnaet  cloak  from  head  to  foot. 
Her  eyea  cast  down,  her  cheek  upon  her  hand 
In  deepest  thought.    Young  as  she  was,  she  Ht>re 
The  matron^»p ;  and  from  her  shape  we  judged, 
As  well  we  might,  that  it  wt>uld  not  bo  long 
Ere  nhe  became  a  mother.     Pale  she  looked. 
Yet  cheerful ;  though,  methought,  once,  if  not  twice, 
She  wiped  away  a  tear  that  ^%-ould  be  coming : 
And  in  those  moments  her  small  hat  of  straw, 
Worn  on  one  side,  and  gamish'd  with  a  riband 
Glittering  with  gold,  but  ill  conceal'd  a  face 
Not  soon  to  be  forgotten.     Rising  up 
On  our  approach,  she  joumey'd  slowly  on ; 
And  my  companion,  long  before  we  met. 
Knew,  and  ran  down  to  greet  her. 

She  was  bom 
(Such  was  her  artless  tale,  told  with  fresh  tean) 
In  Val  d*Ao8ta ;  and  an  Alpine  stream. 
Leaping  from  crag  to  crag  in  its  short  course 
To  join  the  Dora,  tum'd  her  father's  mill. 
Hiere  did  she  bloamm  till  a  Volaisan, 
A  townsman  of  Martigny,  won  her  heart. 
Much  to  the  old  man*s  grief.     Long  he  held  out, 
Unwilling  to  resign  her ;  and  at  length, 
When  the  third  summer  came,  they  stole  a  match 
And  fled.    The  act  was  sudden ;  and  when  far 
Away,  her  spirit  had  misgivings.     Then 
She  pictured  to  herself  that  aged  face 
Sickly  and  wan,  in  sorrow,  not  in  anger ; 
And,  when  at  last  she  heard  his  hour  was  near 
Went  forth  unseen,  and,  burdcn'd  as  she  was, 
Cron'd  the  high  Alps  on  foot  to  ask  forgiveness. 
And  hold  him  to  her  heart  before  he  died. 
Her  task  was  done.     She  had  fuinil'd  her  wish, 
And  now  was  on  her  uny,  rejoicing,  weeping. 
A  frame  like  hers  had  sufler'd ;  but  her  love 
Was  strong  within  her ;  and  right  on  she  went. 
Fearing  no  ill.     May  all  good  Angels  guard  her ! 
And  should  I  once  again,  as  once  I  may, 
Viait  Martigny,  I  will  not  forget 
Thy  hospitable  roof,  Marguerite  de  Tours ; 
Thy  sign  the  silver  swan.'    Heaven  prosper  Thee ! 

VI. 

THE  ALPS. 

Who  first  beholds  those  everlasting  clouds. 
Seed-time  and  harvest,  morning,  noon  and  night. 
Still  where  they  were,  stedfast,  immovable ; 
Who  first  beholds  the  Alps — that  mighty  chain 
Of  Mountains,  stretching  on  from  east  to  west. 
So  massive,  yet  so  shado^%7,  so  ethereal, 
As  to  belong  rather  to  Heaven  than  Elarth — 
But  instantly  receives  into  his  soul 
A  sense,  a  feeling  that  he  loses  not, 
A  something  that  informs  him  't  is  a  moment 
Whence  he  may  date  hencofbnp^-ard  and  for  ever  ? 

To  roe  they  scero'd  the  barriera  of  a  World, 
Saying,  Thus  far,  no  fiirther!  and  as  o'er 


1  LaC^gas. 


The  level  plain  I  tra^'eU'd  silently, 
N^uing  them  more  and  more,  day  after  day 
My  ^tuidering  thoughts  my  only  company. 
And  they  before  me  still,  ofl  as  I  kxik'd, 
A  strange  delight,  mingled  with  fear,  came  o* 
A  u-ooder  as  at  things  I  luid  not  heard  of! 
Ofl  as  1  look'd,  I  felt  as  though  it  were 
For  the  first  time ! 

Great  was  the  tumult  thenb 
Deafening  the  din,  when  in  barbaric  pomp 
The  Carthaginian  on  hia  march  to  Rome 
Entered  tlicir  fastnesses.    Trumf^g  the  inowi^ 
The  war-horse  reared ;  and  the  tower'd  elephent 
Uptum'd  his  tnmk  into  the  murky  sky. 
Then  tumbled  headlong,  swallowed  up  and  UmH, 
lie  and  his  rider. 

Now  the  scene  is  changed ; 
And  o'er  Mont  Cenis,  o'er  the  Simplon  winds 
A  path  of  pleasure.     Like  a  silver  zone 
Vlvaig  about  carelessly,  it  shines  a&r. 
Catching  the  eye  in  many  a  broken  link. 
In  many  a  turn  and  traverse  as  it  glides ; 
And  ofl  above  and  ofl  below  appears, 
Seen  o'er  the  wall  by  him  who  journeys  op^ 
As  though  it  were  another,  not  the  same. 
Leading  along  ho  knows  not  whence  or  whithw 
Yet  through  its  fairy  course,  go  where  it  will* 
The  torrent  stops  it  not,  the  rugged  rock 
Opens  and  leti  it  in ;  and  on  it  nms. 
Winning  its  easy  vi-oy  from  clime  to  clime 
Through  glens  lock'd  up  before. 

Not  such  my  piA  t 
Mine  but  for  those,  who,  like  Jean  Jacques, delight  (14) 
In  dizziness,  gazing  and  shuddering  on 
Till  fascination  comes  and  the  brain  turns ! 
Mine,  though  I  judge  but  from  my  ague-fits 
Over  the  Dronce,  just  where  tlie  Abbot  fell,  (15) 
The  same  as  liannibal's. 

But  now  't  is  past. 
That  turbulent  C!haos ;  and  the  promised  land 
Lies  at  my  feet  in  all  its  loveliness ! 
To  him  who  starts  up  from  a  terrible  dream. 
And  lo  the  sun  is  shining,  and  the  lark 
Singing  aloud  for  joy,  lo  him  is  not 
Such  sudden  ravishment  as  now  I  feel 
At  tlie  first  glimpses  of  fiiir  Italy. 

VII. 

COMO. 

I  LovK  to  sail  along  the  Larian  Lake 
Under  the  shore — though  not  to  visit  Plinjr, 
To  catch  him  muning  in  his  plane-tree  wdk* 
Or  fishing,  as  he  might  be.  from  his  window  i 
And,  to  deal  plainly,  (may  his  Shade  forgive  BM^ 
Could  I  recall  the  ages  )«uit,  and  fAay 
The  fool  with  Time,  I  sliould  perhaps  reaenre 
My  leisure  for  Catullus  on  hit  Lake, 
Tliough  to  fare  worae,  or  Virgil  at  his  fium 
A  little  further  on  the  way  to  Mantua. 
But  such  things  cannot  be.     So  I  sit  still. 
And  let  the  boatman  shifl  his  little  sail. 
His  soil  so  forked  and  so  swallow-like, 
Well-pleosed  with  all  that  comes.    The 
Plays  on  my  cheek  how  gently,  flinging  rounl 
A  silvery  gleam :  and  now  the  purple  nirta 
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SMt  Eke  •  curtain ;  now  die  snn  looki  oat, 
FnUog.  o*er&>wing  with  hit  gloriom  light 
Thii  noble  amphitheatre  of  miMiDtaiiia ; 
And  now  appear  as  on  a  photj^raea 
Rmnberieae  barks,  from  Atfilan,  from  Pavia ; 
Some  miling  up,  tome  down,  and  wome  at  anchor. 
Lading,  onUding  at  that  small  port-town 
Under  tke  proroontory-^ts  tdl  tower 
And  long  flat  roo6,  just  such  as  Pouasin  drew, 
Caoglit  by  a  sun-beam  slanting  through  a  cloud ; 
A  qnajr-like  scene,  glittering  and  foil  of  life, 
Anddoabied  by  reflection. 

What  delight, 
Aher  80  lof^  a  sqjoom  in  the  wild, 
Tbbear  oDce  more  the  sounds  of  cheerAil  labor! 
■  But  in  a  clime  like  this  where  are  they  not? 
Along  the  shores,  among  the  hills  't  is  now 
TW  heyday  of  the  Vintage ;  all  abroad. 
But  moat  the  yoang  and  of  the  gentler  sex. 
Busy  in  gathering ;  all  among  the  vines, 
Soese  CO  the  ladder,  and  some  underneath, 
Filliqg  their  baskets  of  green  wicker>work. 
While  many  a  eanaonet  and  frolic  Uuif^ 
Goose  through  the  leaves ;  the  vines  in  light  festoons 
From  tree  to  tree,  the  trees  in  avenues, 
And  every  avenue  a  coveFd  walk. 
Hong  with  black  doMers.    T  is  enough  to  make 
IVe  sad  man  merry,  the  benevolent  one 
Melt  into  iean--so  general  is  the  joy ! 
While  up  and  down  the  clifis,  over  the  lake. 
Wains  osen-drawn,  and  pannier'd  mules  are  seen, 
with  grapes,  and  dropping  rosy  wine. 


Here  I  received  from  thee,  Filippo  Mori, 
One  of  those  conrtnies  so  swrct,  «o  rare ! 
H'h^n,  an  I  ramMo<l  ihmiicrh  ihy  vincyard-groimd 
(>n  \h**  hiIl-«n!o,  ihou  ><^•^t"^*l  thy  litll<'  son, 
Chsr^cHJ  uith  a  hunch  ahiKWt  as  big  as  he, 
To  preas  it  on  the  stranger. 

May  thy  vats 
Cferdow.  anil  he,  thy  ^^-illing  gift-bearer, 
Live  t«)  i»e<t>nie  ere-long  himnelf  a  giver; 
Ar^i  m  due  titnp,  \%h»'n  thou  art  full  of  honor, 
The  f  ULlf  of  thine  old  age ! 

In  a  Strang^  land 
Scrh  th:n«»^  however  trifling,  rearh  the  heart, 
Arxl  ihn.>ueh  the  heart  the  head,  clearing  away 
The  narrow  noti^wis  that  grow  up  at  home, 
And  in  their  place  grat\ing  Ck>od-\Vill  to  All. 
At  lewit  I  finuid  it  m>  ;  nor  less  at  eve, 
HTicn.  bwidrn  as  an  Knglihh  traveller 
T  was  by  a  little  boat  that  gave  ine  chase 
With  fnr  and  kijI.  as  homeward-bound  1  cross'd 
The  hov  of  Traraezrine).  right  readily 
I  fim'd  my  prow  and  f<)llow'd,  landing  soon 
WSer*»  *!#•{*  of  purest  nwrble  met  the  wave ; 
Where.  ihn»iigh  the  trellij»ei»  and  corridors, 
Srtf^  muMr  rame  rv*  from  Armida's  i»nlace, 
BrKii}^'..2  cn«  fianmirnit  oVr  the  worxls.  the  waters; 
A!>:  (hn»'?*i  a  briiiht  pavilion,  briiiht  a»  day, 
T'lrTTv*  «':*  h  a-*  h-TH  were  flittincr.  l<»st  among 
Si'^h  a»  of  old  in  w>U'r  {¥>mp  swept  \iy, 
Su#"h  a.*  atl'im  ih#'  iriiim|th«  aiul  tho  ffast«i 
P»jTi:'»iI  by  ra:»!iari:  iHI'  where  the  world  danced 
l'»ler  the  «tarrv  i«ky,  while  1  lofik'd  on, 
AdnLriiiq.  U^temng.  quoinntr  gromulato,  (17) 
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And  reading,  in  the  eyes  that  sparkled  round. 
The  thousand  love-adventures  written  there. 

Can  I  forget — ^no,  never,  such  a  scene 
So  full  of  witchery !    Night  linger'd  still, 
When,  with  a  dying  breeze,  I  left  Bellaggio ; 
But  the  strain  foUow'd  me ;  and  still  I  saw 
Thy  smile,  Angelica;  and  still  I  heard 
Thy  voice— once  and  again  bidding  adieu. 

vm. 

BERGAMO. 

Tm  song  was  one  that  I  had  heard  before. 
But  ^»diere  I  knew  not    It  inclined  to  sadness ; 
And,  turning  round  from  the  delicious  fiuv 
My  landlonl's  little  daughter,  Barbara, 
Had  from  her  apron  just  roll'd  out  befiwe  roe. 
Figs  and  rock-melons— at  the  door  1  saw 
Two  boys  of  lively  aspect     Peasant-like 
They  were,  and  poorly  clad,  but  not  unskilled ; 
With  their  small  voices  and  on  old  guitar 
Winning  their  mazy  progress  to  my  heart 
In  that  the  only  universal  language. 
But  soon  they  changed  the  measure,  entering  on 
A  pleasant  dialogue  of  sweet  and  sour, 
A  war  of  words,  and  waged  with  looks  and  gestoiea, 
Between  Trapponti  and  his  ancient  dame, 
Mona  Lucilia.     To  and  fro  it  went ; 
\Vhile  many  a  titter  on  the  stairs  was  heard, 
And  Barbara's  among  them. 

When  't  was  done. 
Their  dark  eyes  flashed  no  longer,  yet  roethought 
In  many  a  glance  as  from  the  soul,  expressed 
More  than  enough  to  serve  them.    Far  or  near. 
Few  let  them  {wlss  unnoticed ;  and  there  was  not 
A  mother  round  alxiut  for  many  a  league, 
But  could  rejx'at  their  8tor>'.    Twins  they  were. 
And  orphans,  as  I  learnt,  cast  on  the  world ; 
Their  parents  Iwt  in  llie  old  ferry-boat 
That,  three  years  since,  la>«t  Martinmas,  went  doA^H 
Crossing  the  rough  Penacus.' 

May  they  live 
Blameless  and  happy — rich  they  cannot  be, 
IJke  him  who,  in  the  da\8  of  Minstrelsy,  (18) 
Came  in  a  beggar's  wet-ds  to  Petmrch's  door, 
Cryinir  wiihout,  "  Give  nie  a  lay  to  sing  I" 
And  s<K>n  in  silk  (such  then  the  power  of  sone) 
Rctiim'd  to  thank  him ;  or  like  him,  wayworn 
And  lost,  who.  by  the  foaming  Adige 
Descending  from  th<«  Tyn»l,  na  night  fell, 
Kno<-k'd  at  a  city-g-i'e  near  ihc  luil-f  wt, 
The  gate  that  bore  so  long,  sculptured  in  stone. 
An  eagle  on  a  ladih-r,  and  at  once 
Foimd  welcome — ni^hiiy  in  tlie  banner'd  hall 
Tuning  his  harp  to  tal«'s  of  Chivalry 
Before  the  great  Masiino,  (lU)  and  his  guests, 
Tlio  three-aiid-twf'iiiv,  by  some  adverse  forluno, 
Bv  war  or  Irciisoii  or  rloniestic  malice, 
Refl  of  iheir  kijulv  cmvMiii,  rofl  of  their  all. 
And  Uving  on  lus  Ijouiily. 

Hut  who  now 
Enters  the  chanilTr.  flourisliing  a  scn>ll 
In  his  right  luuid,  his  left  at  evcr>'  step 
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Brushing  the  floor  with  what  was  once  a  hat 
Of  cercmooy.    Gliding  on,  he  comes. 
Slipshod,  ungarter'd  ;  his  long  suil  of  black 
Dingy  and  threadbare,  though  renew'd  in  petchea 
Till  it  has  almost  ceased  to  be  the  old  ooe. 
At  length  arrived,  and  with  a  shrug  that  pleads 
**  T  is  my  necesnty !"  he  stops  and  speak*, 
Serening  a  smile  into  his  dinnerless  face. 

'^  I  am  a  Poet,  Signer : — give  me  leave 
To  bid  you  welcome.  Though  you  shrink  from  notice, 
The  splendor  of  yc»ur  name  has  gone  before  you ; 
And  Italy  from  sea  to  sea  rejoices. 
As  well  indeed  she  may !    But  I  tran^;reH : 
I  too  have  known  the  weight  of  praise,  and  ougfat 
To  spare  another." 

Saying  so,  he  laid 
His  sonnet,  an  impromptu,  on  my  table. 
And  bow'd  and  leA  me ;  in  his  hollow  hand 
Receiving  my  small  tribute,  a  zeochino. 
Unconsciously,  as  docton  do  their  feet. 

My  omelet,  and  a  flagon  of  hill-wine, 
**  The  very  best  in  Bergamo !"  had  long 
Fled  from  all  eyes ;  or,  like  the  young  Gil  BUm 
De  Santillane,  I  had  perhaps  been  seen 
Rartefing  my  bread  and  salt  for  empty  praise. 

IX. 

ITALY. 

Am  I  in  Italy  ?   Is  this  the  Mincius  f 
Are  those  the  distant  turrets  of  Verona  f 
And  shall  I  sup  where  Juliet  at  the  Masque  (20) 
Saw  her  loved  Montague,  and  now  sleeps  by  him? 
Such  questions  hourly  do  I  ask  m>'self ;  (21) 
And  not  a  finger-post  by  the  n>ad-8ide 
"To  Mantua" — "To  Fernira" — but  excites 
Surprise,  and  doubt,  and  self-congratulation. 

O  Italy,  how  beautiful  thou  art ! 
Yet  I  miild  weej) — tor  ihou  art  lying,  alas! 
Low  m  the  dust ;  and  they  who  come,  admire  thee 
As  we  admire  the  beautiful  in  death. 
I'tune  was  a  dangerous  gift,  the  gifl  of  Beauty. 
Would  thou  hadiit  let«,  or  wert  as  onre  thou  wast, 
Inspiring  awe  in  thwe  who  now  enslave  thee ! 
—But  why  des|nir?  Twice  hast  thou  lived  already, 
Twice  shone  among  the  nations  of  the  world,  (22) 
As  the  sun  bhines  amoiiK  the  leaver  lights 
Of  hcavon ;  and  sliolt  aunin.    The  hour  shall  come. 
When  they  who  think  to  bind  the  ethereal  8{nrit, 
Who,  like  the  eaple  crowori ng  o'er  his  prey. 
Watch  with  quick  eye,  aud  tiihke  and  strike  again 
If  but  a  sinew  vibmte,  shidl  confess 
Their  wwlom  folly.     Kvrii  now  the  flame 
Bursts  forth  whore  once  it  hiinit  w)  (gloriously. 
And,  Hyini,  loft  a  splendor  liko  the  day, 
That  liko  the  <lny  difTusfMl  itsolf,  and  still 
Bles!<efl  the  earth — the  liijht  of  i^onius,  virtue, 
Grentnem  in  thought  nnd  act.  contempt  of  death, 
(!od)ike  oxample.     K<-hoe«  ihot  linve  slept 
Sine**  Athens,  I^ro<lnF*mon.  were  thom«»lves. 
Since  m^n  invoke<l  **  By  Those  in  Mamihon  !** 
Awake  along  the  if.goan  ;  and  the  dead, 
lliey  of  iluit  sacred  shore,  have  heard  the  call. 


Aixi  through  the  ranks,  from  wing  to  wing,  art  iMa 
Moving  as  once  they  wero— 4nstead  of  nge 
Breathing  delibenta  Ttlor. 

X 

COLL'ALTO. 

lit  this  neglected  mirror  (23)  (the  broad  bum 
Of  masnve  ^ver  tervea  to  teatify 
That  many  a  noble  matron  of  the  hoiiae 
Has  sate  before  it)  once,  alas,  was  seen 
What  led  to  many  sorro^^'s.    From  that  time 
The  bat  came  hither  for  a  sleeping-place  { 
And  he,  who  cursed  another  in  his  heart. 
Said,  "Be  thy  dwelling  through  the  day,  the  nigiitv 
Shunn'd  like  Coll'alto."    T  was  in  that  old  CaMle, 
Which  flanks  the  cliff  with  its  grey  battlementa 
Flung  here  and  there,  and,  liko  an  eagle*s  nett, 
Hangs  in  the  Trevisan,  that  thus  the  Steward, 
Shaking  his  locks,  the  fow  that  Time  had  left  luiii, 
Address'd  roe,  as  we  enter'd  what  was  call*d 
**  My  Lady*s  Chamber.*'    On  the  walls,  the  cfaaiii, 
Much  yet  remained  of  the  ririi  tapestry ; 
Much  of  the  adventures  of  Sir  Lancelot 
In  the  green  glades  of  some  enchanted  foreiL 
The  toilet-table  was  of  massive  silver, 
Florentine  Art,  when  Florence  was  renown*d ; 
A  gay  oonfusicm  of  the  elements. 
Dolphins  and  boys,  and  shells  and  fruits  and  floww' 
And  from  the  ceiling,  in  his  gilded  cage, 
Hung  a  small  bird  of  curious  workmanship, 
Tha^  when  his  Mistress  bade  him,  wx)uld  uniUd 
(So  said  at  least  the  babbling  Dame,  Tradition) 
His  emerald- winepi,  and  sing  and  sing  again 
The  fioiig  that  pleased  her.  While  I  stood  and  look'd* 
A  gleam  of  day  yet  lingering  in  the  West, 
The  Steward  went  on. 

"  She  had  ('t  is  now  long  anioe) 
A  gentle  sorving-maid,  the  fair  Cristina. 
Fair  as  a  lily,  and  as  spotless  too ; 
None  fw)  admired,  beloved.     They  had  grown  up 
As  play-fellows ;  and  some  there  were,  who  said* 
Some  who  knew  much,  discoursing  of  Cristina, 
'  She  is  not  what  she  seems.*    When  unrequired. 
She  would  steal  forth ;  her  custom,  her  delight. 
To  wander  through  and  through  an  ancient  gnre 
Self-planted  half-way  down,  losing  herself 
Like  one  in  love  with  sadness ;  and  her  veil 
And  vesture  while,  seen  ever  in  that  place, 
Kver  as  surely  as  the  hours  came  round. 
Among  those  reverend  trees,  gave  her  below 
The  name  of  The  White  Lady.    But  the  day 
Is  gone,  and  I  delay  you. 

In  that  chair 
The  Countess,  as  it  might  be  now,  was  sittii^. 
Her  gentle  serving-maid,  the  fair  Cristina, 
Comi>ing  her  golden  hair ;  and,  through  this  door 
The  Count,  her  lord,  Htui  hastening,  call'd  awaj 
By  lelteni  of  great  urgency  to  Venice ; 
When  in  the  glass  she  saw,  as  rhe  believed, 
(^^was  an  illusi<m  of  the  Kvil  Spirit — 
Some  say  he  came  and  crossed  it  at  ihe  hnstanQ 
A  smile,  a  glance  at  porting,  given  and  answered. 
That  Inm'd  her  blood  to  gall.     That  very  night 
The  deed  was  done.   Thot  nieht,  ere  yet  the  Moon 
Was  up  on  Monte  Calvo,  and  the  wolf 
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Bqrioc  m  Mill  he  doai  (oft  do  I  hmi  bin. 
Aa  kour  ami  mora  by  tho  old  tunct^dockX 
Thtf  lad  her  fcrth,  the  nnhamr  kM  CnMina, 
Holpiiig  h«r  down  In  her  dJKwiei    in  die. 


*  Ifo  blooi  «M  apU;  no  iMtnunent  of  doedi 
Laik'd— or  eiood  ftrth.  diiiimg In  bed  pnipoM ; 
Nor  «H  e  hek  oT  her  nUonh'd 
Hirt a itet hour.  Vmkmt 

wi*  lift,  her  fDtfhfid  pidMplayii«> 

wird  ap  wUn  the  CwUe^ealL  <M) 
helhne'd  to  noelfe  hair; 
■■d  done  10  line  and  raW 
■■d  aaa  k  t^T  b  ftr  down  { 
Aad  BHHf  A aiair  ia fone.  TiifaioTaiiU 
UBdarteCkipeli  aad  ihaie  HghiU  now, 
Aa  ki  *e  nannw  okkib  whan  ■noolh  and  ftii^ 

And  aa  thonik  apthng  hnd  bean  done  or  ihooilhitoC 
The  rtonMMNk  nee  baAm  her,  tiU  the  Ught 
GliBMBi^d  and  nam    thaio,  nifkUy,  at  that  hov 
(Yon  annlaw  and  arnOd  it  wara  an  Mile  tale ! 
WooU  we  eoald  aaf  aaO  M  that  boor  die  ataadi 


Joui'd  aa  m  pmrer ;  than.  Uha  a  Bkmd  Soul 
liimim,  1km  lonb^  •pringi  fimvaid.  and  away . 
riMe^arte  WDodib  the  ■ooniauB.  iMdnf  ftrth,  025) 
The  bnnlnr  Mean  bar  in  hk  banting  tincfc; 
TW  dMphcvd  on  the  heath,  atartmg,  eadaiBa 
J^ar  «iD  ahe  been  the  nana  aha  bora  of  oh|) 
Tk  the  Whua  Ladj*r 

XI. 
VENICE. 

Tnai  m  a  gloriooa  City  in  the  Sea. 

Tbe  S(«  ia  in  the  broad,  the  narrow  streeta, 

Ehbuif  and  flowing ;  and  the  salt  sea-woed 

Zluupt  to  the  marble  of  hor  fulaces. 

No  tnrk  of  men,  no  (ootHte)«  to  afid  fro, 

lAnd  tt>  hor  gatrt.  llie  potli  lies  o'er  the  Sea, 

\n\  i«ible :  and  from  the  land  we  went, 

A»  to  m  dinting  City— «teering  in. 

And  ffhding  up  her  strecli  as  in  a  dream, 

S>  mMMthly,  silently — by  many  a  dome 

M- mi  lie-like,  and  many  a  stalely  portico. 

Die  Matties  ranged  along  an  azure  sky; 

B%-  many  a  pile  in  more  than  Eastern  splendiMr, 

or  old  the  reaidence  of  merchant-kings ; 

The  fhmta  of  some,  though  Time  had  shatterM  them, 

8iiU  glowing  with  the  richest  hues  of  art,(26) 

As  d^Migh  the  wealth  within  them  hod  run  o'er. 

Thither  I  came,  and  in  a  wondrous  Ark, 
iTbst.  kjng  before  we  slipt  our  caf»le.  rang 
K*  i^iih  the  voices  of  all  living  things) 
( nun  Padua,  where  the  stars  arc,  night  by  night, 
U'lirh'd  fnmi  the  top  of  an  old  dungeon-tower, 
U'brrt<  e  tikxid  ran  once,  the  tower  of  F.aeliii — (27) 
Nm  tk*  h^  watch'd  them,  when  he  read  his  (iite 
Am!  •hiwli!«'r'd.   But  of  him  I  tlioughi  not  then, 
Hirn  or  his  tK»msct>pe ;  fiir.  fiir  (mm  me 
Tbr  liinni  of  Guilt  and  Fear;  tlumgh  some  were 

lUore, 
!^::ing  anKiiig  lis  round  the  cabin-boani, 
SmH-  who.  like  him,  hail  cried. **  Spill  bluod  enough f 
\uA  could  shake  long  at  shadowv.  They  had  |ilay*d 
Their  paxia  at  PKlua,  and  wera  now  retoming; 


A  Tagrant  crew,  and  carelen  of  t04nonow,(98) 

CareleM  and  fuU  of  mirth.  Who,  in  that  quaTor, 

Sings  **Caro,  CaroT— T k  the  Prima  Donna. 

And  to  her  monkey,  smiling  in  hk  ftce. 

Who,  as  transported,  criea,  **  Brava!  Anoomr 

*Tk  a  gmve  penunage,  an  old  macaw, 

Ferch*d  on  her  shoolder.  But  mark  him  who  leapa 

Aahora,  and  with  a  shout  urges  ak«g 

The leggii^  mules  ;(29)  then  runs  and  dipdn  a  tree 

Tliat  with  in  branchea  overhangs  the  stream. 

And,  lika  an  aoom,  drops  on  deck  again. 

Tk  be  who  apeoks  not,  stirs  not,  but  we  lan|^{ 

HmU  ebiU  of  fim  and  frolic,  Arlecchinow  (30) 

And  UMurk  their  Poet — with  what  empbask 

He  pronpti  the  young  Soubraite,  conning  her  part! 

Her  tongue  jdaya  truant,  and  he  raps  hk  bm. 

And  priMapia  ognm;  fur  ever  looking  round 

Aa  if  in  aearDh  of  aul{|ects  (or  hk  wit. 

Hk  satire;  and  as  often  whkpering 

lliingi.  thoqgb  nuheard,  not  unimaginable. 


Had  I  thy  pencil,  Crabbe  (when  thon  heat  i 
Late  nay  it  be— it  will,  like  Pruspero*a  aiad^ 
Be  bniied  lifly  fathoms  in  the  earth), 
1  wooU  portray  the  Italian — Now  1  cannot. 
Subtle,  diaceming,  eloquent,  the  slave 
Of  Love,  of  Hate,  ibr  ever  in  extremes'; 
Gentle  when  unprovoked,  cosily  wvn. 
But  quick  in  quarrel — through  a  thousand  diadea 
Hk  apirit  flits,  chameleon-like ;  and  naickB 
The  eye  of  the  obser^'er. 

Gliding  on. 
At  length  we  leave  the  river  ibr  the  aea. 
At  length  a  voice  aloil  proclaims  **  Venesa!" 
And,  aa  caird  ibrili,  it  comes. 

A  few  in  fear. 
Flying  away  from  him  who(«o  huoMt  it  was,' 
Tliat  llie  gnuw  grew  not  \%herc  his  horse  liad  trod. 
Gave  birth  lu  \  eriice.    Ijkc  the  watcr-lbwl. 
They  built  their  iicsih  ainoiig  lite  ocean-wavea; 
And.  wlicre  the  snixlH  were  Khifiing,  as  the  wind 
Blew  fri>in  the  north,  the  tfoiah ;  where  they  tha* 

came. 
Had  to  make  Miire  the  gn)und  they  stood  upon. 
l^MiN  like  an  exhalnlioii,  from  the  deep, 
A  vast  Metrupolirt,  (31)  with  glittering  spires. 
With  thcalrett,  UiMilicnM  adorn 'd  ; 
A  scene  of  light  and  glory,  a  dominion, 
That  lias  endured  the  longest  among  men. 

And  whence  the  talisman,  by  which  she  rose. 
Towering  I   'V  was  iuiiiiU  tliere  in  the  barren  sea. 
Want  led  to  Kiiterprise;  and,  far  or  near, 
Who  met  not  the  \'ciu*iian  ? — now  in  Cairo; 
Kre  yet  the  Culifb  mme.  (32)  lit<iei)ing  to  hear 
Its  bells  appniac-hiiig  from  the  Ilcd-Sca  coost; 
Now  on  the  Kiixino,  on  the  Sea  (»f  Azoph, 
In  nmvente  witli  the  I'efhinn,  with  the  Uuss, 
The  Tartar;  on  his  lowly  de«'k  r»Tt*iving 
PenrU  from  the  gulf  of  OrmuN,  gems  from  Bagdad 
Kviii  brlKhfor  yet,  that  nUet\  the  light  of  love, 
From  (ilcorgia,  from  ('ircoKoia.  Wandering  roimd. 
When  in  the  rich  luziuir  he  miw,  dii^play'd. 
Treasures  from  niikiKiwn  clinu>s.  away  he  went. 
And,  Inivrlliiig  idowly  upward,  drew  ere-long 


lAttik 


55 


48 


ROGERS'S  POETICAL  WORKa 


From  the  well-head,  tupt^ying  all  below ; 
Afaking  the  Imperial  City  of  the  East, 
Heneli  hii  tributary. 

If  we  turn 
To  the  black  fbrentii  of  the  Rhine,  the  Dannbe, 
Where  o'er  each  narrow  glen  a  castle  hangs. 
And,  like  the  wolf  that  hiinger'd  at  his  door, 
The  boron  lived  by  rapine — there  we  meet, 
In  vi'arlike  guise,  the  Caravan  from  Venice ; 
When  on  its  march,  now  lost  and  now  emerging, 
A  glittering  Hie,  the  trumpet  heard,  the  aoout 
Sent  and  recaird — ^but  at  a  city-gate 
All  gaiety,  and  look'd  for  ere  it  cornea  ; 
Winning  its  way  with  all  that  can  attract. 
Cages,  whence  every  wild  cry  of  the  desert. 
Jugglers,  stage-dancers.   Well  might  Charlemain, 
And  his  brave  peers,  each  with  his  visor  up^ 
On  their  lon^  lances  lean  and  gaze  awhile. 
When  the  Venetian  to  their  eyes  discloaed 
The  Wonders  of  the  East !  Well  might  they  then 
Sigh  for  new  Conquests ! 

Thus  did  Venice  rite, 
Thus  ftourish,  till  the  unwelcome  tidings  came, 
That  in  the  Tagus  had  arrived  a  fleet 
From  India,  from  the  region  of  the  Sun, 
Fragrant  with  spices — that  a  way  was  found, 
A  channel  open'd,  and  the  golden  stream 
Tum'd  to  enrich  another.  Then  she  felt 
Her  strength  departing,  and  at  last  she  fell, 
Fell  in  an  instant,  blotted  out  and  razed ; 
She  who  had  Htood  yet  longer  than  the  longest 
Of  the  Four  Kingdoms — who,  as  in  an  Ark, 
Had  fknlcd  down,  amid  a  thousand  wrecks, 
Unir\jured,  from  the  Old  World  to  the  New, 
From  the  la»t  trace  of  civilized  life — to  where 
light  shone  again,  and  with  unclouded  splendor. 

Though  many  an  age  in  the  mid-^ea  She  dwelt. 
Prom  her  retreat  calmly  contemplating 
The  changes  of  the  Earth,  hemolf  unchanged. 
Before  her  pnrn'd,  ns  in  an  awful  dream. 
The  mightiest  of  the  mighty.    What  arc  these. 
Clothed  in  their  purple  t  OVr  th**  irlobe  they  fling 
Their  monstrous  shadou-s ;  and.  while  yet  we  speak, 
Phantom-like,  vanish  with  a  <lreadfu1  scream ! 
What — but   the   last  that  styled    themselves    the 

Oesam? 
And  who  in  Ion?  array  (look  where  they  come ; 
Their  gestures  menacing  so  far  and  wide) 
Wear  the  green  turhan  and  the  henm's  plume  f 
Who — but  the  Caliphu  (  folio w'<l  fast  by  shapes 
As  new  and  strange — Km()en)r,  and  King,  and  Czar, 
And  Soldan,  each,  with  a  gigantic  stride. 
Trampling  on  all  the  (louriMhing  works  of  peace 
To  make  his  preaniess  greater,  and  inscribe 
His  name  in  hliKxl — some,  men  of  steel,  steel-clad ; 
Other*,  nor  long,  alas,  the  interv'al. 
In  liijht  and  cay  attire,  with  hww  serene 
Wieldinsr  Jove's  thnndor.  senttrring  sulphurous  fire 
Mingl(Ml  with  darknesx  ;  nnd,  nnning  the  rest, 
lyi,  one  by  one.  }ia.Ht(ini;  ronlinunlly, 
Th'we  who  asjiume  a  Kwny  bevond  them  all ; 
Mtii  cr*»y  with  aue,  each  in  a  triple  cn)wn. 
And  in  his  tremul(»us  hands  grasping  the  ke^n 
That  can  nUmo.  ns  he  would  signify, 
Unlock  Heaven's  gate. 


xn. 

LUIGI. 

Hk  who  is  on  hit  tniTels  and  lorei  ease, 
Ease  and  companionship,  shoidd  hire  a  youth. 
Such  aa  thou  wert,  Luigi.  Thee  I  found. 
Playing  at  Mora  (33)  on  the  cabin-roof 
With  Pulcinella— crying,  as  in  wiath, 
*•  Tre !  Qnattro!  Cinque !" — ^*t  it  a  game  to  ttrika 
Fire  from  the'  ooldett  heart  What  then  fiDm  thina 
And,  ere  the  twentieth  throw,  I  had  resolved, 
Won  by  thy  lookt.  Thou  wert  an  honett  lad ; 
Wert  generous,  grateful,  not  without  ambiiioo. 
Had  it  depended  on  thy  will  and  pleasure. 
Thou  wouldst  have  number*d  in  thy  family 
At  least  six  Doges  and  twelve  Procurators.  (34) 
But  that  wat  not  to  be.   In  thee  I  saw 
The  latt  of  a  long  line  of  Carbonari, 
Who  in  their  forest,  for  three  hundred  yean. 
Had  lived  and  labor'd,  cutting,  charring  wtMd ; 
Discovering  where  they  were,  to  those  astraj, 
By  the  re-echoing  stroke,  the  crash,  the  foil. 
Or  the  blue  wreath  that  travell'd  slowly  up 
Into  the  sky.  Thy  nobler  destinies 
Led  thee  away  to  justle  in  the  crowd ; 
And  there  I  found  thee — by  thy  own  preacripCkn 
Crossing  the  sea  to  try  once  more  a  change 
Of  air  and  diet,  landing  and  as  gaily. 
Near  the  Dogana— on  the  Great  Canal, 
As  though  thou  kncwest  where  to  dine  and  tleep> 

First  didst  thou  practise  patience  in  Bologna, 
Serving  behind  a  Cardinal's  gouty  chair. 
Laughing  at  jests  that  were  no  laughing  matter; 
Then  teach  the  Art  to  others  in  Ferrara 
— At  the  Three  Moors — as  Guide,  as  Cicerone-^ 
Dealing  out  largely  in  exchange  for  pence 
Thy  scra{«  of  knowledge' — through  the  gratiy  ftre» 
Lea<linc,  explaining — jKunting  to  the  bars 
Of  Tassu's  dungeon,  and  the  Latin  verse. 
Graven  in  tlie  stone,  tliat  yet  denotes  the  door 
Of  Ariosto. 

Many  a  year  is  gone 
Since  on  the  Rhine  we  parted ;  yet,  methinkt, 
I  can  recall  thee  to  the  life,  Luigi ; 
In  our  long  journey  ever  by  my  side. 
O'er  rough  and  smooth,  o'er  apennine,  maremma ; 
Thy  locks  jet-black,  and  clustering  round  a  faoa 
0))en  as  day  and  full  of  manly  daring. 
Thou  hadMt  a  hand,  a  heart  for  all  tliat  came, 
Herdsman  or  pe<llar,  monk  or  muleteer; 
And  few  there  were,  that  met  thee  not  with  tmileau 
Mishaj)  pass'd  o'er  thee  like  a  summer-cloud. 
Cares  thou  hadsl  none ;  and  they,  who  stood  to  hear 

thee, 
Catight  the  irifoction  and  forgot  their  own. 
.Nature  conc<?ive<l  thee  in  her  merriest  mood. 
Her  happirst — not  a  spe<-k  was  in  the  sky; 
And  at  thy  birth  the  cricket  chirp'd,  Luigi, 
Thine  a  |>erpetuul  voice — nt  every  turn 
A  lanun  to  the  echo.    In  a  clime. 
Whore  all  the  world  was  gay,  thfvu  wert  the  gayea^ 
And,  like  a  bnlx",  hush'd  only  by  thy  slumbers. 
Up  hill  and  down,  morning  and  noon  and  night. 
Singing  or  talking ;  sing*ng  to  thyself 
When  none  gave  ear,  but  to  the  listener  talkingp 
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nmMnf  tram  day  to  dajr,  fivm  ymt  to  ymr, 
Pmm>.  ave  now  ami  then  a  elood,  a  meteor, 
A  ftwiah'd  eagle  raqgihg  Ibr  hit  pivjr; 
While  on  tbm  apot  of*  earth,  the  wmrk  of  nan. 
Haw  BBorh  hat  heen  ifaimrtad!  ICiaperan,  ^^jp&t, 
Wanion,  fioB  ftr  and  wide,  laden  with  ipoil, 
fjMwfini^  have  hera  peribmM  fteir  aereral  pam, 
*!%•■  Mk  iIm  Mage  to  oihem.    Not  a  atone 
In  the  broad  pavemmt,  but  to  hioi  who  haa 
An  eyv.  an  ear  fcr  the  Inaninato  Worid, 
Taib  of  hM  Agc& 

In  ttaU  tem|de-pordh 
ffhm  braa  ii  gone,  the  porph^iy  remaini),  (35) 
^Xd  Barbannra  fling  hit  mande  olC 
ind,  kneeling,  on  hb  nerfc  receive  the  dot 
or  the  proud  Fontar(36)— tHoa  at  laat  eonroled 
For  flight,  diigiiiBe,  and  many  an  agniih  shake 
On  bia  atone  pillow.    In  that  teniple.porch. 
Old  aa  ha  waOi  ao  near  hit  hundredth  ynr. 
And  blind     hii  eyet  put  oat^— did  Dandolo 

fivth,  displaying  on  hit  ducal  crown 
nm  juBl  then  aanuned  at  the  high  altar. 

did  he  itand.  er««t,  invincible, 
1\oagh  wan  hia  check*,  and  wet  with  many  tean. 
For  in  hit  pnyert  he  had  been  weeping  much ; 
And  now  the  pilgrims  and  the  people  wept 
With  adatiraiion,  sa^'ing  in  their  hearts, 
*8iwcty  those  aged  limbs  have  need  of  rest ! ** 
^tliere  did  he  stand,  with  his  oM  orroor  on. 
Err.  Kurifulon  in  harHl.  thnt  utronm'd  aloA, 
A«  ciMwciouii  ot*  itH  gloriouM  dentiny, 
Ki  wm  to  flnat  oVr  miiM]uo  an«]  miiiarpt, 
lie  Mul'd  away,  tive  hniHlred  galliiiit  iihi|w. 
Their  lotly  nden  hunf;  with  emhlazun'i!  8hi<>ltl)i, 
Kollowinc  his  tmok  tu  Cilory.     IIo  retiinip<]  not; 
Bui  uf  his  trofttiioii  four  arrivod  erc^Ioniv. 
Snsich'd  frr>m  ilc'stnirtion — ihr  four  kIoihIh  divine. 
That  rtrike  the  t:n)!Ui(l.  r<iM>iiiHlinc  with  ihcir  it^pt, (37) 
And  fnim  their  nri^thU  miort  ethorcal  flamo 
CKer  that  %cr)-  pi>rl:i! — in  t!ip  jilaco 
^MwTP  in  an  oftcr-iinip  Polran-h  w  an  noen 
S^tbrif  hpudc  the  r>>);e.  wi  hia  riiu^ht  haml, 
Anuil  ihe  ladies  of  the  <t>urt  of  Venice, 
IVir  beauty  viuuletl  fnmi  the  net  ling  sun 
Br  inany-<x»lor*d  han^rlni^ ;  while.  b(*nenih. 
Knight"  of  nil  nniiouH.  ^Miie  fnHri  merry  Knpland,(38) 
IVtr  lances  in  the  rcfsl,  rhurgf^l  Cor  the  prize. 

Here,  ami  trie  other  pneennt*.  ami  how  oA 
It  ramc.  an  H  rt'tuntiiii;  in  couMile 
The  Iia'T.  irL«tru<-t  lUo  iinnileisl,  did  the  rK>ire, 
KsBM'ir  ft  nHiii<I.  Utnio  thnt'icli  the  frnxiiig  crowd, 
'^o  ill  a  I  hair  of  ^l:lU•.  once  im  hii*  hier. 
They  uorc  hi>  iirnt  appcunuice,  and  liiii  laiit. 


The  tn.  tliat  emhiem  of  iineertainty, 
rhanst*<1  fKit  Kf*  livt  t'lr  mnnv  and  many  an  oge, 
Aa  tl.ia  «mnll  fpfii.    To-flay  *t  wan  full  uf  maakeri; 
And  lo,  the  nuidjiew  of  iho  Carnival.  (33) 
8 


The  monk,  the  nun,  the  holy  lagnto  matfc'd ! 
IVMnorrow  came  the  tcaflbld  ai^  the  heada«iBn; 
And  he  died  there  by  torch-light,  bound  and  gaggM 
Whose  name  and  crime  they  knewnot  Undemeatk 
Where  the  Archangel,  turning  with  the  v^lnd. 
Blesses  the  City  from  the  lopmoat^ower, 
Hia  anna  eitended— there  continoally 
Two  phahloni.shapea  were  sitting,  aide  by  ride^ 
Or  up,  and,  at  in  sport,  cfaaaing  Mch  other; 
Horror  and  Mirth.    Both  vaniah'd  in  one  iwor! 
But  Oeean  only,  when  again  he  dainn 

ancient  rule,  ahall  waah  away  their  iboiatepa 


Enter  the  Fdace  by  the  marble  atairt  ■ 
Down  which  the  grisdy  head  of  old  Faliero 
RoU'd  fiom  the  block.(40)  Pas  onward  throogli  te 

Chamber, 
Where,  among  all  drawn  in  their  dura!  robet. 
But  one  ia  wanting — where,  thrown  off  in  heat, 
A  abort  imcription  on  the  Dogo*t  chair 
Led  to  another  on  the  wall  yet  thorter;(41) 
And  thou  wilt  track  them — wilt  from  halla  of  atHa 
Where  kings  have  feasted,  and  the  ftatal  aong 
Rung  thRN^  the  fretted  roof,  cedar  and  gold. 
Step  into  darkneaa;  and  be  told,  ** T  waa  here, 
Troating,  deceived,  aaaembled  but  to  die. 
To  take  a  long  embrace  and  part  again, 
Carrara  and  his  valiant  aona  were  atrengled ; 
He  lim^-4hen  thoy,  whoae  only  crime  had  been 
Struggling  to  aave  their  Father.^ — ^Through  that  door 
So  aoon  to  cry,  amiting  hia  brow,  **  I  'm  loat! " 
Waa  alMmii.  and  with  all  courtesy,  all  honor. 
The  great  and  noble  captain,  Carmagnolaw— <4d) 
That  deep  deaeent  (thou  canat  not  yet  diacem 
Aught  aa  it  ia)  leads  to  the  dripping  vaults 
Under  ihe  AikkI.  where  lipht  and  warmth  came  never 
Leads  lo  a  ctiver'd  Britlge,  the  Bridge  of  Sighs ; 
And  to  that  latal  cloKet  at  the  f(X)t, 
Lurking  fi>r  jirey,  which,  when  a  victim  enter'd, 
(irew  letis  and  lest^,  contracting  to  a  »pan; 
All  iron  d<H)r,  un:e<l  onward  by  a  «;rew, 
Forcinct  out  life. — But  let  ua  lo  iho  roof, 
And.  uhen  thou  hast  Rurvey\l  the  Pca,  the  land, 
\'i«i  ihe  namiw  cells  th.at  cluster  there, 
As  in  a  place  of  torohs.    They  had  their  tenanta. 
And  each  tiupplinl  with  suflcrings  of  hia  outl 
'I'hcro  hurnini;  suns  heat  unrelentinf^ly. 
Turning  all  things  to  dust,  and  scorching  up 
The  bmin,  till  Kciis4»n  fle«l,  and  the  wihl  yell 
Aim!  wilder  laiurh  btirst  out  on  every  side, 
Answerincr  eai'h  other  ns  in  mockery! 
— Kew  Hf>uHeM  of  the  si/^  were  better  fill'd ; 
Thouuh  ninny  came  nml  left  it  in  an  hour. 
**  Mtist  nights,"  so  snid  the  i^imkI  old  Niccio 
(For  thr<H'-aiid-ihirty  years  his  uncle  kept 
The  water-gate  l>«»low,  hut  seldom  spoke. 
Though  much  wa*:  on  his  mini!),"  iiMJst  iii<;ht8  arrived 
The  pris»)n-hrnt.  that  hoat  \\ith  many  oani. 
And  hf)re  away  a««  to  the  Ix^wcr  WorM, 
T>isb)m1oiiintF  in  the  Canal  Orfano.  (1,3) 
That  dmwninir-place.  where  never  net  waa  ihrowBL 
Summer  or  Winter,  death  the  penalty  ; 
And  where  a  secret,  once  de|Hwiteil. 
Lay  till  the  waters  should  give  up  their  dead." 
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Tet  whnt  to  gay  as  Venice  ?    Every  gale 
Brealhed  heavenly  music!  and  who  flock'd  not  thither 
To  celebrate  her  Nuptials  with  the  Sea  7 
To  wear  tlie  mask,  and  mingle  in  the  crowd 
With  Greek,  Armenian,  Perliian — night  and  day 
(There,  and  there  only,  did  the  hour  stand  still) 
Pursuing  lhn)ugh  her  thousand  labyrinths 
The  Enchantress  Pleasure ;  realizing  dreams 
The  earliest,  happiesi — for  a  tale  to  catch 
Credulous  ears,  and  hold  young  hearts  in  chains, 
Had  only  to  begin,  "  There  lived  in  Venice  " — 

"  Who  were  the  Six  we  «upp'd  with  ye8temighl?"(44) 
**  Kings,  one  and  all !  Thou  couldst  not  l)ut  remark 
The  style  and  manner  of  the  Six  that  served  them." 

"  Who  ans wcr'd  me  j  ust  now  ?  (45)  Who,  when  I  said, 
*  'T  is  nine,'  turn'd  round  and  said  so  solemnly, 
'Signor,  he  died  at  nine!'  "-"*T  was  the  Armenian; 
The  mask  tliat  follows  thee,  go  where  thou  wilu" 

"But  who  stands  there,  alone  among  them  all  ?*'(46) 
"  The  Cypriot.     Ministers  from  foreign  courts 
Beset  his  doors,  long  ere  his  hour  of  rising ; 
Ilis  the  Great  Secret!    Not  the  golden  house 
Of  Neio,  or  those  fabled  in  the  East, 
As  wrought  by  mngic,  Imlf  so  rich  as  his ! 
Two  dogs,  coal-black,  in  collars  of  pure  gold. 
Walk  in  his  footsteps — Who  but  his  familiars  ? 
U«  casts  no  shadow,  nor  is  seen  to  smile !  '* 

Such  their  discourse.     Assembling  in  St  Mark's, 
All  Nations  met  as  on  enchanted  ground ! 

What  tho!igh  a  strange.  m)'8tcrious  Power  was  there. 
Moving  throughout,  subtle,  invisible, 
\nd  universal  as  the  air  ihcy  breathed ; 
i  Power  that  novor  slumhcrM,  never  pnnlon'd, 
ill  eye,  all  ear,  nowhere  and  everywhere,  (47) 
Entering  the  closet  and  the  sMinctuary, 
Ko  place  of  refni^c  for  the  Doi;p  himself; 
Most  present  when  least  tliought  of — nothing  dropt 
In  secret,  when  the  heart  was  on  the  lips. 
Nothing  in  feverish  sleep,  but  instantly 
Observed  and  judged — a  Power,  that  if  but  glanced  at 
In  casual  converwe,  be  it  where  it  might. 
The  speaker  lower'd  at  once  his  eyes,  his  voice, 
And  pointed  upward,  as  to  Gtxl  in  Heaven — 
What  though  that  Power  was  there,  he  who  lived  thus, 
Punuinir  Pleasure,  lived  as  if  it  were  not, 
But  let  him  in  the  midnight-air  indulge 
A  word,  a  thought  against  the  laws  of  Venice, 
And  in  that  hour  he  vanish'd  from  the  earth ! 


XIV. 
TIIE  GONDOLA. 

Boy,  call  the  Gondola  ;  the  sun  is  set.^ 
t  rame.  and  we  embark 'd  ;  but  instantly, 
roough  she  had  stept  on  board  so  light  of  foot, 
A>  light  of  heart,  laughing  she  knew  not  why, 
Aoep  overcame  her;  on  my  arm  she  slept 
¥*Tom  time  to  time  I  waked  her ;  but  the  boat 
Rork'd  her  to  sleep  agaiiL 

The  moon  was  op. 


But  broken  by  a  cloud      The  wind  was  hush'd. 
And  the  sea  mirror-liki).     A  single  zephyr 
Play'd  with  her  tresses,  and  drew  more  and  mora 
Her  veil  across  her  bowm. 

Long  I  lay 
Contemplating  that  face  so  beautiful. 
That  rosy  mouth,  that  cheek  dimpled  with  smilm 
That  neck  but  haIf-con<  ealed,  whiter  than  snow 
T  was  the  sweet  slumber  of  her  early  age. 
I  look'd  and  look'd,  and  felt  a  Hush  of  joy 
I  would  express,  but  caimot 

Oft  I  wish'd 
Gently — by  stealth — to  drop  asleep  myseU^ 
And  to  incline  yet  lower  that  sleep  might  come, 
Oft  closed  my  eyes  as  in  forgetfuhiess. 
'T  was  all  in  vain.     Love  would  not  let  me 


But  how  delightful  when  at  length  she  waked 
When,  her  light  hair  adjusting,  and  her  veil 
So  rudely  scattcr'd,  she  resumed  her  place 
Beside  me  ;  and,  as  gaily  as  before. 
Sitting  unconsciously  nearer  and  nearer, 
Pour'd  out  her  innocent  mind ! 

So,  nor  long  s 
Sung  a  Venetian  :  and  his  lay  of  love,  (48) 
Dangerous  and  sweet,  duirm'd  Venice.   As  for 
(Less  fortunate,  if  Love  be  Happiness) 
No  curtain  drawn,  no  pulse  beating  alarm, 
I  went  alone  under  the  silent  moon ; 
Thy  place,  St  Mark,  thy  churches,  palaces. 
Glittering,  and  frost-like,  and  as  day  drew  on, 
Meltmg  away,  on  emblem  of  themselves. 

Those  porches  (49)  poss'd  through  which  thewmtet* 
breeze ' 
Plays,  though  no  longer  on  the  noble  forms 
That  moved  there,  sable-vcslcd — and  the  Quay, 
Silent,  gmsM-grovvn — ndvoulurer-like  1  launched 
Into  the  drop,  ere-long  diwovering 
Isl(»s  such  as  clusler  in  the  Soiithem  seas. 
All  verdure.     Everywhere,  from  bush  and  brake, 
The  musky  odor  of  the  scri«cnts  cnme; 
Their  j^liniy  track  across  the  woodman's  path 
Bright  in  the  nuionshine :  and,  as  round  I  went, 
Drcoiuing  of  Greece,  w  hither  the  waves  were  gliding. 
I  listen'd  to  the  venerable  pines 
Then  in  close  convenjc;(50)  and.  if  right  I  gue«*d« 
Delivering  many  a  mcjasage  to  the  Winds 
In  secret,  for  their  kindred  on  Mount  Ida. 

Nor  when  again  in  Venice,  when  again 
In  that  strange  place,  so  stirring  and  so  still. 
Where  nothing  conu>f<  to  dntwn  the  human  voioe 
But  music,  or  the  dsishing  of  the  tide. 
Ceased  I  to  wnndrr.     Now  a  Jessica 
Sung  to  her  lute,  her  signal  os  she  sale 
At  her  halfojion  window.     Tlu'U.  methought, 
A  serenade  broke  silence,  breathing  hope 
Through  walls  of  stone,  and  torturing  the  fUDud  heen 
Of  some  Priuli.     Once,  we  (tjuld  not  err, 
(It  was  bef()re  an  old  Pnlladinn  house, 
As  between  night  oiul  day  we  tIoatc<l  Ir)*), 
A  Gondolier  lay  singing;  and  he  sung. 
As  in  the  time  when  Venice  was  herself,  (51) 
Of  Tancred  and  Erminia.     On  our  oan 
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W*  icnad ;  and  Aa  tow  wm  ▼«■«  diTOM  I 
We  awU  DOC  arr— Peffbapi  Im  wm  the  last— 
For  none  look  up  the  eiiui.  none  aiiiwer'd  him; 
Aad  when  he  cBMid,  he  1^  opon  my  ear 
▲  ■iMiihiiH  like  the  dying  voice  of  Venice. 


went  doivn ;  and  nothing  now  waa  aaen 
8aTe  here  and  there  the  lamp  of  a  Madonna, 
fllimmarint    nr  heard,  hut  when  he  ipokaw  who 


Over  the  lantern  at  the  prow,  and 
INimiBg  the  comer  of  aome  reverend  pile, 
flone  ■rhool  or  hotpital  of  old  ranown, 
Though  haply  none  were  foawn^  none  were  near, 
*  UaMan  or  ilachen.** ' 

Bot  at  length  Night  Oed ; 
And  widi  har  lied,  acattering,  the  1000  of  Flearara. 
8mr  after  itar  shot  by,  or,  meteor-like, 
Cram'd  me  and  vanith'd— k»t  at  once  among 
thtme  hundred  lalea  that  lower  m^ietticallyi 
That  rise  abruptly  fiom  the  watermark, 
Koi  with  mugh  crag,  but  marble,  and  the  work 
Of  oobleat  architecn.  1  linger*d  Mill ; 
Kor  almck  my  threihold,  till  the  hour  wai  come 
And  past,  when,  flitting  home  in  the  grey  light, 
l>a  foong  Kanca  fcund  her  fttber*!  door,(53) 
Thai  door  eo  often  with  a  trembling  hand, 
80  often— then  eo  lately  left  ^jar, 
Sknt ;  and,  all  terror,  all  perplexity. 
Now  by  her  lover  oiged,  now  by  her  love, , 
Fled  o*cr  the  waleta  to  return  no  more. 

XV. 

THE  BRIDES  OF  VENICE. 

It  wv  St.  Abry't  Eve,  (53)  and  all  pour'd  forth 
A»  lo  tuMiie  grand  ■olemnity.  The  fwher 
('•n»»  fp  Kii  hi*  iaiec,  bringing  o'er  ihe  wftves 
Hu<>  yMir  ami  little  one;  the  Iiu(>hnn<inmn 
Fruni  the  Firm  Land,  alung  the  Po,  t)ic  Brenta, 
rpiwilins  the  common  ferr)'.    All  nrrive<l ; 
And  in  hi*  timw  the  priwnier  tiini'd  ami  lihten'd, 
Si  en  at  I  he  utir  m  Venice.   Old  and  yonng 
Thn*:is'd    h*'r   three  hundred   bridges;    tbo  grave 

Turk, 
Turhan'd.  liHig-venled,  and  the  cozening  Jew, 
In  \>ll>i\\  luit  ami  ihreadborc  galx^rdine, 
Hurr>iiiK  alonff.   For.  av  the  ciuitom  ^%aa, 
The  nuMp«t  mmw  and  daughten*  of  the  State, 
Tli^y  of  Patrician  birili.  the  flower  of  Venice, 
WhtM*  namo  are  written  in  the  Book  of  Gold, 
Were  on  lliat  day  to  ■olemnize  llieir  nuptiaU. 

At  nt^tu.  a  distant  murmur  throuch  the  crowd, 
Rmnc  ainl  rolling  on,  aniMHinced  their  coming ; 
ArnJ  i.*-\<-r  fn»m  the  fint  was  to  he  seen 
Sf^ih  »;'l«-riilor  or  such  beauty.  (54)  Two  and  two 
Tr  ••  ri*  !i»-#t  ia}i«*lry  unn)!rd  liofore  iheni), 
Frr*!  <  :ii:i«'  ihc  Brides  in  all  their  lovelinem; 
}'»  h  i'l  ht  r  \<-il.  aiKl  by  two  bride-maids  ibllow*d, 
iki\v  U-^  lovely,  who  liehind  her  Ijore 
Tl.«>  I'tft  lotis  raykels  that  within  contained 
rh«*  dowry  and  the  prem^nts.   On  she  moved, 
lltT  f\f  «•  itist  down,  ami  holding  in  her  hand 
A  tan.  t!mt  cently  wavptl,  of  ostrich-feathen. 
Hrr  \«-d.  tranai}iarent  as  the  giMiamer,  (55) 
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Fell  from  beneath  a  etarry  diadem ; 

And  on  her  danlhog  neck  a  jewel  ahooe. 

Ruby  or  diamond  or  dark  amethyat ; 

A  jeweird  chain,  in  many  a  winding  wreath. 

Wreathing  her  gold  brocade. 

Belbre  the  Chtuco. 
That  venerable  Pile  on  the  eea-brink,  (56) 
Another  train  they  met,  no  atrangen  to  them. 
Brothem  to  aoroe,  and  to  the  reat  etill  dearer ; 
Each  in  hie  hand  bearing  hie  cap  and  plume, 
And,  aa  he  walk'd,  with  modeal  dignity 
Folding  hie  eearlet  mantle,  hie  tabvro. 

They  join,  they  enter  in,  and,  up  the  aisle 
Led  by  the  full-voiced  choir  in  bright  procemion. 
Range  round  the  altar.  In  his  vestmenta  there 
The  PMriarch  etands;  and,  while  the  anthem  flowe 
Who  can  look  on  unmoved  7 — mothers  in  secret 
Rejoicing  in  the  beauty  of  their  daughten, 
Sane  in  the  thought  of  making  them  their  own; 
And  they — array'd  in  youth  wid  innocence. 
Their  beauty  heighten*d  by  their  hopea  and  AarL 

At  length  the  rite  is  ending.   All  fill  down 
In  eameet  prayer,  all  of  all  ranks  together ; 
And,  etrelching  out  hia  haixla,  the  holy  man 
P>oeeeds  to  give  the  general  benediction ; 
When  hark,  a  din  of  voices  irom  without. 
And  shrieks  and  groans  and  outcries  as  in  battle 
And  lo,  the  door  is  burst,  the  curtain  rent. 
And  aimed  rufliana,  robbers  from  the  deep^ 
Savage,  uncouth,  led  on  by  Barbarigo, 
And  his  six  brothers  in  their  coats  <^  steel. 
Are  standing  on  the  threshold !  Statue-like, 
Awhile  they  gaze  on  the  fallen  multitude, 
Kach  with  his  sabre  up,  in  act  to  strike ; 
Then,  bjr  at  once  recovering  from  the  spell, 
RumIi  forward  to  the  altar,  and  as  raon 
Are  gone  again^-amid  no  cla.«ih  of  arms 
Bearing  away  the  maidens  and  the  treasures. 

Where  are  they  now  ? — plowing  the  distant  waves 
Their  sails  all  net,  and  they  upon  the  deck 
Standing  triumphant.   To  the  eaxt  they  gf>. 
Steering  for  latria ;  their  acouned  barks 
(Well  are  they  known,  the  galliot  and  the  galley)X57i 
Freighted  with  all  that  gives  to  lite  its  value ! 
The  richest  argosies  were  jioor  to  them ! 

Now  might  you  see  the  matrons  running  wild 
Along  the  lieach ;  the  men  half-arm'd  and  arming. 
One  with  a  shield,  one  with  a  casque  and  spear; 
One  with  an  aie  hewing  the  mooring-chain 
Of  some  old  pinnace.     Not  a  raA>  a  plonk. 
But  on  tlmt  day  was  drifting.   In  an  hour 
Half  Venice  was  afloat.   But  long  before, 
Frantic  with  grief  and  scorning  all  control. 
The  youths  were  gone  in  a  light  hriganline 
Lying  at  anchor  near  the  Areenal ; 
tlach  having  sworn,  aiKl  by  the  holy  rood. 
To  slay  or  to  be  slain. 

And  from  the  towei 
Tlio  watchman  fdves  the  signal.   In  the  East 
A  ship  is  seen,  and  making  for  the  Port ; 
Her  flag  St.  Mark's. — Ami  now  she  turns  the  pom«. 
Over  the  waten  like  a  sea-bird  flying! 
Ha,  *t is  the  same,  *t  is  theirs!  fnim  stem  to  prow 
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Hung  with  green  boughs,  the  comes,  the  comet,  re> 

■toring 
All  that  was  lost 

Coasting,  uilh  narrow  search, 
Priuli — ^like  a  tiger  in  his  spring. 
They  had  surprised  the  Corsairs  where  they  lay 
Sharing  the  spoil  in  blind  security 
And  casting  lots — had  siain  them,  one  and  all, 
All  to  the  last,  and  flung  them  far  and  wide 
Into  the  sea,  their  pru|)cr  elemorft ; 
Him  flrst,  as  (iret  in  rank,  whose  nnme  so  long 
Had  hush'd  the  babes  of  Venice,  and  who  yet. 
Breathing  a  little,  in  his  look  retain'd 
The  fierceness  of  his  soul. 

Thus  were  the  Brides 
Lost  and  recover'd ;  ond  what  n«>w  remain'd 
Bat  to  give  thanks?  Twelve  breast-plates  and  twelve 

crowns, 
Flaming  with  gems  and  gold,  the  votive  ofierings 
Of  the  young  victors  to  their  Pulron-Saint, 
Vow*d  on  the  field  of  battle,  were  ere-long 
Laid  at  his  feel ;  (5^)  and  to  pre««erve  for  ever 
The  memory  of  a  dny  so  full  of  change. 
From  joy  to  grief,  fmra  grief  to  joy  again. 
Through  many  an  nge,  as  oft  as  it  came  round, 
'T  was  held  religiou^ily  w  ith  all  obscrvanco. 
The  Doge  resl:n»'d  his  criia%>n  for  pure  ermine ; 
And  through  the  city  in  a  stalely  barge  (.59) 
Of  gold,  were  borne,  with  songs  and  symphonies. 
Twelve  ladies  yoimg  and  noble.    Clad  they  were 
In  bridal  while  with  bridnl  ornaments. 
Each  in  her  glittering  veil :  and  on  the  deck. 
At  on  a  burnish'd  throne,  they  glided  by ; 
No  window  or  balcony  but  adoni'd 
With  hangings  of  rich  texture,  not  a  roof 
But  cover'd  with  lieholders,  and  the  air 
Vocal  with  joy.     Onwanl  they  went,  their  oars 
Moving  in  concert  with  the  harmony. 
Through  the  Rialto  (60)  to  the  Ducal  Palace 
And  at  a  banquet  there,  served  with  due  honor, 
Sate  repre«entinp.  in  the  eyes  of  all. 
Eyes  not  unwet,  I  ween,  with  sraieful  tears. 
Their  lovely  ancestors,  the  Brides  of  Venice. 

XVI. 

FdSCARI. 

IxT  lis  lift  up  the  curtain,  and  observe. 
What  passes  in  that  chamber.     Now  a  sigh. 
And  ix)w  a  groan,  is  heard.    Tlien  all  is  still. 
Twenty  are  sitting  as  in  judgment  there ;  (61) 
Men  who  have  served  their  country,  and  grown  grey 
In  governments  and  distant  embassiet. 
Men  eminent  alike  in  war  and  peace ; 
Such  as  in  efti<ry  shall  long  adorn 
The  walls  of  Venice — to  show  what  she  has  been ! 
Their  garb  is  black,  and  black  the  arras  is. 
And  sad  the  general  aspect    Yet  their  looks 
Are  calm,  are  chcf^rful ;  nothing  there  like  grieC 
Nothing  or  harfth  or  cruel.    Still  that  noise, 
That  k>w  and  disnml  moaning. 

Half  withdrawn, 
A  little  to  the  left,  sits  one  in  crimson, 
A  venerable  man,  fi>ursoore  and  u|iward. 
Cold  drops  of  sweat  stand  on  his  fiirrow'd  brow. 
His  hands  are  clenrh*d :  his  eyes  half-ahut  and  glaied ; 
Ha  thmnk  and  wiflier*4  lioibt  rigid  at  marble. 


*T  is  Foacari,  the  Dnge.    And  there  it  one^ 

A  young  man,  lying  at  his  feet,  stretch 'd  wnt 

In  torture.     T  is  his  son,  his  Oidy  one ; 

*T  is  Giaoomo,  the  bleshing  of  his  age, 

(Say,  has  he  lived  for  this  0  accused  of  murder. 

The  murder  of  the  Senator  Donato. 

Last  night  the  proofs,  if  proo6  they  are,  were  diopt 

Into  the  lion's  mouth,  the  mouth  of  brass. 

That  gapes  and  gorges ;  and  the  Doge  himself 

Must  sit  and  look  on  a  beloved  Son 

Sufibring  the  Question. 

Twice,  to  die  in  peace 
To  save  a  falling  house,  and  turn  the  hearts 
Of  his  fell  Adversaries,  those  who  now. 
Like  hell-hounds  in  full  cr)*,  are  running  down 
His  last  of  four,  twice  dkl  he  ask  their  leave 
To  lay  aside  the  Crown,  and  they  refused  him. 
An  oath  exacting,  never  more  to  ask  it ; 
And  there  he  sits,  a  spectacle  of  woe, 
By  them,  his  rivabi  in  the  State,  compelled. 
Such  the  refinement  of  their  cruelt)*. 
To  keep  the  place  he  sigh'd  (or. 

Once  again 
The  screw    is  tum'd ;  and.  a^  it  turns,  the  Son 
Looks  up,  ami,  in  a  faint  and  broken  accent. 
Murmurs  **  My  Father !"  The  old  man  shrinks  beck 
And  in  his  mantle  mnflles  up  his  face. 
"Art  thou  not  q^iiiltyf"  sax's  a  voice,  that  once 
WoiUd  greet  the  Sufferer  long  before  they  met. 
Ami  on  hit*  ear  strike  like  a  pleoxant  music — 
"Art  thou  not  guilty  T' — "  No!  Indeed  I  am  not  T 
But  all  is  unavailing.     In  that  Court 
Ciroans  are  confef»'»ious  ;  Patience,  Fortitude, 
The  work  of  Ma^c  ;  and,  releosed,  upheld. 
For  Condemnaiiiin,  fnuu  his  Father's  lij-* 
He  heors  the  J»rnfcnce.  "  Baniiihment  to  Candia: 
Death,  if  he  leaves  it." 

And  the  bark  sets  sail ; 
And  he  is  gone  fn»m  all  he  loves — for  ever! 
His  wife,  his  boys,  and  his  dist-onsolale  parents! 
Gone  in  the  <Icn«l  of  niiihi — unseen  of  any — 
Without  a  won  I,  a  look  of  temlemess. 
To  be  call'd  up,  when,  in  his  lonely  hours 
He  would  indulge  in  weeping. 

Like  a  phost. 
Day  after  day.  year  after  year,  he  hnimts 
An  ancient  rampart,  that  o'erhangs  the  sea ; 
Gazing  on  vacancy,  an<l  hourly  ^>larting 

To  answer  to  the  watch Alas,  how  chanired 

From  him,  the  mim»r  of  the  Votiih  of  Venice, 
In  whom  the  sliuhtiwt  thing,  or  whim  or  chance. 
Did  he  but  wenr  his  doublet  so  ami  so. 
All  fbllow'd ;  at  whose  nuptialx,  when  at  length 
He  won  tlmt  maid  at  once  the  fairest,  noblest,  (62^ 
A  danchter  of  the  llotine  of  Contarini, 
That  House  as  old  as  Venice,  now  among 
Its  ancestors  in  monumental  bmss 
Numbering  eipht  I\>;;es — to  c*mvey  her  home. 
The  Biiceniaur  went  fi)rth ;  and  thrice  the  Sun 
Shone  on  the  Chivalry,  that,  fprwit  to  front. 
And  blaze  (m  blnze  reflecting,  met  and  ranged 
To  toumay  in  Sl  Mark's. 

But  lo,  at  lost. 
Messengers  come.     He  is  recall'd  :  his  heart 
Leaps  at  the  tidings.     He  embarks  :  the  boat 
Springs  to  the  oar.  and  back  again  he  gocs-^ 
Into  that  very  Chamber!  there  to  lie 
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Ib  hM  old  xwrtbif-pliioe,  the  bed  of  lortim ; 
And  Iheooe  look  up  (five  long,  loag  yeen  of  Grief 
Have  DOi  killed  etthei)  on  his  wieccbed  Sire, 
8iiU  IB  thee  aeel    ee  though  he  had  not  led  it, 
lBuiD\'«ble,  enveloped  in  hie  muitle. 

Bui  DOW  he  oomee,  oonricted  of  a  crime 
GicBt  by  the  kwi  of  Veniee.    Night  and  day, 
BitiodiQg  oo  what  he  had  been,  what  he  wai, 
T  wae  more  than  he  eould  bear.    Hm  looging  fiti 
Tliicken'd  upon  him.    llii  de«re  fcr  home 
Became  a  mediwi ;  and,  lanlved  to  goi 
If  baft  lo  die,  in  hie  deepair  he  writee 
A  letter  to  Fnmcceoob  Duke  of  Ifilan, 
Boliciiing  hk  influenee  with  the  Slale^ 
And  drops  it  to  be  finuMU-^ Would  jre  know  all? 
I  hate  tranvram'd,  oOended  wUfoUy;  (63) 
And  am  prepared  to  nifler  ae  I  aqghL 
But  lei  mo,  let  me,  if  but  fcr  an  Uaiant 
(Ye  must  consent    for  all  of  yon  are  sons. 
Moot  of  fOQ  husbands,  fiuheis),  let  me  first 
ladolfe  the  natural  feelings  of  a  man* 
And,  ere  I  die,  if  such  my  semienoe  be, 
iVsm  to  Biy  heart  ('tis  alll  ask  of  you) 
Ify  wife,  my  chiMrsn    and  my  aged  modiei^- 
ft^,  is  die  yet  elite  T* 

He  is  oondemn'd 
Togo  eroeetof  sun,  go  whence  he  came^ 
A  hanisfa'd  msn    snd  fi>r  a  year  to  breathe 
Hm  vapor  of  a  dungeon^— But  his  prayer 
(What  could  they  lem  I)  is  granted. 

InahaU 
Open  and  crowded  by  the  common  rabble, 
Twas  there  a  trembling  Wife  and  her  four  Bona 
Tct  younc.  a  Mother,  borne  along,  bedridden. 
And  ail  old  I>>f?e.  miMtrring  up  all  his  strength, 
Tliai  •treiicth  how  small!  assembled  now  to  meet 
One  ■>  long  lost,  long  luoum'd,  one  who  for  them 
Had  braved  so  much— death,  and  yet  worse  than 

death — 
To  meet  him,  and  to  part  with  him  for  ever ! 

Time  and  their  heavy  wrongs  had  changed  them  ell; 
Him  most !    Yet  when  the  Wife,  the  Mother  kwk'd 
Afsin,  't  was  he  himself,  't  was  Giaoomo, 
Their  only  hope,  and  trust,  and  consolation ! 
And  all  climg  round  him,  weeping  bitterly; 
Weeping  the  more,  because  they  wept  in  vain. 

Unnerved,  unsettled  in  his  mind  from  long 
And  exquiflite  pain,  he  sobs  aloud  and  cries 
Kisring  the  old  Mao's  check,  "  Help  mo,  my  Father! 
Let  me,  I  fway  thee,  live  once  more  among  you : 
Le*  me  go  home/* — >*  My  Sun,"  returns  the  Doge, 
llsst«^ng  awhile  his  grioC  **  if  1  may  still 
CmH  thee  my  Son,  if  thou  art  innoce.it. 
As  I  wouM  fain  believe,"  but,  as  he  speaks. 
He  felk.  **  submit  without  a  murmur." 

Night, 
That  m  the  World  brought  revelry,  lo  them 
Brought  only  food  for  sorrow.     Giaoomo 
Embark'd — to  die ;  smt  to  an  eariy  grave 
For  thee,  EriMaa,  whose  death-bed  ornifession. 
*  He  is  roost  innocent !    T  was  I  who  did  it.**' 
C^ame  wlim  he  slept  in  peace.    The  ship,  that  sail'd 
Swift  as  the  winds  with  his  recall  to  Hotior, 
back  a  lifslms  cona.    GanarcNa  as  brave, 
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Affection,  kindness,  the  sweet  offices 
Of  love  and  duty,  were  to  him  as  needful 
As  was  his  daily  bread  j — and  to  bectHna 
A  byword  in  the  meanest  mouths  of  Venice^ 
firinging  a  stain  on  those  who  gave  him  life^ 
On  those,  alas,  now  worse  than  fetheriei^^ 
To  be  proclaim'd  a  ruffian,  a  nigfat«tabbar, 
He  on  whom  none  before  had  breathed 
He  lived  but  to  disprove  It,    That  hope  lost. 
Death  follow'd.    From  the  hour  he  wen^  lit 

not; 
And  in  his  dungeon,  when  he  hud  him  down, 
He  sunk  to  rise  no  more.    Oh,  if  there  be 
Justice  ui  Heaven,  and  we  are  assured  thera  ii^ 
A  day  must  come  of  ample  RetrilMUion! 

Then  vras  thy  cup,  dd  Man,  full  to  o'eiflimii^ 
But  ihou  wert  yet  alive ;  and  there  was  00$, 
The  soul  and  spring  of  all  that  Enmity, 
Who  would  not  leave  thee ;  festening  on  thy  Bukt 
Hungering  and  thirsting,  still  nnsatisfiad ; 
One  of  a  name  illustrious  as  thine  own! 
One  of  the  Ten!  one  of  the  Invisible  Tlirae!  (64) 
Twas  Loredano. 

When  the  whelps  wero  goiM^ 
He  would  dislodge  the  Lion  from  his  den ; 
And,  leading  on  the  pack  he  loi^  had  led« 
The  miserable  pack  that  ever  howl'd 
Against  fellen  Gieatness,  moved  that  FoKari 
Be  Doge  no  longer;  urgiBg  his  great  age^ 
His  incapacity  and  nothingnem ; 
Calling  a  Father's  sorrows  in  Us  chamber 
Neglect  of  duty,  anger,  contumacy. 
**  I  am  most  willing  to  retire,"  said  Foecari  1 
"  But  I  have  sworn,  and  cannot  of  mysel£ 
Do  with  me  as  ye  please.** 

He  was  deposed, 
He,  who  had  reign'd  so  long  and  gloriously ; 
His  ducal  bonnet  taken  from  his  brow. 
His  rubes  stript  ofl)  his  ring,  that  ancient  sjrmbol. 
Broken  before  him.     But  now  nothing  moved 
The  meekness  of  his  soul.    All  things  alike ! 
Among  the  six  that  come  with  the  decree, 
FfMcori  saw  one  he  knew  not,  and  inquired 
His  name.     *"  I  am  the  son  of  Marco  Memmo." 
**  Ah,"  he  replied,  "  thy  iiither  was  my  firiend." 

An<l  now  he  goes.    *"  It  is  the  hour  and  post 
I  have  no  business  here." — '*  But  wilt  thoQ  not 
Avoid  the  gazing  crowd  i    That  way  'm  private." 
**  No !  as  I  enter'd,  so  will  1  retire." 
And,  loaning  on  hiti  stoflT,  he  IcA  the  Palace, 
His  residence  for  four>and-thirty  years. 
By  the  same  staircase  he  came  up  in  splendor, 
llie  staircase  of  the  Giants.    Turning  round. 
When  in  tho  court  below,  he  stopt  and  said 
"  My  merits  brought  me  hither.     I  depart, 
Driven  by  tho  malice  of  ray  Enemies." 
Then  through  the  crowd  withdrew,  poor  as  he  camB 
And  in  his  gondola  went  off,  unfbllow'd 
But  by  the  sighs  of  them  tliat  dared  not  speak. 

This  journey  was  his  lost.    When  the  bell  nuoff 
Next  day,  announcing  a  new  Doge  to  Venice, 
It  found  him  on  his  kiiees  before  the  altar,  (65) 
(Hasping  his  aged  hands  in  earnest  prayer ;  * 
And  thera  he  died.    Era  half  its  task  ww  dooti, 
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It  rang  his  kiiell. 

But  whonoe  the  tlondly  hate 
That  caused  all  this — the  hate  of  LorcxlQiio  I 
It  was  a  legacy  his  Father  loft  hiin, 
Who,  but  for  Ffjscari,  ha<J  reien'd  in  Venice, 
And,  like  the  venom  in  the  serpent's  hog, 
Gather'd  and  grew!  Ntiihing  but  turn'd  to  venom! 
In  vain  did  Foscari  sue  f(»r  |)once,  for  friend;>liip, 
Ofiering  in  marriage  his  fair  l^^abel. 
Re  changed  not;  with  a  dreadful  piety, 
Studying  revenge !  liKtening  alone  to  those 
WTio  talked  of  vengeance ;  gnwping  by  the  hand 
Those  in  their  zeal  (and  none,  nhm,  wore  wanting) 
Who  came  to  tell  him  of  onother  Wronp, 
Done  or  imagined.    When  his  failier  died, 
Twas  whisper'd  in  his  ear,  "  He  died  by  ix)Ison!" 
He  wrote  it  on  the  tomb  ('t  is  llierc  in  marlilc) 
And  in  his  ledger-book— <6(i)  among  his  debtors — 
Entered  the  name  "  Franci:sco  Foscari," 
And  added,  "  For  the  murder  of  my  Faiher." 
Leaving  a  blank — to  l>e  fill'd  up  hereafter. 
When  F'oecari's  noble  heart  at  length  gave  way. 
He  took  the  volume  from  the  shelf  again 
Cabnly,  and  with  his  pen  fiU'd  up  the  blank. 
Inscribing,  **IIe  lias  paid  me." 

Ye  who  sit. 
Brooding  from  day  to  day,  from  day  to  day 
Chewing  the  bitter  cud,  and  starting  up 
At  though  the  hour  was  come  to  whet  your  fangs. 
And,  like  the  Pisan,'  gnaw  the  hairy  scalp 
Of  him  who  had  offended — if  ye  must. 
Sit  and  brood  on ;  but  oh !  Ibrbcor  to  teach 
The  lesM>n  to  your  children. 

XVII. 

ARQUA. 

Thxrk  is,  within  three  leagues  and  leM  of  Padua 
^The  Paduan  student  knows  it,  honors  it), 
A  lonely  tomlvetone  in  a  mountain-churchyard ; 
And  I  arrived  there  as  the  sun  declined 
Low  in  the  west     The  gentle  airs,  that  breathe 
Fragrance  at  eve,  were  rising,  and  the  birds 
Singing  their  farewell-song — the  very  song 
They  sung  the  night  that  tomb  received  a  tenant ; 
When,  as  alive,  clothed  in  hl««  Canon's  habit 
And,  slowly  winding  down  the  narrow  patli 
He  came  to  rest  there.     IVobles  of  the  land, 
Princes  and  prelates  mingled  in  his  train, 
Anxious  by  any  act,  while  yet  they  could. 
To  catch  a  ray  of  glory  by  reflection ; 
And  from  ttiat  hour  have  kindre<l  spirits  flock'd  (67) 
From  distant  countries,  from  the  north,  the  south. 
To  see  where  he  is  laid. 

Twelve  years  ago, 
WheFi  1  descended  the  impetuous  Khone, 
Im  \meyards  of  such  great  and  old  renowTi,  (68) 
Its  castles,  each  with  some  romantic  tale. 
Vanishing  fast — the  pilot  at  the  stem. 
He  who  had  steer'd  so  long,  standing  aloft. 
His  eyes  on  the  white  breakers,  and  his  hands 
On  what  at  once  served  him  for  oar  and  rudder, 
A  huge  misshapen  plank — the  bork  itself 
Frail  and  uncouth,  launch'd  to  return  no  more, 


1  OovBt  Ugottno. 


I  Such  a^  a  shipwreck'd  man  might  hope  to  build« 
Urged  by  tlie  love  of  home — w  hen  I  descended 
Two  long,  long  days'  silence,  suspense  on  board. 
It  was  to  ofler  at  thy  fount,  V  olclupa, 
Kntcring  the  archcil  Cave,  lo  wander  where 
Peirorch  had  waruUr'd,  in  a  tnnice  to  sit 
Where  in  his  i>easant-dre«8  he  loved  to  sit, 
Mdsing,  rcciliuK — on  some  nx-k  mocs-grown. 
Or  the  fimtastic  n»ot  of  i?onie  old  i'g-tree, 
That  drinks  the  li\ing  waters  as  they  Mream 
Over  ilipjr  cniemld-l)e<l ;  and  could  1  now 
?seglerl  to  visit  Ar(]ua,  (CD)  where,  at  last. 
When  he  had  done  and  settletl  with  the  wwld* 
When  all  the  illusions  of  his  Youth  were  fled. 
Indulged  jjerhajs  too  long,  cherish'd  too  fondly. 
He  came  for  the  conclusion  ?    Half-way  up 
He  biiiit  his  house,  (70)  whence  as  by  stealth  he  caughi 
Among  the  hills,  a  glimpse  of  bi»*y  lilb, 
That  8<x)thed,  not  stirr'd. — But  knock,  and  enter  hk. 
This  w as  his  chamber.    *T  is  as  when  he  left  it ; 
As  if  he  now  were  busy  in  his  garden. 
And  this  his  cl(H<»t.     Here  he  sale  and  read. 
This  was  his  chair;  and  in  it,  unobserved, 
Reading,  or  thinking  of  his  otjsent  friends. 
He  ))ass*d  away  as  in  a  quiet  sluml>cr. 

Peace  to  this  region!  Peace  to  all  who  dwell  here 
They  know  his  value — every  coming  step, 
That  gathers  round  the  children  from  their  (day. 
Would  tell  them  if  they  knew  not. — BuiooulH  »«i^ll 
Ungentle  or  ungenerous,  spring  up 
Where  he  is  sleepnig ;  where,  and  in  la  ^# 
Of  savage  waribre  and  blind  bigotry^ 
He  cultured  all  that  could  refine,  exall,  <M/ 
Leading  to  better  things  t 

XVIII. 

GIXEVRA. 

If  ever  you  should  come  to  Modena. 
Where  among  other  trophies  may  be  seen 
Tassoni's  btukf t  (in  its  chain  it  hang?,  (V9) 
Within  thar  reverend  tower,  the  Guirlandinai, 
Stop  at  a  Palace  near  the  Regpio-gaie, 
Dwell  in  of  old  by  one  of  the  Or*>ini, 
Its  noble  gnnlers,  *errace  above  terrace, 
An<l  rich  in  f<)nni^ine.  stAtue^.  cypresses, 
Will  king  detain  you — but,  lK?lbre  you  go, 
Knter  the  houfe — ibrgct  it  not,  I  pray — 
And  look  awhile  ujxm  a  j?»cii»re  there. 

Til  of  a  I^dy  in  her  earliest  youth. 
The  last  of  thut  illustrious  family; 
Hone  by  Zam[iieri  (73; — but  by  whom  I  care  am 
He,  who  observes  ii— ere  he  passes  on, 
Cazes  his  fdl,  and  comes  and  comes  again. 
That  he  may  call  it  up,  when  liir  away. 

She  sits,  inclining  (<>rward  as  to  speak, 
Her  liiw  half-4>{)en.  nn«l  her  finpcr  up, 
As  though  she  said  "  Beware!"  her  vest  of  gold 
Hroider'd  with  flowers,  and  clasp'd  froin  head  10  ibol 
An  emerald-stone  in  every  golden  clasp; 
And  on  her  brow,  fairer  than  alabaster, 
A  coronet  of  pearls. 

But  then  her  face, 
So  lovely,  yet  so  arch,  so  full  of  mirth. 
The  overflowinn  of  an  innocent  heailp* 
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It  iMBili  me  KflU  tbongh  musf  a  feu-  hn  fled, 
IAa  HMne  wild  melody! 

Akme  ithuigi 
Over  a  mouldering  heii^looin,  its  companion, 
An  oaJwo-dicet,  half^alen  by  the  worm, 
Bm  netdy  ewed  by  Anioay  of  Trent 
With  aeriptureHrtoriet  from  the  life  of  Chriat; 
A  dieai  that  came  from  Venice,  and  had  held 
Thm  dueai  robea  of  lome  old  Ancestor — 
That  by  the  way — ii  may  be  true  or  ialae— 
Bat  don*t  fcrget  the  pktiue ;  and  you  will  not, 
Whea  yoa  have  heard  the  tale  th^  told  me  there. 


an  only  child    her  name  Ginevra, 
joy.  the  pride  of  an  indulgent  Father ; 
And  in  her  fifteenth  year  became  a  bride. 
Marrying  an  only  son.  Francesco  Doria, 
Her  pbymate  from  her  birth,  and  her  first  love. 

Just  as  she  looks  there  in  her  bridal  dms, 
8he  waa  all  genileness,  all  gaiety, 
Her  pranks  the  fiivorite  thome  of  every  tongue. 
Ecu  nnw  the  day  woa  come,  the  day,  the  hour ; 
Now,  frowning,  smiling,  for  the  hundredth  time. 
Hie  nuiae,  tliai  ancient  lady,  preadi'd  decorum; 
And.  in  the  lustre  of  her  youth,  she  gave 
Her  hand,  with  her  heart  in  it,  to  Franceeoo. 

Great  wn  the  joy ;  but  at  the  Nuptial  Feast, 
When  all  sate  down,  the  Bride  herself  was  wanting. 
Kor  im  she  to  be  found !    Iler  Father  cried, 
"  Tw  but  to  make  a  trial  of  our  love ! " 
Aad  filTd  his  glass  to  all;  but  his  hand  shook. 
And  soun  from  guest  to  guest  the  panic  spread. 
T  was  but  that  instant  she  had  left  Francesco, 
Laughing  and  looking  back,  aiid  flying  still, 
Hff  i%-or}'-tfKrth  imprinted  on  his  finger. 
But  now.  alas,  she  was  not  to  tie  found ; 
Nor  lium  that  lK>ur  could  anything  be  gucss'd. 
But  that  she  was  not !     v 

Wenry  of  his  life, 
Francesro  flew  to  Venitt*,  and,  emlurking, 
Klui.r  It  away  in  battle  with  the  Turk. 
Onuu  l:vet! — and  long  might  you  liave  seen 
An  old  man  wandering  as  in  quest  of  something, 
Sitmethiiig  he  could  not  find— -he  knew  not  what. 
When  he  was  ffime.  the  house  renuuned  awhile 
&Wnt  and  lenantlcss — then  went  to  strangers. 

Full  fifty  years  were  past,  ami  all  forgotten, 
WTien  on  e.n  i<lle  day,  a  day  of  nearrh 
'Mjd  the  o!«I  liimlier  in  tho  (Jailer)', 
Tliat  m'MildrriiiK  ('heft  \vn«i  iiotice<l;  and  *t  was  said 
By  one  a.«  \-<Min'^.  at  th'Hifrhilem  as  (iinevra, 
"Whv  n«»i  remove  ii  fnmi  its  lurkinq-plaoe?" 
T^ait  done  ns  mhiu  a^  rai<l;  hut  on  the  way 
Ii  U:nt.  It  fell ;  and  li>.  a  hkeleion, 
Wii',  lit-r«»  ami  then»  a  ytcnrh  nn  ememld-stonc, 
A  rikicn  rlruip,  clojiping  a  shre<l  <»f  pold. 
AH  eiM?  liad  peri»h'd — mve  a  weilding-ring, 
.\ftd  a  i«mall  !«oal.  her  mother's  le!:nc\', 
KjtiTRiveu  uith  a  name,  the  name  of  both, 
•Cmc\ra." 

Tliere  then  had  she  found  a  grave! 
ITuhin  that  chest  had  she  conreal'd  herwlf, 
(lutiering  with  joy.  the  happiest  of  the  happy ; 


When  a  spring-lodt,  that  lay  in  aoiDoa^  Jiem, 
Fastened  her  &wn  for  ever! 

XIX. 

BOLOGNA. 

T  wAa  night;  the  noise  and  bustle  ef  the  daj 
Were  o*er.    The  mountebonk  no  lunger  wrought 
Miraculous  ctircs    he  and  his  stage  wer^  gone ; 
And  he  wIkh  when  the  crisis  of  Us  tale 
Came,  and  all  stood  breathless  with  hop^  and  fear 
Sent  round  hia  cap;  and  he  who  thrumm'd  his  win 
And  sang,  ^'ith  pleading  look  and  plaindve  stiain 
Melting  the  passenger.  Thy  thousand  cric8»* 
So  well  portray'd  and  by  a  son  of  thine. 
Whose  voice  lutd  swell'd  the  hubbub  in  hi«  yoodi* 
Were  hush*d,  Bologna ;  silence  in  the  streets, 
The  squares,  when  harit,  the  chittering  of  fleo*  hoeft 
And  aocm  a  courier,  posting  as  from  for. 
Housing  and  holster,  boot  and  belted  coat 
And  doublet,  suiin'd  with  many  a  various  soiI» 
Siopt  and  alighted.  T  was  where  hangs  aklt 
That  ancient  sign,  the  pilgrim,  welcommg 
All  who  arrive  there,  ail  peihapa  save  Ihoae 
Chid  like  himself,  with  staff  and  scallop^heB, 
Those  on  a  pilgrimage :  and  now  approacfa'd 
Wheels,  through  the  lofty  porticoes  resounding^ 
Arch  beyond  arch,  a  shelter  or  a  shade 
As  the  sky  changes.   To  the  gate  they  came; 
And,  ere  the  man  had  half  hte  story  done. 
Mine  host  received  the  Master— one  long  oaed 
To  sojourn  among  strangers,  eversrwhere 
(Go  where  he  woaM,  aloog  the  wildcat  track) 
niiq^ing  a  cham  dwt  shall  not  soon  be  loat» 
And  leaving  fooMeps  to  be  traced  by  thoae 
Who  love  die  haunts  of  Genius ;  one  who  saw, 
Olxened,  nor  shunnM  the  busy  scenes  of  lifo. 
But  mingled  not,  and,  *niid  the  din,  the  stir, 
Lived  as  a  separate  Spirit 

Much  had  poss'd 
Since  lost  we  parted ;  and  those  Ave  short  yeai»— 
Much  had  they  told !  His  clustering  locks  were  tum'a 
Cirey;  nor  did  aught  recall  the  Yo!ith  that  swam 
From  Sostos  to  Abydos.     Yet  hia  voice, 
Still  it  was  sweet ;  still  from  his  eye  the  thought 
Flosh'd  lightning-like,  nor  linger*d  on  the  way, 
Wailing  for  words.    Far,  far  into  the  night 
We  sate,  conversing — no  unwelcome  hour. 
The  hour  we  met;  and,  when  Aurora  rose. 
Rising,  we  climbed  tlie  nigged  Apennine. 

Well  I  remember  how  the  colden  sun 
Fiird  with  itji  lK>umM  the  unfiithonmhle  gulfo, 
As  on  wo  tmveird,  and  along  the  ridpe, 
'Mid  groves  of  cork  and  cist  us  and  wild  fig, 
His  motley  houseludd  came — Not  last  nor  least, 
BnitiMta,  who  upon  the  moonlight-sea 
Of  Venice,  had  so  ably,  »*aIonKly 
Serv'fHi.  and,  at  |Nl^lin'.^  flung  his  oar  away 
To  iollow  ihniugh  the  %%orld;  who  without  stam 
Had  worn  so  long  that  honorable  l)adge,* 

1  Sit}  the  Cries  of  nolnena,  nn  Hrnwn  bjr  Annibsl  CariACU 
ll<>  wnt  III'  vrry  humlile  onrin ;  nixi.  to  C(>rrt>rt  hit  brotbor's 
vanity,  onrn  nouX  him  a  portrait  of  tlieir  faliicr,  tb«  tailor 
thrvatlint  hu  no«dlo. 

2  Tht*  priiiripnl  gondolier,  il  fnntp  di  poppa,  was  almost  a. 
war*  in  till*  coiindeiirn  uf  hit  mn<«U'r,  niut  ciuploytNl  oa  occs 

laioiis  that  required  jud<iiie&i  and  addreM. 
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The  gondolier's,  in  a  Patrician  House 
Arguing  unlimited  trust. — iNol  last  nor  least, 
Tliou,  though  dechning  in  thy  beauty  and  strength, 
Faithful  Moretto,  to  the  latest  hour 
Guarding  his  chainber-door,  and  now  along 
The  silent,  sullen  strand  of  Misaolonghi 
Howling  in  grieil 

He  had  just  lefl  that  place 
Of  old  renown,  once  in  the  Adrian  sea," 
Ravenna ;  where,  from  Dante's  sacred  tomb 
He  had  so  oft,  a«  many  a  verse  declares,* 
Drawn  inspiration ;  where,  at  twilight^me. 
Through  the  pine-fore«t  wandering  with  loose  rein. 
Wandering  and  lust,  he  had  so  oft  beheld  * 
(What  is  not  visible  to  a  Poet's  eye  V) 
The  spectre-knight,  the  hell-hounds,  and  their  prey, 
The  chose,  the  slaughter,  and  the  festal  mirth 
Suddenly  blasted.    'T  was  a  theme  he  loved. 
But  others  claim'd  their  turn ;  and  many  a  tower, 
Shatter'd,  uprooted  from  its  native  rock, 
Its  strength  the  pride  of  some  heroic  age, 
Appear'd  and  vanish'd  (many  a  sturdy  steer  * 
Yoked  and  unyoked),  while  as  in  happier  days 
He  pour'd  his  spirit  forth.    The  past  forgot, 
All  was  enjoyment.    Not  a  cloud  obscured 
Preaent  or  future. 

He  is  now  at  rest ; 
And  praise  and  blame  fall  on  his  oar  alike, 
Now  dull  in  death.     Yes,  Byron,  thou  art  gone, 
Gone  like  a  star  that  through  the  firmament 
Shot  and  was  lost,  in  its  eccentric  course 
Duzling,  perplexing.    Yet  thy  heart,  methinks, 
Was  generous,  noble — ^noble  in  its  soom 
Of  all  things  low  or  little ;  nothing  there 
Sordid  or  servile.    If  iiaagmed  wrongi 
Punned  thee,  urging  thee  sometimes  to  do 
Things  long  regretted,  oft,  as  many  know, 
None  more  than  I,  thy  gratitude  would  build 
On  sligUt  foundations :  and,  if  in  thy  life 
Not  happy,  in  thy  death  thou  surely  wert, 
'Hiy  wish  accomplish'd ;  dying  in  the  land 
Where  thy  young  mind  had  caught  ethereal  fire. 
Dying  in  Greece,  and  in  a  cause  so  glorious ! 

They  in  thy  train — ah,  little  did  they  think. 
As  round  we  went,  that  they  so  soon  should  sit 
Mourning  beside  thee,  while  a  Nation  moum'd. 
Changing  her  festal  for  her  funeral  song ; 
That  they  so  soon  should  hear  the  minute-gim. 
As  morning  glearo'd  on  what  remain'd  of  thee, 
RdL  o'er  the  sea,  the  mountains,  numbering 
Thy  years  of  joy  and  sorrow. 

Thou  art  gone ; 
And  he  who  would  assail  thee  in  thy  grave. 
Oh,  let  him  pause !    For  who  among  us  all. 
Tried  as  thou  wert— even  from  thine  earliest  years, 
When  wandering,  yet  unspoilt,  a  highland-boy — 
Tried  as  thou  wert,  and  with  thy  soul  of  flame ; 
Plewure,  while  yet  the  down  was  on  thy  cheek. 
Uplifting,  pressing,  and  to  lips  like  thine 
Her  charmed  cup— eh,  who  among  us  all 
^old  say  he  had  not  err'd  as  much,  and  more  f 


I  AdriMmm  mara.— Cm.      8  Bee  Om  Prophecf  of  DanU. 

S  See  the  tale  ss  told  bf  BecMflrie  and  DrydM. 

4  Ttaty  waU  for  lbs  traT«Osr*s  eab  kf  s  at  lbs  fool  ofemy  UL 


XX. 

FLORENCE. 

Of  all  the  fitirest  cities  of  the  earth 
None  are  so  fiiir  as  Florence.  "T  is  a  gem 
Of  purest  ray.  a  treasure  for  a  casket ! 
And  what  a  glorious  luslre  did  it  shed,  (74) 
When  it  emerged  from  darkness !   Search  within. 
Without,  all  is  enchantment!  "Tis  the  past 
Contending  with  the  present ;  and  in  turn 
Ejoch  has  the  mastery. 

In  this  chapel  wrought  (75) 
Mnaniccio ;  and  he  slumbers  underneath. 
Wouldst  thou  behold  his  monument  ?   Look  round! 
And  know  that  where  we  stand,  stood  oft  and  loQf , 
Oft  till  the  day  was  gone,  Raphael  himself^ 
He  and  his  haughty  Rival — poliently. 
Humbly,  to  learn  of  those  who  came  before. 
To  steal  a  spark  from  their  authentic  fire. 
Theirs,  who  first  broke  the  gloom.  Sons  of  the  Morniqf. 

There,  on  tlie  seat  that  runs  along  the  wall. 
South  of  the  Church,  east  of  the  belfiy-towcr 
(Thou  canst  not  miss  it),  in  the  sultry  time 
Would  Dante  sit  conversing  (76),  and  with  tfaoao 
Who  little  thought  that  in  his  hand  he  held 
The  balance,  and  assign'd  at  his  good  pleasure 
To  each  his  place  in  the  invisible  world. 
To  some  an  upper,  some  a  lower  region; 
Reserving  in  his  secret  mind  a  niche 
For  thee,  Saltrello,  who  with  quirks  of  law 
Hadst  plagued  him  sore,  and  carefully  requiting  (77) 
Such  as  ere-long  condemn'd  his  mortal  part 
To  fire.  (78)  Sit  down  awhile — then  by  the  gafja 
Wondrously  wrought,  so  beautiful,  so  glorious 
That  they  might  serve  to  be  the  gates  of  HeaTeo. 
Enter  the  Baptistery.    That  place  he  loved, 
CalUng  it  his !    And  in  his  visits  there 
Well  might  he  take  delight !    For,  when  a  child. 
Playing,  with  venturous  feel,  near  and  yet  nearer 
One  of  the  fonts,  fell  in,  he  flew  and  saved  him,  (79) 
Flew  with  an  energy,  a  violence, 
That  broke  the  marble — a  mishap  ascribed 
To  evil  motives ;  his,  alas !  to  lead 
A  life  of  trouble,  and  ere-long  to  leave 
All  things  most  dear  to  him,  ere-long  to  know 
How  salt  another's  bread  is,  and  how 
The  going  up  and  down  another's  stairs. 


Nor  then  forget  that  Chamber  of  the  Dead,(90) 
Where  the  gigantic  forms  of  Night  and  Day, 
Tum'd  into  stone,  rest  everlastingly. 
Yet  still  are  brcatliiiig;  and  shod  round  at  DOOQ 
A  two-fold  influence— only  to  be  felt — 
A  light,  a  darkness,  mingling  caih  with  each \ 
Both  and  yet  neither.    There,  from  age  to  age, 
Two  GhusUi  are  sitting  on  their  sepulchres. 
That  is  the  Duke  Lorenzo.     Mark  him  welL  (81) 
He  meditates,  his  head  upon  his  hand. 
What  scowls  beneath  his  broad  and  helm-like  boniMtt 
Is  it  a  face,  or  but  an  eyeless  skull  ? 
'T  is  hid  in  shade ;  yet,  like  the  basilisk. 
It  fiiacinates,  and  is  intolerable. 
His  mien  is  noble,  most  mistical ! 
Then  most  so,  when  the  distant  choir  ia  heard* 
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At  itn  or  CT»    iwr  ftfl  thwi  lo  ttmd 

Ob  that  ihrioo4MUow'd  d^,(89)  wiMii  all  «•  dwra  i 

When  ftll.  propitktiiig  whh  lolflam  mifi, 

With  ligbi,  Slid  frankmoenw,  and  ho^  witar, 

VaitifaeDeHL   Then  wilt  tlwB  feel  hb  poww! 

Bat  kc  not  Sealptnra.  Mntiqff,  Foetf , 
Or  ibejr.  thm  aMton  of  tbne  Bugfatf  oprili^ 
Docna  ■&    Our  fint  hooMgo  ■  lo  Virtue. 
Wlwre.  in  wlat  dungeon  of  the  Citadel 
(It  BMiBt  be  known— the  writing  on  the  wall  (83) 
be  gunu    'twaa  cot  in  with  hia  dagger, 
hie  kneai  la  God.  he  alew  hinaelf). 
Whaia,  in  wkal  dangeon,  did  FUtppo  Stniaau 
The  kai.  the  graaieM  of  the  Mon  of  Floranoe^ 
Ihaatha  ont  hia  aool — Utfi  in  hii  agony. 
When  en  the  nok  and  eall'd  upon  to  anawer. 
Ha  niffhi  newa  the  gailtlea. 

That  debt  paid, 
Bm  with  n  righ,  a  tear  iir  hmnan  fiailiy, 
We  aaaf  latam,  and  onee  more  give  a  looaa 
To  the  delighied  ipirit— wonhippim^ 
la  her  hmII  leaqde  of  rieh  woriunamhip^' 
VeB»  henalC  wha^  when  dto  left  the  akiea. 


DONOARZIA. 

a  the  awfal  ftnaa  that  aland  aMomMed 
b  the  giant  aqnara  of  Florenoa,  may  be  teen 
Ttei  Cu—n,  (8i)  not  the  Father  of  hii  Countiy, 
Hat  he  aa  a^rM,  hot  he  who  pky'd  the  QnanL 
dad  in  rich  annor  like  a  paladin. 
Bat  widi  hia  hefanet  off-in  kiogly  alata. 
Aloft  he  wia  upon  hit  horae  of  bram; 
And  they,  mho  read  the  legend  undemeadi. 
Go  nnd  pnmounce  him  happy.     Yet  there  is 
A  Chamber  at  GroMoto,  that,  if  wmlla 
Omkl  speak,  and  tell  of  what  is  done  within. 
Would  turn  your  admiration  into  pity. 
Half  of  what  pass'd  died  with  him ;  but  the  rest, 
All  he  discover'd  when  the  fit  wus  cm. 
All  that,  by  those  who  listen*d,  could  be  gleao*d 
From  hfoken  sentences  and  starts  in  sleep, 
Is  told,  and  by  an  honest  Chronicler.  (85) 

Two  of  his  sons,  GioTanni  and  Garsia 
(The  eldest  had  not  seen  his  sixteenth  summer). 
Went  to  the  chase ;  but  one  of  them,  Giovanni, 
Ha  best  betoTed,  the  glory  of  his  house, 
Bemm'd  not ;  and  at  close  of  day  was  found 
Bhihed  in  his  innocent  bk)od.    Too  well,  alas! 
The  trembling  Conoo  guess'd  the  deed,  the  doer ; 
And  having  catsed  the  body  to  be  borne 
In  se<>ret  to  that  chamhef— at  an  hour 
When  all  slept  sound,  mve  the  disoonsolato  Mo- 
ther.* (86) 
Hlki)  liitle  tlKNight  of  what  was  jret  to  come, 
Anl  bved  but  to  be  told — he  bade  Garzia 
Ar»e  snd  follow  him.     Holding  in  one  hand 
A  winkuig  lamp,  and  in  the  other  a  key 
MasBTe  and  dungeon-like,  thither  he  led ; 
Aod.  having  etiter'd  in  and  lock'd  the  door, 
The  &ther  lix'd  hia  eyes  upon  the  son, 
Afki  ck«ely  questioned  him.    No  change  betray'd 
O  gudt  or  fear.    Then  Cosmo  lifted  op 
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The  bloody  dieet.    "Look  there!  Look  dma**  h» 

cried, 
**  Bkod  calk  for  blood — and  fiom  a  &ihar%  haadl 
— Unlem  thyself  wilt  save  him  that  sad  office. 
Whatr  he  ezcbum'd,  when,  shoddering  at  tfaai<|^ 
The  boj  breathed  out,  **  I  stood  but  on  mj  gnavd." 
**Darest  thou  then  blacken  one  who  never  vnwigM 

thee. 
Who  would  not  set  his  foot  upon  a  wonnt— 
Yes,  thou  must  die,  lest  others  fell  by  thee. 
And  thou  shouldst  be  the  slayer  of  ua  alL" 
Then  from  GaraiVs  sale  he  look  the  dagger. 
That  fetal  one  which  spilt  his  brodier^  blood  | 
And, kneeling  on  the  ground,  ''GreatGodr*  ha  cria^ 
**  Grant  me  the  strength  to  do  an  act  of  Jiatioe. 
Thou  knowest  what  it  ooota  me ;  hot,  aka. 
How  can  I  spare  myaeU)  sparii^  none  else 
Grant  me  the  strength,  the  will— and  oh  foifiaa 
The  sinful  soul  of  a  most  wretched  son. 
Tis  a  most  wretched  fether  who  im|dorea  it" 
Long  on  Gania's  neck  he  hui^  and  wept 
Tenderly,  long  prea'd  him  to  his  boaom; 
And  then,  but  while  he  held  him  by  the  aai^ 
Thrusiii^  him  backward,  tom'd  away  hii  feea^ 
And  siabb'd  him  to  the  heart 

Wen  might  De  Ttab 
When  in  his  youth  he  came  to  Cosmo's  court, 
Hiink  on  the  past ;  and,  as  he  wander'd  throoi^ 
The  Ancient  IHdace  (87)— ihrou^  thoae  ample  spaoit 
Silent,  deserted— stop  awhile  to  dvirell 
Upon  two  portraits  there,  drawn  on  the  waH  (jB6| 
Together,  as  of  two  in  bonds  of  love. 
One  in  a  Cardinal's  habit,  one  in  black. 
Those  of  the  unhappy  brothers,  and  infer 
From  the  deep  silence  that  his  queationB  draw»  (B0) 
The  terrible  truth. 

Well  might  he  heave  a  sigh 
For  poor  humanity,  when  he  beheld 
lliat  very  Cosmo  flaking  o'er  his  fire. 
Drowsy  and  deaf  and  inarticulato. 
Wrapt  in  his  night-gown,  o'er  a  sick  man's  mesi^ 
In  the  last  stage— deatlMtruck  and  deadly  paia| 
His  wife,  another,  not  his  Eleonora, 
At  once  his  nurse  and  his  interpreter. 

XXII. 

THE  CAMPAGNA  OF  FLORENCE. 

T  IS  morning.    Let  us  wander  through  the  SMh 
Where  Cimabue  (90)  found  a  shepherd-boy  • 
Tracing  his  idle  foncios  on  the  ground ; 
And  let  ua  from  the  top  of  Fiowie, 
Whence  Galileo's  glam  by  night  observed 
The  phases  of  the  moon,  look  round  below 
On  Amo's  vale,  where  the  dove-color'd  oxen 
Are  plowing  up  and  down  among  the  vines. 
While  many  a  careless  note  is  sung  aloud. 
Filling  the  air  with  sweemces     and  on  thee. 
Beautiful  Florence,  (91)  all  within  thy  walls. 
Thy  groves  and  gardens,  pinnacles  and  toweia* 
Drawn  to  our  feet. 

From  that  small  spire,  just  caii|^ 
By  the  bright  my,  that  churrh  among  the  rest  (93) 
By  One  of  Old  distinguish'd  as  The  Bride, 
Let  us  purine  in  thought  (what  can  we  better  f) 
Those  who  assembled  there  at  roatin-prayen;*  (j^ 
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Who,  when  Vice  itn^eird,  and  along  the  street 
Tablet  were  eet,  what  time  the  bearer'^  bell 
Rang  to  demand  the  dend  at  every  door, 
Came  out  into  the  meadows ;  (94)  and,  awhile 
Wandering  in  idleness,  but  not  in  folly, 
Sate  down  in  the  high  grass  and  in  the  shade 
Of  many  a  tree  sim-proof— day  iil'ier  day. 
When  all  was  still  and  nothing  to  hi>  heard 
But  the  Cicala's  voice  among  the  olives, 
Relating  in  a  ring,  to  banish  care, 
Tlieir  hundred  novels. 

Round  the  hill  they  went,  (95) 
Round  underneath — first  to  a  splendid  house, 
Gherardi,  as  an  old  tradition  runs. 
That  on  the  leH,  just  rising  from  the  vole ; 
A  place  (or  Luxury — the  painted  rooms. 
The  open  galleries  and  middle  court 
Not  nnprepared,  fragrant  and  gay  with  flowers. 
Then  westward  to  another,  nobler  yet ; 
That  on  the  right,  now  known  as  the  Palmieri, 
Where  Art  with  Nature  vied — a  Paradise, 
With  verdurous  walls,  and  many  a  trellis *d  walk 
All  rose  and  jasmine,  many  a  fbrest-vista 
Croas'd  by  the  deer.    Then  to  the  Ladies'  Valley; 
And  the  clear  lake,  that  soem'd  as  by  enchantment 
To  lift  up  to  the  surface  every  stone 
Of  lustre  there,  and  the  diminutive  Hsh 
Innumerable,  dropl  with  crimson  and  gold. 
Now  motionless,  now  glancing  to  the  sun. 

Who  has  not  dwelt  on  their  voluptuotis  day? 
ybe  morning-banquet  by  the  fountain-eide,  (96) 
The  dance  that  followed,  and  the  noon-tide  slumber : 
Then  the  tales  told  in  turn,  as  round  they  lay 
On  carpets,  the  fresh  waters  murmuring ; 
And  the  short  interval  fill'd  up  with  games 
Of  Cheas,  and  talk,  and  reading  old  Romances, 
Till  supper-time,  when  many  a  syren-voice 
Sung  down  the  stars,  and  in  the  grass  the  torches 
Burnt  brighter  for  their  absence. 

He,'  whose  dream 
It  wu  (it  was  no  more)  sleeps  in  Va\  d'Clsa, 
Sleeps  in  the  church,  where  (in  his  oar  I  ween) 
The  Friar  pour'd  out  his  catalogue  of  trcrtsures ;  (97) 
A  ray,  imprimis,  of  the  star  that  shone 
To  the  Wise  Men ;  a  phial-full  of  sounds. 
The  musical  chimes  of  the  great  bells  that  hung 
In  Solomon's  Temple ;  and,  though  last  not  least, 
A  feather  from  the  Angol  Gabriel's  wing, 
Dropt  in  the  Virgin's  chamber. 

That  dark  ridge 
Stretching  away  in  the  South-east,  conceals  it; 
Not  so  his  lowly  raoC  and  scanty  farm,  (98) 
liis  copse  and  rill,  if  yet  a  trace  be  led, 
Who  lived  in  Val  di  Pcsa,  suHering  long 
Eiile  and  want,  and  the  keen  ^Imfb  of  Malice, 
With  an  uncloudiHl  mind.'    The  glimmering  tower 
On  the  grey  rock  beneath,  his  land-mark  once. 
Now  aerves  for  onra,  and  points  out  where  he  ate 
H'm  bread  wiili  cheerful neM. 

Who  sees  him  not 
("Til  his  own  sketch — he  drew  it  from  himself) (99) 
Playing  the  bird-catcher,  and  sallying  forth 
In  an  autumnal  mom,  laden  with  cages. 
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To  catch  a  thrush  on  every  lime-twig  there  ■ 
Or  in  the  wood  among  his  wood-cutten ; 
Or  in  the  tavern  by  the  highway-aide 
At  tric-trac  with  the  miller;  or  at  night, 
Dofling  his  rustic  suit,  and,  duly  clad. 
Entering  his  closet,  and,  among  his  booka, 
Amtmg  the  Great  of  every  age  and  clime, 
A  numerous  court,  turning  to  whom  he  plettied. 
Questioning  each  why  he  did  this  or  that. 
And  learning  how  to  overcome  the  fear 
Of  poverty  and  death  ? 

Nearer  we  hail 
Thy  sunny  slope,  Arcetri,  sung  of  Old 
For  its  green  wine  (100)— dearer  to  me,  to  moi^ 
As  dwelt  on  by  that  great  Astronomer,' 
Seven  years  a  prisoner  at  the  city-gale,  (101) 
Let  in  but  in  his  grave-clothes.     Sacred  be 
His  cottage  (justly  was  it  call'd  The  Jewel  .*)  (109) 
Sacred  the  vineyard,  where,  while  yet  his  sight 
Glimmer'd,  at  blush  of  dawn  he  dress'd  hia  vine^ 
Chanting  aloud  in  gaiety  of  heart 
Some  verse  of  Ariosto.    There,  unseen,  (103) 
In  manly  beauty  Milton  stood  before  him, 
Gazing  with  reverent  awe — Milton,  his  guest. 
Just  then  come  forth,  all  Ufe  and  enterprise ; 
He  in  his  old  age  and  extremity. 
Blind,  at  noon-day  exploring  with  his  stoflT; 
His  eyes  uptum'd  as  to  the  golden  sun. 
His  eye-balls  idly  nilling.     Little  then 
Did  Galileo  think  whom  he  bade  welcome ; 
That  in  his  hand  he  held  the  hand  of  one 
Who  could  requite  him — who  would  spread  his  nmnm 
O'er  lands  and  seas — great  as  himself,  nay  greater; 
Milton  as  little  that  in  him  he  saw, 
As  in  a  glass,  what  he  himself  should  be, 
Destined  so  soon  to  fidl  on  evil  days 
And  evil  tongues — so  soon,  alos,  to  hve 
In  darkness,  and  with  dangers  compass'd  round, 
And  solitude. 

Well  pleased,  could  we  pursue 
The  A  mo,  from  his  birth-place  in  the  clouda. 
So  near  the  yellow  Tiber's  (104) — springing  up 
From  his  four  fountains  on  the  Apeimine, 
Ttiat  mounlain-ridge  a  sea-mark  to  the  ships 
Sailing  on  either  Sea.     Downward  he  runs. 
Scattering  fresh  verdure  through  the  deeolate  wild, 
Down  by  the  City  of  Hermits,  (105)  and,  ere-lon^ 
The  venerable  woods  of  Vallombrosa ; 
Then  through  these  gardens  to  the  Tuscan  aem. 
Reflecting  castles,  convents,  villages, 
And  ihohc  great  Rivals  in  an  elder  day, 
Florence  and  Pisa — who  have  given  him  fome. 
Fame  everlasting,  but  who  sioin'd  so  oA 
His  troubled  water*.     Ofl,  alas,  were  seen. 
When  flight,  purxuit,  and  hideous  rout  were  there. 
Hands,  clad  in  gloves  of  Ntcol.held  up  imploring  ;(10G| 
The  man,  the  hero,  on  his  fimming  steed. 
Borne  mulerneath — already  in  the  realms 
Of  Darkness. 

Nor  did  night  or  burning  noon 
Bring  respite.     Of^,  as  that  great  Artist  saw,*  (107) 
Whose  ))encil  had  a  \'oice,  the  cry  "To  arms!** 
And  the  shrill  trumpet,  hurried  up  the  bonk 
Those  who  had  stolen  an  hour  to  breast  the  tide. 
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Ami  wirii  fioa  their  unhmMM'd  liinbi  die  bhiod 
And  eweet  of  betUe.    Sudden  wm  ihf  nub. 
Violent  ibe  tumult ;  for,  alreod j  in  nght, 
Nonrer  end  neorer  yet  the  danger  drew ; 
Enrh  erery  einew  iireining,  eveiy  lenlnre, 
E*dft  ■wirhing  0|v  end  giiduig.  buckling  on 
Moffioo  and  greeve  end  shirt  of  twirted  nMil» 
Ae  fcr  hit  lile— 4io  more  percbanoe  Id  taate. 
Afni»»  the  gralofol  fiethnem  of  thy  giadea» 
Thy  waiem— where,  eniliing,  he  had  felt 
A  ewiauner's  transport,  there,  alaa,  to  float 
And  welter.    Nor  between  the  goaii  of  War, 
When  Hocks  were  feeding,  and  the  shepherd's  pipe 
Gladdcn*d  the  valley,  wImoi,  but  not  nnarm'd, 
ThB  sower  came  ferth,  and,  feUowing  him  who 

ptow'd, 
TVew  in  the  seed    dM  thy  indignant  waTos 
Eaeape  pollution.    Sullen  was  the  splash. 
Heavy  and  swift  the  plunge,  when  they  reeeifed 
The  key  that  just  had  grated  on  the  ear 
Of  UgoUno— «kiBing  op  fer  ever 
T%at  dismal  dungeon  henceforth  to  be  named 
The  Tower  of  Famine. 

Once  indeed  't  was  thine^ 
When  many  a  winter4kxMl,  thy  tributary. 
Was  thniugh  in  rocky  glen  nuhing.  resounding. 
And  ihott  wrrt  in  thy  might,  to  save,  restore 
A  charge  moat  precious.    To  the  nearest  ford, 
Hssiening,  a  boiaennn  irom  Areso  came, 
GarclesB,  impatient  of  delay,  a  babe 
Shag  in  a  basket  to  the  knotty  staff 
Hat  lay  athwart  his  saddle-bow.    He  spois^ 
He  cnieis;  and  hb  horse,  alarm'd,  perplei*d. 
Hslw  in  the  midst.    Grrat  is  the  stir,  the  strife; 
And  \iK  an  atom  on  that  dAiigi^muff  son,  (108) 
TSf  bribe  :»  Hdaring !    Foul  nnd  far  he  fli« ; 
M'lw  tefn;in9t-rQck'd,  now  whirling  mimd  and  round, 
Rit  TuA  to  porvh.     Hy  thy  uniting  waves 
H'rje  to  ihf  i«h*irr,  nmnng  the  hiilniphes 
The  ark  luw  rr^Utl ;  and  unhurt,  secure, 
.\»  un  hi-*  molh'T**  l)rea«t  he  plf-ejw  within. 
All  fMMff  '  or  never  hrid  the  nnlions  heard 
Th.-ii  vo:<  «■  «» i«we<"i,  uhirli  htill  (MictinnTp,  inspiren; 
Thr-it  \«v«e.  whu-h  fuvj  of  love,  «.f  liU-rty. 

PeJranii  Uy  i\u  n*  I And  n'li-h  the  inincen 

That  «hi«JfrM  n>un(l  o'lr  Milton,  when  at  eve 
Re<-iiiMsl  ho*IJc  thee.  (VYi)  Amo;  when  at  eve, 
I^  CHI  hy  tUft*,  he  waniJerM  with  delight, 
Fram^n?  CHi<]ian  verw»,  pud  through  thy  ppove« 
Oa:h«T.i>c  w  ilil  imTtle.     S?jeh  the  Poet's  drenmn ; 
Y#-t  noc  ••jrh  only.     For  U^ik  r'>urid  and  miy, 
%\'here  i«  th<»  Kmnml  that  ilid  not  drink  warm  blood, 
TJi*  •-•h'l  that  hiul  lean>r  m^t  to  nrtieulate 
T^p  rrv  of  nmnfer? — Katjd  woj*  the  day' 
To  Floffme.  when  ('t  wa«  in  a  Btreel  behind 
TfM^  f  hnrrh  nini  convent  of  the  Holy  CrfWf — 
T^f-ri*  1*  ih"  h'Hiite — that  h«»tiP"  of  the  Donati, 
T'-w»-rli-««.  II n  aiiil  h-ft  lone  *inre.  but  to  the  last 
K.-3\ui{r  a-'Mtilf — all  mirurd.  all  emhofu'd 
I'o  k>w.  and  ptill  diMincT'ii^hM  hy  the  rintra 
( if  hRi«.  that  hi>ld  in  war  and  tt"^tiva1-tiine 
'I'^tfiT  (aint1v-^t:irNlard«)  fatal  was  the  day 
T'l  Fl«'rewe.  whrni,  at  mom,  at  the  ninth  hoar, 
A  nohle  iHime  in  weeds  of  widow  Ikxn!, 
\V€wJ<  to  be  W'lm  hereafter  by  so  many, 


Stood  at  her  door ;  and,  Khe  a  suiceiem,  ftny 
Uer  daszling  spelL    Subtle  she  was,  and  rich. 
Rich  in  a  hidden  pearl  of  heavenly  light. 
Her  daughter's  beauty ;  and  loo  well  she  knew 
lis  virtue !    Patiently  lAie  stood  and  wat|ii*d ; 
Nor  stood  alone— 4Mit  spoke  not— -In  her  bwaaiC 
Iler  purpose  by;  and,  as  a  youth  pais'd  by. 
Clad  for  the  nuptial  rite,  she  smiled  and  said. 
Lifting  a  comer  of  the  maiden's  veil, 
**  This  had  I  treasured  up  in  secret  for  thee. 
This  hast  thou  lost!"    He  gaaed,  and  wm  undone! 
Forgetting-— not  foigot — he  broke  the  bund, 
And  paid  the  penalty,  losing  his  life 
At  the  bridge-foot ;  (111)  and  hence  a  world  of  woa. 
Vengeance  for  vengeance  crying,  blood  ibr  blood; 
No  intermisskm !   Law,  that  slumbers  not, 
And,  like  the  Angel  with  the  flaming  swoid, 
Siis  over  all,  at  once  chastising,  healing. 
Himself  the  Avenger,  went ;  sind  every  street 
Ran  red  with  mutiud  slaughter — though  somelhnni 
Hie  young  forgot  the  lesrans  they  had  learnt. 
And  loved  whon  they  should  hate    like  thee,  Iiiiald% 
Hioe  and  thy  Fsolu.    When  last  ye  met 
In  that  still  hour  (the  heat,  the  glare  was  gone. 
Not  so  the  splendor— ihroo^  the  cedar-grova 
A  radiance  siream'd  like  a  consuming  fire. 
As  though  iho  glorious  orb,  in  its  descent,  * 

Had  come  and  rested  there)  wiien  last  ye  met. 
And  those  relentless  brothers  dragg'd  him  forth. 
It  had  boon  well,  hadst  thou  slept  on,  ImeMa,  (llS) 
Nor  from  thy  trsnce  of  iear  awdted,  as  ni|^t 
Fell  on  that  fetal  spot,  to  wish  thee  dead. 
To  track  him  by  his  blood,  to  search,  to  find, 
Then  fling  thee  down  to  catch  a  word,  a  look* 
A  sigh,  if  yet  thou  cooldst  (alas,  thou  couldst  noQ 
And  die,  unwen.  unthouglit  of — from  the  wound 
Sucking  the  poison.  (113) 
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Yet,  when  Slavery 
Worse  follow'd.  (114)  Cenius,  Valor  left  the  land, 
Indis;nant — all  that  had  from  age  to  age 
Adcjm'tl,  ennoble*! ;  nnd  headlong  thej*  fell. 
Tyrant  and  nluve.     Fi>r  deeds  of  violence. 
Done  in  brund  day  and  more  than  half-redeem*d 
By  many  a  crrcai  and  pciierotis  wicrince 
I  Of  self  to  other?,  came  the  nnpledged  bowl. 
The  stab  of  the  stiletto.     Gliding  by 
VniKMiced,  in  nlonch'd  hat  and  muffling  cloak. 
That  just  diwrover'd,  CnmvagpirMike, 
A  swarlliy  cheek,  blar  k  brow,  and  eye  of  flame. 
The  Bmvo  took  his  ptand,  and  o'er  the  hhouldor 
Plunged  to  the  hilt,  or  from  beneath  the  ribs 
jSlantinsr  (a  surer  path,  as  some  averr'd) 
Struck  tipwonl — then  nlunk  off.  or,  if  pursued. 
Made  P>r  the  Sonet  uar\',  and  there  olorg 
The  glimmering  oi?le  anK)ng  the  won»hippei» 
Wander'd  with  restless  step  and  jealous  look, 
Dropping  thick  gore. 

Misnamed  to  lull  suspicMii, 
In  every  Palace  was  The  I^borator}',  (1 15) 
Wlterc  he  within  brew'd  poihons  swift  and  slow. 
That  scatter'd  terror  till  all  things  st^m'd  poisonon^ 
Ami  bmve  men  trembled  if  a  hand  held  out 
A  nosegay  or  a  letter ;  while  the  Great 
Drank  from  the  Venice-glass,  that  broke,  that  shiver*^ 
If  aught  malignant,  aught  of  thine  was  there. 
Cruel  Tophana;  (116)  and  pawn'd  provinces 
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For  the  imraculotti  gem  that  to  the  wearer 
Gave  mgoB  in&llible  of  coming  ill,  (117) 
That  clouded  though  the  vehicle  of  death 
Were  an  inviaible  perfume. 

9  Happy  then 

The  guett  to  whom  at  sleeping-tirae  *t  wai  said, 
But  in  an  undei^voice  (a  lady'i  page 
Speaks  in  no  louder)  **  Pass  not  on.    That  door 
lisads  to  another  which  awaita  your  coming. 
One  in  the  floor — now  left,  alas,  unbolted,  (118) 
No  eye  detecti  it — ^lying  undcr-foot, 
Juit  as  you  enter,  at  the  thresheld-^ione ; 
Ready  to  fall  and  plunge  you  into  darkness. 
Darkness  and  long  obUvion!" 

Then  indeed 
Where  lurk*d  not  danger  ?    Through  the  &iry-land 
No  seat  of  pleasure  glittering  half-way  down, 
No  hunting-place— but  with  some  damning  spot 
That  will  not  be  wash'd  out!  There, at Caiano, (119) 
Where,  when  the  hawks  were  hooded  and  Night  came, 
Pnlci  would  set  the  table  in  a  roar 
With  his  wild  lay  (120>— there,  where  the  Sun  de- 
scends,   . 
And  hill  and  dale  are  lost,  veiVd  with  his  beams. 
The  fiur  Venetian '  died— she  and  her  lord, 
Died  of  a  posset  drugg'd  by  him  who  sate 
And  saw  them  sufier,  flinging  back  the  charge. 
The  murderer  on  the  murder'd. 

Sofas  of  GrieC* 
Soimds  inarticulate— suddenly  stopt. 
And  ibllow'd  by  a  struggle  and  a  gasp, 
A  gasp  in  death,  are  heard  yet  in  Cerreto, 
Akffig  the  marble  halls  and  staircases, 
N%htly  at  twelve ;  and,  at  the  self-same  hour. 
Shrieks,  such  as  penetrate  the  inmost  soul. 
Such  as  awake  the  innocent  babe  to  long, 
Long  wailing,  echo  through  the  emptiness 
Of  Uiat  old  den  far  up  among  the  hills,  (121) 
Frowning  on  him  who  comes  from  Pietre-Mala : 
In  them,  in  both,  within  five  days  and  less, 
Two  unsuspecting  victims,  passing  fair, 
Welcomed  with  kisses,  and  slain  cruelly, 
One  with  the  knife,  one  with  the  fatal  noose. 

But  lo,  the  Sun  is  setting; (122)  earth  and  sky 
One  blaze  of  glory — What  but  now  we  saw 
As  though  it  were  not.  though  it  had  not  been .' 
He  lingers  yet,  and,  lessening  to  a  point. 
Shines  lik''.  the  eye  of  Heaven — then  withdraws ; 
And  fjpon:  the  zenith  to  the  utmost  skirts 
All  is  celestial  red !    The  hour  is  come, 
When  they  that  sail  along  the  distant  seas 
Languish  for  home ;  and  they  that  in  the  m(»n 
Said  to  sweet  friends  ''farewell,"  melt  as  at  parting; 
When,  journeying  on,  the  pilgrim,  if  he  hean. 
As  now  we  hear  it,  echoing  round  the  hill. 
The  bell  that  seems  to  mourn  the  dying  day, 
Slackens  his  pace  and  sighs,  and  those  he  loved 
liuves  more  than  ever.     But  who  feels  it  not? 
And  well  may  we,  for  we  are  far  away. 
Let  OS  retire,  and  hail  it  in  our  hearts. 
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I. 

THE  PILGRIM. 

It  was  an  hour  of  universal  joy. 
The  hirk  was  up  and  at  the  gate  of  heaTen, 
Singing,  as  sure  to  enter  when  he  came  j 
The  butterfly  was  basking  in  my  path. 
His  radiant  wings  unfolded.     From  below 
The  bell  of  jirayer  rose  slowly,  plaintively; 
And  odors,  such  as  welcome  in  the  day, 
Such  as  salute  the  eariy  traveller. 
And  come  and  go,  each  sweeter  than  the  last. 
Were  rising.     Hill  and  valley  breathed  delight; 
And  not  a  living  thing  but  bless'd  the  hour! 
In  every  bush  and  brake  there  was  a  voice 
Responsive ! 

From  the  Thrasjrmene,  that  now 
Slept  in  the  sun,  a  lake  of  molten  gold. 
And  from  the  shore  that  once,  when  armies  bmI^  (1S9 
Rocked  to  and  fro  unfclt,  so  terrible 
The  rage,  the  slaughter,  I  had  tum'd  away; 
The  path,  that  led  me,  leading  through  a  wood 
A  faiiy-wildemeas  of  fruits  and  flowers. 
And  l^  a  brook  (124)  that,  in  the  day  of  strife, 
Ran  blood,  but  now  runs  amber — when  a  glada^ 
Far,  far  within,  sunn'd  only  at  noon-day. 
Suddenly  open'd.     Many  a  bench  was  there, 
F<ach  round  its  ancient  elm ;  and  many  a  track. 
Well  known  to  them  that  from  the  highway  lov«d 
Awhile  to  deviate.     In  the  midst  a  cross 
Of  mouldering  stone  as  in  a  temple  siood. 
Solemn,  severe ;  coeval  with  the  trees 
That  round  it  in  majestic  order  rose ; 
And  on  the  lowest  step  a  Pilgrim  knelt. 
Clasping  his  hands  in  prayer.     He  was  the  firsl 
Yet  seen  by  me  (rave  in  a  midnight-masque, 
A  revel,  where  none  cares  to  play  his  part. 
And  they,  that  sfteak,  at  once  dissolve  the  ckarnD 
The  first  in  sober  truth,  no  counterfeit ; 
And,  when  his  orisons  were  duly  paid. 
He  rose,  and  we  exchanged,  as  all  are  wont, 
A  traveller's  greeting. 

Yoimg,  and  of  an  age 
When  Youth  is  most  attractive,  when  a  light 
Plays  round  and  round,  reflected,  if  I  err  not. 
From  some  attendant  Spirit,  that  ere-long 
(His  charge  relinquish'd  with  a  sigh,  a  teai) 
Wings  his  fUght  upwanl — with  a  look  he  wxn 
My  favor ;  and,  the  spell  of  silence  broke, 
I  could  iK>t  but  continue. 

••  WTience,"  I  aak'd, 
"  Whence  art  thou  ?" — "  From  Mom*  alto,"  he  laphrf 
**  My  native  village  in  the  Apennines." 
"  And  whither  journeying  ?" — "  To  the  holy  ihraM 
Of  Saint  Antonio,  in  the  City  of  Padua. 
Perhaps,  if  thou  host  ever  gone  so  far. 
Thou  wilt  direct  my  course." — "  Most  willing/; 
But  thou  host  much  to  do,  much  to  endure, 
Ere  tliou  hast  enter'd  where  the  silver  lamps 
Bum  ever.    Tell  me — I  would  not  transgress. 
Yet  ask  I  miMt — what  could  have  brought  thee  fiUk. 
Nothing  in  act  Of  thought  to  be  atoned  fbrf**~ 
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« It  WW  •  yow  I  mad$  in  mj  dimiaM. 

Ws  wn  ■>  HMii  noM  won  to  bIsM  ■■  ws^ 

MM.    Fini,  ■■  dettbtftniek,  I  AH; 

ly  beloved  Mier;  and  era-long. 
Worn  Willi  onminnil  wiphingi,  night  and  day. 
Our  ■aiBi4ilbe  modier.    Wone  and  woiee  riie  giaw; 
And  in  my  angoMii,  niy  dcapair,  I  vow'd, 
That  if  Am  lived,  if  Ibaven  rwiorad  ber  lo  na^ 
I  would  finthwith,  and  in  a  FOgrim**  weadi, 
\'iHt  ilMt  holy  ihriDe.    My  fow  wai  heaid ; 
And  thcfefim  am  1  eome.''-^TlMm  liaaldona  vraO; 
Andaaay  ilMae  weadi,  ao  Rverenoed  of  old, 
Gnnid  iliaa  in  dangarr — 

"llMy  ara  nocUng  worth. 
Bat  diey  aro  worn  in  fanmble  oonfideDoa ; 
Nor  woold  I  fir  the  richait  robe  rangn  them, 
Wrought,  af  they  were,  fay  thuee  I  Itnre  ao  wdl, 
Lanreim  and  my  aaler;  theiit  the  taok. 
But  none  lo  them,  n  pleeauro,  a  delight; 
To  ply  their  utmoM  dull,  and  aend  me  firth 
Ae  beat  becanw  thii  aanrioe.    Their  laat  wordi; 
« Faro  thee  wen,  Carhk  We  dmll  eoont  the  hoaiBr 
Will  DBt  go  fiom  me." — 

■■Beahh  and  airaigth  be  ihine 
In  thy  kng  travel!  May  no  ion-beam  abike; 
Nbvnpor  ding  ud  wither!  Mayeat  thon  be, 
Secpng  or  vraking,  aaerad  and  aeenra ! 
And,  when  again  tfaoo  eemrat,  thy  labor  doiw, 
Joy  be  among  ye!    In  that  happy  hour 
All  will  poor  firth  to  bai  thee  wdoome,  Gaife; 
And  thara  ia  one,  or  I  am  much  deerived, 
Otoe  iboQ  haat  named,  who  will  not  be  the  hat"— 
•Oh,  aha  ia  trae  aa  Truth  itaelf  can  be! 
Bat  ah,  thon  knoweal  her  not    Woold  Aat  Amhi 

eouldit' 
Mr  it^pt  I  quicken  when  I  think  of  her ; 
For,  though  they  take  me  further  from  her  door, 
I  ■hall  return  the  •ooner.'* 

II. 

AN  I>TERVIEW. 

pLXA5trac  that  cornea  onlook*d-ibr,  ia  thrice  wel- 
come; 
And.  if  it  «(ir  the  heart,  if  aught  be  there. 
That  may  hereafter  in  a  thoughtful  hour 
Wake  but  a  figh,  *t  in  treoaured  up  among 
The  things  most  prccioua ;  and  the  day  it  came, 
Is  ooCed  aa  a  white  day  in  our  livea. 

The  nin  was  wheeling  westward,  and  the  diffi 
And  noddinr  wwids,  that  everiantii^ly 
S4irfa  the  d«iminion  of  thy  mighty  voice,  (125) 
Thy  %-nire.  V'elino.  ulter'd  in  the  mist) 
lif'ar  th«*«'  and  aiwwer  tliee,  v^ore  left  at  length 
Fur  ulhem  »iill  as  noun ;  and  on  wc  siray'd 
Fpmd  will!  to  wilder,  nothing  hospitable 
Si-«'ti  up  or  down,  no  biwh  or  gre<'n  or  dry,  (126) 
That  aiirieni  i>ymh<»l  at  the  cottagc^oor, 
(Mi-nnc  ppfre-hment — when  Luim  cried, 
"  Wrll.  of  a  fhniif^nd  tracts  wc  HirM«  the  best  !** 
And.  fnminff  rmind  an  oak,  oracular  oiice, 
Now  lichtninir-tttruck.  a  cave,  a  thoroughfare 
lor  sU  that  came,  each  entrance  a  broad  arch, 
lH'hence  many  n  di'cr,  rustling  his  velvet  coot, 
Had  uaued.  many  a  gi|My  and  her  bniod 
Faar'd  firth,  then  houaed  again — the  floor  yet  grey 


Widi  aahea,  and  the  aideib  where  Aingbeal*  hag 
Looaely  with  lodn  of  hah^-I  kiok'd  and  aaw 
What,  aeen  in  audi  an  boor  by  Sandw  Ihna^ 
Had  given  hit  honeat  eoontananoe  a  braadth, 
Hia  dieekaa  Ihuhof  pleeanre  andauipriaab 
Unknown  befire,  had  diain'd  him  to  the  apirf; 
And  thon.  Sir  Knight,  hadat  tmvamed  Ull  and  dalt 
Squire-leaa. 

Below  and  winding  fir  away, 
A  narrow  glade  onfiUed,  audi  aa  Spring  (197) 
Broiden  with  flowen,  and,  when  the  moon  ia  hi|^ 
The  bare  delights  to  race  in,  acatterinig  round 
The  ailvery  dewa.    Cedar  and  cyprem  threw 
Smgly  their  length  of  ahadow,  chequering 
The  greenaward,  and,  what  grew  in  freqaent  tnlH 
An  imderwood  of  myrtle,  diatfay  fito 
Sent  up  a  gale  of  fii^iranoe.    Throm^  the  BidM» 
Rafleeiing,  aa  it  ran,  purple  and  gold, 
A  rainbow^  aplandor  Cnmewhere  in  the  eaal 
Raindropa  were  filling  fiat)  a  rivulet 
Spoiled  aa  loth  to  go;  and  on  dm  bank 
Stood  ^  the  eyea  of  one,  if  not  of  both. 
Worth  all  the  reat  and  mora)  a  aumpter-mnle  (1S8) 
WeU-laden,  while  two  meniala  aa  in  haaie 
Drew  fiom  hio  ample  pannieri,  ranging  roond 
Vianda  and  fhuta  on  many  a  diining  mlver, 
And  plunging  in  the  cool  trandnoent  vravn 
Fladtaof  ddidoua  wine. 

Anonahom 
Blew,  through  dm  champaign  bidding  to  the  ftaa^ 
Iti  jocund  note  to  other  earn  addrem*d. 
Not  onn ;  and,  alowly  coming  by  a  path. 
That,  ere  it  imued  fiom  an  ilez-grove, 
Waa  aeen  fir  inward,  though  along  the  ^^ade 
Distinguidi'd  only  by  a  fiodier  vendure, 
Pearants  approoch'd,  one  leading  in  a  leash 
Beagles  yet  panting,  one  with  various  game, 
In  rich  conftnion  elung,  beibre,  behind 
Leveret  and  quail  and  pheasant    All  annotmced 
The  chase  as  over ;  and  ere-long  appear'd 
Their  horses  full  of  fire,  champing  the  curl\ 
For  the  white  foam  was  diy  upon  the  flank. 
Two  in  close  converse,  each  in  each  delighting. 
Their  plumage  waving  as  instinct  with  lifi ; 
A  Lady  young  and  graceful,  and  a  Youth, 
Yet  younger,  bearing  on  a  falconer's  glove. 
As  in  the  golden,  tlie  romantic  time, 
His  filcon  hooded.     Like  tume  spirit  of  air. 
Or  fair}'-vi8ion,  such  as  feign*d  of  old. 
The  Lady,  while  her  courser  paw'd  the  ground. 
Alighted ;  and  her  beauty,  as  she  trod 
The  enamell'd  bonk,  bruising  nor  herb  nor  flower. 
That  place  illumined. 

Ah.  who  should  she  be. 
And  with  her  bmther,  as  when  last  we  met, 
(When  the  fmi  lark  had  sung  ere  half  was  said. 
And  OS  she  stood,  bidding  adieu,  her  voice. 
So  sweet  it  wofi,  rccoll'd  me  like  a  spell) 
Who  but  Angelica  f 

That  day  we  gave 
To  Pleasure,  and,  unconMious  of  their  flight. 
Another  and  annihor ;  hers  a  home 
I>ropt  fnim  the  kky  amid  the  wild  and  rude, 
Ix>retlo>likc.    The  rising  moon  we  hail'd. 
Duly,  devoutly,  frum  a  vestibule 
Of  many  an  arch,  o'crwrought  and  lavishly 
With  many  a  wildering  dream  of  sylphs  and  flowen 
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When  Raphael  and  his  school  from  Florence  came, 

Filling  the  land  with  splendor  (129) — nor  less  oA 

Watch'd  her,  declining,  from  a  silent  dell, 

Not  silent  once,  what  time  in  rivalry 

Tasso,  Guarini,  waved  their  wizard-wands, 

Peopling  the  groves  from  Arcady,  and  lo. 

Fair  forms  appear'd.  murmuring  melodious  verse,  (130) 

—Then,  in  their  day,  a  sylvan  theatre. 

Mossy  the  seats,  the  stage  a  verdurous  floor. 

The  scenery  rock  and  shrub-wood,  Nature's  own ; 

Nature  the  Architect 

in. 

ROME. 

I  AM  in  Rome !  Oft  as  the  morning-ray 
Viitta  these  eyes,  waking  at  once  I  cry. 
Whence  this  excess  of  joy?  What  has  befallen  me? 
And  from  within  a  thrilling  voice  replies. 
Thou  art  in  Rome!  A  thousand  busy  thoughts 
Rush  on  my  mind,  a  thousand  images ; 
And  I  spring  up  as  girt  to  run  a  race ! 

Thou  art  in  Rome !  the  City  that  so  Icmg 
Reign'd  absolute,  the  mistress  of  the  world ; 
The  mighty  vision  that  the  prophets  saw. 
And  trembled ;  that  from  nothing,  from  the  least. 
The  lowliest  village  (what  but  here  and  there 
A  reed-rooPd  cabin  by  a  river-side  ?) 
Grew  into  everything ;  and,  year  by  year, 
Fsttently,  fearlessly  working  her  way 
O'er  brook  and  field,  o'er  continent  and  sea. 
Not  like  the  merchant  with  his  merchandise. 
Or  traveller  with  staff  and  scrip  exploring, 
Bat  hand  to  hand  and  foot  to  foot,  through  hosts, 
Tlurough  nations  numberless  in  battle-array. 
Each  behind  each,  each,  when  the  other  fell. 
Up  and  in  arms,  at  length  subdued  them  all. 

Thou  art  in  Rome !  the  City,  where  the  Gauls, 
Entering  at  sun-rise  through  her  open  gates. 
And,  through  her  streets  silent  and  desolate, 
Bflarching  to  slay,  thought  they  saw  Oxls,  not  men ; 
The  City  that,  by  temperance,  fortitude, 
And  love  of  glory,  tower'd  above  the  clouds. 
Then  fell — but,  felling,  kept  the  highest  seat. 
And  in  her  loneliness,  her  pomp  of  woe. 
Where  now  she  dwells,  v^nthdrawn  into  the  wild. 
Still  o'er  the  mind  maintains,  from  age  to  age,  ^ 
Her  empire  undiminish'd. 

There,  as  though 
Grandeur  attracted  Grandeur,  are  beheld 
AU  things  that  strike,  ennoble — from  the  depths 
Of  Egypt,  from  the  classic  fields  of  Greece, 
Hrr  groves,  her  temples — all  things  that  inspire 
Wonder,  delight !  Who  would  not  sny  the  Forms 
M<«t  perfect,  roost  divine,  had  by  consent 
Flock'd  thither  to  abide  eternally, 
Within  thfise  silent  chambers  where  they  dwell, 
In  happy  intercourse  ? 

And  I  am  there! 
Ah,  little  thought  T,  when  in  school  I  sate, 
A  school-ooy  on  his  bench,  at  early  dawn 
Glowmg  with  Roman  story,  I  should  live 
IV)  tread  the  Apptan,  (131)  once  an  avenue 
Of  looutunents  most  glorious,  palaces, 


Their  doors  seal'd  up  and  silent  as  the  night. 
The  dwellings  of  the  illustrious  dead — to  torn 
Toward  Tiber,  and,  beyond  the  City-gate, 
Pour  out  my  unpremeditated  verse. 
Where  on  his  mule  1  might  have  met  so  oft 
Horace  himself  (132>— or  climb  the  Palatine^ 
Dreaming  of  old  Evander  and  his  guest. 
Dreaming  and  lost  on  that  proud  eminence, 
Longwhile  the  seat  of  Rome,  hereafter  found 
Less  than  enough  (so  monstrous  was  the  bcood 
Engender'd  there,  so  Titan-like)  to  lodge 
One  in  his  madness ; '  and,  the  summit  gain*d. 
Inscribe  my  name  on  some  broad  aloe-leaf^ 
That  shoots  and  spreads  within  those  very  waBs 
Where  Virgil  read  aloud  his  tale  divine. 
Where  his  voice  fiilter'd,  (133)  and  a  mother  wept 
Tears  of  delight! 

But  what  a  narrow  space 
Just  underneath !   In  many  a  heap  the  ground 
Heaves,  as  though  Ruin  in  a  frantic  mood 
Hod  done  his  utmost.    Here  and  there  appear^ 
As  lefl  to  show  his  handy-work  not  ours. 
An  idle  column,  a  half^buried  arch, 
A  wall  of  Bome  great  temple. 

It  was  once. 
And  long,  the  centre  of  their  Universe,  (134) 
The  Forum — whence  a  mandate,  eagle-wing'd. 
Went  to  the  ends  of  the  earth.    Let  us  deaoend 
Slowly.    At  every  step  much  may  be  lost 
The  very  dust  we  tread,  stirs  as  with  life; 
And  not  the  lightest  breath  that  sends  not  up 
Something  of  human  grandeur. 

We  are  comer 
Are  now  where  once  the  mightiest  spirits  met 
In  terrible  conflict ;  this,  while  Rome  u-as  free. 
The  noblest  theatre  on  this  side  Heaven ! 

Here  the  first  Brutus  stood,  when  o'er  the  cone 
Of  her  so  chaste  all  mourn'd,  and  from  his  cloud 
Burst  like  a  God.    Here,  holding  up  the  knife 
That  ran  with  blood,  the  blood  of  his  own  child, 
Virginius  call'd  down  vengeance. — But  whence  spoka 
They  who  harangued  the  people ;  turning  now 
To  the  twelve  tables,  (135)  now  uilh  lifted  hands 
To  the  Capitolinc  Jove,  who^c  fulgent  shape 
In  the  unclouded  azure  shone  far  off. 
And  to  the  shepherd  on  the  Alban  mount  (136) 
Seem'd  like  a  ftar  new-risen  ?   Wliere  were  ranged 
In  rough  array  as  on  their  element. 
The  beaks  of  those  old  gnllep,  destined  still* 
To  brave  the  brunt  of  war — at  last  to  know 
A  calm  far  worse,  a  silence  as  in  death? 
All  spiritless;  from  that  disastrous  hour 
When  he,  the  bravest,  gentlest  of  them  all,' 
Scorning  the  chains  he  could  not  hope  to  break* 
Fell  on  his  sword ! 

Along  the  Sacred  Way 
Hither  the  Triumph  came,  and,  winding  round 
With  acclamation,  and  the  martial  clang 
Of  instruments,  and  cars  laden  with  spoil, 
Stopt  at  the  sacred  stair  that  then  appear'd. 
Then  through  the  darkness  broke,  ample,  star-brig^^ 
As  though  it  led  to  heaven.    'Twas  night;  but  now 
A  thousand  torehes,  turning  night  to  day,  (137) 
Blazed,  and  the  victor,  springing  from  Ins 
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«pk  and.  WMnKng  ■■  in  ftrrtnt  pngptr, 
4  iha  CapiiaL    Bat  what  sra  Uiij. 
at  the  doc  wiifadiaw,  a  mouniful  tnin 

f    And  who,  yat  incKdukNW. 
0uiiig  wildly  voand,  now  oo  lik  loai, 

■>  fouqg.  well-plMMd  with  all  Umj  tee*  (138) 
along.  tlM  lartl^— Thay  aia  the  ftUon. 
who  wara  spared  to  graee  the  eharioi>wbeala; 
then  they  parted,  where  the  road  dividee, 
vieior  mid  the  vanquiih'd— there  withdrew ; 
the  fiBrtal-board,  and  they  to  die. 


Beto 


Well  sight  the  great,  the  nigfaty  of  the  worid, 
thmf  who  were  wont  to  fare  delidoaely, 
And  war  hot  6r  a  kingdom  more  or  Icei, 
Shrink  back,  nor  fioa  their  thronee  endure  to  look, 
T\»  think  that  wqr!   WeU  might  they  in  their  state 
Hamble  themeelves,  and  kneel  and  supplicate 
T»  be  delivered  from  a  dream  like  this! 

Here  Cindnnatus  pem'd,  his  plow  the  while 
Left  in  the  funow,  and  hOw  many  more, 
Whsse  lanreli  fiide  not,  who  still  walk  the  eaidi. 
Consols,  DictatonC  still  in  Cumle  pomp 
flit  and  deride ;  and,  as  of  old  in  Rome, 

hnt  their  names,  set  eveiy  heart  on  fire! 


Here,  in  his  bends,  he  whom  the  phalani  ssTod  noc^> 
The  last  on  Philip's  thronej  and  the  Nunudian,* 
So  soon  to  say,  stiipt  of  lus  cumbrous  robe, 
Siripl  to  the  skm,  and  in  his  nskndnsss 
Thmst  ooderfioand,  **  How  cold  this  bath  of  yoon!** 
And  thy  proud  queen,  Pslmyn,  through  the  mnds' 
Ptoeued,  o*ertaken  oo  her  dromedary ; 
fThow  temples,  palaces,  a  wondrous  dream 
That  paaes  not  away,  i^r  msny  a  league 
Itlumuie  yet  the  desert     Some  invoked 
Ii«aih.  sthJ  escaped ;  the  Kfr>*ptian,  when  her  asp 
Came  frum  liit  covert  under  the  green  leaf;^ 
All'!  Hannibal  himself;  and  khe  wtio  soid, 
Takinir  the  fatal  cup  between  her  hnndii,*  (139) 
'  Ti  :1  liifD  I  uoukl  it  had  come  yettrnlay ; 
I'  .-r  tiicn  it  had  not  been  his  nuptial  gift** 

N>»w  all  is  changed ;  and  here,  as  in  the  wild, 
Th**  liay  vt  silent,  dreary  as  the  night ; 
Nijiie  »iirrin7,  save  the  herdstman  and  his  herd, 
5a\a?e  alike;  or  they  that  would  explore, 
i*i'<ii»  aiwl  learnedly ;  or  they  that  come, 
Aiid  there  are  many  who  have  crum'd  the  earth) 
Ttkii  they  may  give  the  hours  to  meditation, 
ArnJ  wander,  often  saying  to  themselves, 
*  This  was  the  Roman  Forum  !*' 

IV. 
A  FUNERAI^ 

-  WiiExcc  this  delay  f*  "Along  the  crowded  street 
A  riin«'nil  c*>mcs.  and  with  uniutiul  iwmp." 
S»  I  w  tihdrew  a  little,  and  stiMMl  still. 
^Ilkiie  11  went  bv.     **  She  died  lu*  slie  deserved,** 
San!  an  Alate.  gathering  up  his  rlonk. 
And  with  a  shrug  retreating  as  the  tide 
ITtw'd  more  and  more. — "But  she  was  beautiful!** 
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Replied  a  sdkiier  of  the  Pontifini  goavd. 

"A^d  innocent  ss  beautiAil  T  eiclaim*d 

A  Alatron  sitting  in  her  stall,  hung  round 

With  garlands,  holy  pictures,  and  what  noCf 

Her  Alban  gmpes  anid  Tosculan  figs  display'd 

In  rich  profuaon.    From  her  heart  she  spokv; 

And  I  accosted  her  to  hear  her  stoiy. 

"  The  smb.**  she  cried,  **  was  given  in  jealooqr ; 

But  never  fled  a  purer  spirit  to  heav«i. 

As  thou  wilt  say,  or  much  my  mind  mislead^ 

When  thou  best  seen  her  laoe.    Lsst  ni|^t  at  doA, 

When  on  her  way  from  vespeis— None  were  neu^ 

None  save  her  serving4)oy,  who  knelt  and  wepl^ 

But  what  could  tears  avail  him,  when  she  felV-- 

Lsst  night  at  dusk,  the  clock  then  striking  mno^ 

Just  by  the  fountain— that  before  the  churchy 

The  church  she  always  used,  St.  Isidore'^— 

Alas,  I  knew  her  fiom  her  earliest  youth. 

That  excellent  lady.    Ever  would  she  say. 

Good  even,  as  she  pHS*d,  and  with  a  voice 

Gentle  as  thein  in  heaven  .***— ^But  now  fay  flli 

A  dull  and  dismal  noise  asnil*d  the  ear, 

A  wail,  a  chant,  louder  and  louder  yet; 

And  now  a  strsnge  fantastic  troop  appear*d ! 

Thronging,  they  came    as  from  the  shadeo  beloiri 

Allof  aghosdy  white!    «« Oh  ny."  I  cried, 

**  Do  not  the  living  here  bury  the  dead  f 

Do  Spirits  come  and  fetch  them  7   What  are  than 

That  seem  not  of  this  World,  and  mock  the  Day; 

Each  with  a  burning  teper  in  his  hand  f'-* 

«*  It  is  an  ancient  Brotherhood  thou  seest 

Such  their  appareL    Through  the  long,  long  fine. 

Look  where  thou  wilt,  no  likenem  of  a  man; 

The  living  mask*d,  the  dead  alone  uncover'd. 

But  mark  ** — And,  lying  on  her  funeral-coodi. 

Like  one  asleep,  her  eye-lids  closed,  her  hands 

Folded  together  on  her  modest  breast. 

As  't  were  her  nightly  posture,  through  the  crowd 

She  came  at  last — and  richly,  gaily  clad, 

As  for  a  binh-dny  feast !     But  breathes  she  not? 

A  glow  is  on  her  cheek — and  her  lips  move ! 

And  now  a  smile  is  there — how  heavenly  sweet! 

**  Oh  no !"  replied  the  Dame,  wiping  her  tean, 

But  with  an  accent  lew  of  grief  than  anger, 

**  No,  she  will  never,  never  wake  again !" 

Death,  when  we  meet  the  spectre  in  omr  walk% 
As  we  did  yesterday,  and  shall  to-morrow, 
SSoon  grows  familiar — like  most  other  thirigi. 
Seen,  not  olN«r\'ed ;  but  in  a  foreign  clime. 
Changing  his  shape  to  something  new  and  strsngo^ 
(And  through  the  world  he  clianges  as  in  sport, 
Aflcct  lie  greatnew  or  humility) 
Knocks  at  the  heart     His  fbrro  and  fiuhioo  here 
To  me,  I  do  confess,  reflect  a  gloom, 
A  sadnesia  roiuul ;  yet  one  I  would  not  lose ; 
Being  in  uniixm  with  all  things  else 
In  this,  tliis  land  of  shadowH,  where  we  live 
More  in  post  time  than  proM'nt,  where  the  ground. 
League  beyond  league,  like  one  great  cemetery. 
Is  cover'd  o'er  with  nKiuldering  monuments ; 
And,  let  the  living  wander  where  they  will. 
They  camiot  leave  the  ibotKte|w  of  the  dead. 

Oft,  where  the  burial-nte  follows  so  fest 
The  agnny,  oft  ccmiiitg.  nor  from  far. 
Must  a  fend  fether  meet  his  darling  child, 
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(Him  who  mt  parting  climb'd  his  knees  and  dung) 
Claj'Coki  and  wan,  and  to  the  bearer*  cry, 
"Stand,  I  conjure  ye!*' 

Seen  thai  destitute. 
What  are  the  greatest  f    They  muit  speak  beyond 
A  thousand  hcMnilies.     When  Raphael  went. 
His  heavenly  face  the  mirror  of  his  mind, 
Hii  mind  a  temple  ibr  all  lovely  things 
To  flock  to  and  inhabit — when  He  went. 
Wrapt  in  his  sable  cloak,  the  cloak  he  wore. 
To  sleep  beneath  the  venerable  Dome,' 
By  those  attended,  who  in  life  had  loved, 
Had  wordiipp'd,  following  in  his  steps  to  Fame, 
CTwas  on  an  April-day,  when  Nature  smiles) 
All  Rome  was  there.     But,  ere  the  march  began. 
Ere  to  receive  their  charge  the  bearers  came, 
Who  had  not  sought  him  f   And  when  all  beheld 
Him,  where  he  lay,  how  changed  from  yesterday. 
Him  in  that  hour  cut  off,  and  at  lus  head 
His  last  great  work;  (140)  when,  entering  in,  they 

look'd 
Now  on  the  dead,  then  on  that  master^piece. 
Now  on  his  &ce,  lifeleM  and  colorless. 
Then  on  those  forms  divine  that  lived  and  breathed, 
And  would  live  on  for  agea— all  were  moved ; 
And  sighs  bunt  forth,  and  loudest  lamentations. 

V. 
NATIONAL  PREJUDICES. 

"AinoTHEa  Assassination !  Tliis  venerable  City,**  I 
exclaimed, "  what  is  it,  but  as  it  began,  a  nesr  of 
robbers  and  murderers?  We  must  away  at  sun-rise, 
Loigi.**  But  before  sun-rise  I  had  reflected  a  little, 
and  in  the  soberest  prose.  My  indignation  was  gone ; 
and,  when  Luigi  uiidrew  my  curtain,  crying,  **  Up, 
Signor,  up !  The  horses  are  at  the  door." — '*  Luigi,"  J 
ivplicd,  "  if  thou  lovest  me,  draw  the  curtain."  * 

It  would  lessen  very  much  the  severity  with  which 
men  judge  of  each  other,  if  they  would  but  trace  ef- 
focts  to  their  causes,  and  obRer\'e  the  progress  of 
things  in  the  moral  as  accurately  as  in  the  physical 
world.  When  we  condemn  millions  in  (he  mass  as 
vindictive  and  sanguinary,  we  should  remember  that, 
wherever  Justice  is  ill-administered,  the  injured  will 
redress  themselves.  Robbery  provokes  to  robbery ; 
murder  to  assassination.  Resentments  become  hcredi- 
fluy;  and  what  began  in  disorder,  ends  as  if  all  Hell 
had  broke  loose. 

Laws  create  a  habit  of  self  restraint,  not  only  by  the 
influence  of  fear,  but  by  regulating  in  its  exerrive  the 
pasnon  of  revenge.  If  they  overawe  the  hod  by  the 
pfoapecc  of  a  punishroont  certain  and  well-defmed. 
ihcy  console  the  ir^jurod  by  the  infliction  of  that 
punishment ;  and,  as  the  infliction  is  a  public  act,  it 
exciter  and  entails  rn)  enmity.  The  laws  are  offended ; 
and  (he  community,  for  its  ovm  snke.  punues  and 
oveitakes  the  offender;  oflrn  without  the  concur- 
rence nf  the  siifl«»rer.  sometimes  acroinst  his  wishes. 

Now  those  who  were  not  twm,  ime  ourselves,  to 
such  advantaiircA.  we  should  surely  rather  pity  than 
hate:  and  when  at  length  they  venture  to  turn 
against  their  rulers,'  we  should  lament,  not  wonder 

1 1  be  PsotlMon. 

9  A  dii|4>(iif>.  whtrh  it  Hiid  to  have  pawed  msnr  resrs  Sfo 
St  Lr<>m  (Mem.  He  Grsromoot.  K  3.)  and  which  iDsr  sbll  he 
Wmtd  In  slmoat  every  bAlellerie  st  d«jr-break. 
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at  their  excesses ;  remembering  that  nations  are  Mi^ 
urally  patient  and  long-sufiering,  and  seldom  riM  ia 
rebellion  till  they  are  so  degraded  by  a  bad  govam* 
meiit  as  to  be  almost  incapable  of  a  good  one. 

**  Hate  them,  perhaps,"  you  may  say,  **  we  shovU 
not;  but  despise  them  we  must,  if  enslaved,  like  th« 
people  of  Rome,  in  mind  as  well  as  body;  if  their  l^ 
ligion  be  a  gross  and  barbarous  superatitioii.* 
spect  knowledge;  but  I  do  not  despise 
They  think  only  as  their  fathers  thought,  worship 
they  worshipped.  They  do  no  more;  and,  if  ours 
not  burst  their  bondage,  braving  imprisonment  and 
death,  might  not  we  at  this  very  moment  have 
exhitnting,  in  our  streets  and  our  churches,  the 
processions,  ceremonials,  and  mortifications  ? 

Nor  should  we  require  from  those  who  are  in  Ml 
earlier  stage  of  society,  what  belongs  to  a  later  t 
They  are  only  where  we  once  were ;  and  why  hold 
them  in  derision  ?  It  is  their  business  to  culliTate  the 
inferior  arts  before  they  think  of  the  more  refined ; 
and  in  many  of  the  last  what  are  we  as  a  netiofi, 
when  compared  to  others  that  have  paisied  awiqrff 
Unfortunately,  it  is  too  much  the  practice  of  govern- 
ments to  nurse  and  keep  alive  in  the  governed 
national  prejudices.  It  v^ithdraws  their  attention 
what  is  passing  at  home,  and  makes  tliem  better  tobb 
in  the  hands  of  Ambition.  Hence  next^loor  neigh- 
bors are  held  up  to  us  from  our  childhood 
eneimes;  and  we  are  urged  on  like  curs  to  worry 
other.' 

In  like  manner  we  should  leam  to  be  just  to  infi 
viduals.  Who  can  say,  **In  such  circumstanoea  1 
should  have  done  otherwise  V  Who,  did  he  but  re> 
fleet  by  what  slow  gradations,  of)en  by  how 
strange  concurrence?,  we  are  led  astray ;  with 
much  reluctance,  how  much  agony,  how  many 
to  escape,  how  many  self-arcusations,  how  many  sighi^ 
how  many  teare — Wlio,  did  he  but  reflect  for  a  m^ 
ment,  would  have  the  heart  to  cast  a  stone  ?  Foi^ 
tunately,  these  thinf^i  ore  known  to  Him,  from  whom 
no  secrets  are  hidden ;  and  let  us  rest  in  the  aasA* 
ranee  that  his  judgments  are  not  as  oura  are. 

VI. 
THE  CAMPAGNA  OF  ROME. 

Have  mme  appcar'd  as  tillore  of  the  groun(i,(141) 
None  nince  Tlicy  went — an  though  it.8iill  were  theirs, 
And  they  might  come  niid  claim  their  own  again? 
Was  the  last  plow  a  Ruinun's  f 

From  this  Seat.  (149) 
Sarrml  for  opes,  whence,  as  Virgil  sings, 
Tlie  Quern  of  Heaven,  ali|i;hting  from  the  sky, 
Ijook'd  down  and  saw  the  armies  in  array,* 

Can  it  hr  b«*Iipv»Ml  thnt  thrro  iin»  munj  nmnnc  i»,  who.  from  a d^ 
•ire  to  \tn  thought  i>ii|M'nor  to  rommoopliicii*  iti*ntiin«>ntii  and  volcar 
feelinct.  aff»«t  an  indiffi-ronrr  to  thrir  rauM  !  "  IftheGrealca.** 
liter  tar.  "hnd  th««  prubitr  oruih<>r  nations — but  th«>y  are  &ln 
to  a  proverb !"  And  iitnut  faUehtMid  the  characterutic  of  tlavsst 
Man  i«  the  rrrniure  tvT  cirrunisKtncet.  Free,  be  baa  iKs  fusl^ 
tiea  of  a  rrec'inan ;  rn»lavi<4l,  thoite  of  a  »lav«. 

1  Candor,  ftomTft^iijr,  how  ram  are  tbfj  in  the  worM ;  sad 
how  mu'*h  !•  to  be  deplored  the  want  of  them !  When  a  mieis* 
tf.t  in  uiir  pnriiainent  conaenta  at  last  to  a  meaaore.  whidi,  Ibr 
manr  reaa«Mi«  pnrhapa  exiMinc  no  ioncer,  he  had  before  lefsMd 
lo  adopt,  there  ahouM  be  no  exultation  as  uvmr  the  faileo.  DO 
taunt,  nojivr.  How  oOt'n  mny  the  n^iMtanec  be  contilMied  hal 
an  enemjr  ^luld  triumph,  and  the  result  of  cuSTielioa  ks  i^ 
oeived  as  a  symptom  of  fssr  I 

a  iEosid.  zii.  134. 
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iM  IM  coatHipliiii;  aid,  wher*  dnw  flooi  Joif 

WoOTS  |Wfhip< 

be  lingarinf  iliUt 
of  A*  liitaie  ordw  pMC» 
iaihwnee;  aitaillf  ivTohriiif 
fiRNB  iIhU  hour,  when  He  fiom  Tnf 
op  ihm  Tiber;  wbea  nfidgent  ■hiekli, 

te  Ae  iNO-heU  of  war, 
iM  frr  end  wide,  end  deihing  oeie  were  heeid 
woode  where  SilTie'i  iieg  wei  lying, 
gejr  with  Aowen;  emong  Ihoee  woode 
Where*  bf  the  Moon,  thet  nwend  yet  withdrew  not. 
Two  weee  eo  eoon  to  wonder  end  be  ehun,  (143) 
Two  hiwly  in  their  livee,  nor  in  their  deeth 
Divided 

Tiien* end  hence  to  be  diooem'dy 
Bew  —njr  reelooe,  peeloni  end  weriike,  ley  (144) 
Aknf  ihie  plein.  eech  with  iia  ichemee  of  power, 
lb  balm  rivakhipe!    What  vmriooe  tomi 
Of  fiMiune  there ;  whet  moring  ecddenia 
ftom  embueeede  end  open  Tiolenoe ! 
Ifingling,  the  eoondt  eeme  up;  end  hence  how  oft 
We  night  hnve  eeught  among  the  traei  below, 
OHMMing  with  helm  and  ihield,  the  men  of  Tibar;> 
0^  in  Greek  veeinre,  Greek  their  origin, 
embeaef,  ewending  to  Pneneote;* 
oA  Jeer  tied,  without  thy  gaiee,  Aiida,** 
the  eolenm  grove  for  mcrt6oe, 
and  People ! — Eech  a  boey  hive, 
Gbwing  with  life! 

Bat  all  ore-long  are  loet 
b  one.    We  look,  end  where  the  river  rolle 
Bimhwnid  iiB  ihiiung  lafayrinih,  in  her  itrangth 
A  Ci^,  gift  with  baitlemente  and  towen, 
On  oeven  arell  hiUa  m  rimn^.    Round  about. 
At  rural  work,  the  Citizeiui  are  M><*n, 
Vjci^  unrnifiloyM ;  ihe  iioblcMi  of  thorn  all 
BiQilinf  their  liMnivm  or  on  their  threnhiim-n^wni, 
.\9  ibuuxh  ihey  hod  not  cuiM]i)er*il.     Kvorywiicre 
Sume  trace  of  valor  or  heroic  virtue ! 
Here  '»  the  ncnHl  field  of  the  lloratii,  rM.'i) 
Thore  are  the  Quintian  meadow  n.  ( 1  -iti)  Hero  the  hill  * 
How  YtttW,  Hhere  a  genemun  [Kfople.  twii-e, 
Tuir«*  s^*l1lz  ii>rth,  in  terrible  fineer  rate 
Aro'd :  anil,  their  wnnnEn  n«dr<':M«'«I,  aX  once  pave  way. 
Helmet  ani]  ^hi«>ld.and  nwiHtl  aiul  hfienr  thrown  down, 
Aipi  every  hand  upliAi'd.  ever)'  heart 
Pour'd  out  in  thanks  to  Heaven. 

Once  apnin 
Vkt  look ;  and.  la.  the  nea  in  while  \%itli  nailt 
luiumerahle.  w*nftinp  to  the  tiUon 
Tiea>urr«  untold  ;  the  vale,  the  pnnnontories, 
A  lireum  of  dory  ;  leinplen,  |iiilure«, 
<  ili'd  up  sk*  liy  enchantnieni ;  a^pKHliicta 
Ararme  the  cmviii  and  elndon  n>IIiiii;  along 
Riiert.  fMi  matiy  an  an-h  hiuh  over-heud ; 
And  in  t)ie  rentre.  Ilk**  a  biirnin)<-Kiin, 
The  Im:*^^!!  (^ily?    T!ii*y  have  now  Hiibiliietl 
All  natiMit*.    Hut  where  ihcy  who  Iml  thcni  forth; 
H"hr>.  when  at  li<ni;th  relesiMtl  by  victory. 
Bulkier  and  oi^-ur  hiinp  U|»^but  not  to  mat) 
n«M  {»i\eny  It"  evil,  nit  repnmrh, 
Nvirnr  on  (ittli>  with  a  chf-orfid  mind, 
Hie  De'-ii.  the  Fabrieii  ?    \V1ien»  the  Mpmle 
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And  reaping  hedfc,  anwug  dieir  hmMholvAiop 
Duly  tnnmiitted  t   In  die  hendi  of  men 
Mede  captive ;  while  the  metier  and  hii  gawl^ 
Reclining^  qimff  in  gold,  and  loeee  ewimt 
Summer  and  vraiter,  throui^  the  curding  yeei^ 
On  their  Faleraien— in  the  hands  of  men 
Dragg'd  into  alaveiy,  with  how  many  more 
Spared  but  to  die,  a  puUic  ipectade. 
In  combat  with  each  other,  and  required 
To  fall  with  grace,  with  dignity  to  aink. 
While  life  ia  gushing,  and  the  planditi  ring 
Fiiunt  and  yet  fiiinter  on  their  Ailing  ear, 
Aa  modeli  for  the  sculptor. 

But  thebr  deyi^ 
Their  hours  are  numbered.    Hark,  a  yell,  a  shri^ 
A  barbarous  dissonance,  krad  and  yet  kxider. 
That  echoes  from  the  mountains  to  the  sea! 
And  mark,  beneath  us,  like  a  burning  doud. 
The  battle  moving  onward !    Had  they  slain 
All  that  the  Earth  should  fiom  her  li-omb  brmgftiai 
New  notions  to  destroy  them  ?  From  the.depth 
Of  forests,  fWrni  what  none  had  dared  exidoMt 
Regions  of  thrilling  ice,  as  though  m  loe 
£ngender*d,  multiplied,  they  pour  along. 
Shaggy  and  huge !  Host  aAer  host,  th^  come; 
The  Goth,  the  Vandal;  and  again  the  Goth ! 

Once  more  we  look,  and  all  is  still  as  iiight» 
All  desolate !    Groves,  tem|des,  palaces. 
Swept  from  the  sight,  and  nothing  visible^ 
Amid  the  sulphurous  vapors  that  exhale 
As  from  a  land  accurst,  save  here  and  there 
An  empty  tomb,  a  fragment  like  the  limb 
Of  some  diffincmber'd  giant    In  the  midst 
A  City  sUumIm.  her  domes  and  turrets  crown'd 
With  msuiy  a  crun ;  but  they,  that  issue  forth. 
Wander  like  tiiran^erB  who  had  built  aiuong 
The  nii^hly  ruiii.«*.  silent,  spiritless; 
And  on  (he  road,  where  once  wc  might  have  met 
(^PMar  and  Cato,  and  men  more  than  kings. 
We  meet,  none  else,  the  pilgrim  aud  the  beggar. 

VII. 

TIIK  ROMAN  PONTIFFS. 

Ttio^R  nnrient  men,  what  were  they,  who  achieved 
A  sway  t»eyond  the  jirc^atcst  conqneroni; 
S^ltine  thfir  tU't  u)ion  the  necks  of  kiiifes. 
And.  ihroiigh  the  world.  sulMlning.  chaining  down 
The  free  iinntf»rtal  spirit  ?    Were  they  not 
Mighty  niagicianit  (  Thi'ira  a  wondruuH  s|-cll. 
Where  tnie  and  tiiho  were  with  infernal  art 
('l<*e-interwovcn;  where  together  met 
ISlewingn  and  ciirs<>K,  threatH  and  promisen ; 
And  with  ihe  lerronf  of  Futurity 
Mingled  whate'er  cnchantit  and  fai<cinatefl. 
Music  and  ^tainting,  sculpturt*,  rhetoric  (117) 
And  architectunil  ]jomp,  fiuch  as  none  (>l!«e ; 
And  dazxiiiiiT  light,  and  darkncffR  visible!  (148i 
What  in  hi.n  day  the  Syracuitan  mnipht. 
Another  world  to  plant  his  enginew  on. 
They  liad  ;  and.  hnving  it.  like  gmls,  iH>t  men. 
Moved    this    world    at    their   pleasure.     Kre   they 

came,  (11: ») 
Their  idiadowK.  utretchingfaraml  wide,  were  k:«owB 
And  Two.  that  l<M)k*d  beyond  the  visible  sphere. 
Gave  notice  of  their  coming — he  who  saw 
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Hie  ApocalypM ;  and  he  of  elder  tiine, 
Who  in  an  awful  vision  of  the  night 
Saw  the  Four  Kingdomi.     Distant  aa  they  were. 
Well  might  those  holy  men  be  fill'd  with  (ear! 

VIU. 
CAIUS  CESTIUS. 

When  I  am  inclined  to  be  serious,  I  love  to  wan- 
der up  and  iluuii  before  the  tomb  of  Caius  Cestius. 
The  Prolcstaiit  burial-ground  is  there ;  and  most  of 
the  little  monuments  are  erected  to  the  young;  young 
men  of  promine,  cut  off  when  on  their  travclH,  full 
of  enthusiasm,  full  of  enjo>Tinenl ;  brides,  in  the  hloom 
Df  their  beauty,  on  llieir  first  journey ;  or  children, 
borne  from  home  in  search  of  health.  This  stono  was 
placed  by  lus  fellow-travellers,  young  as  himself,  w  ho 
will  return  to  the  bouse  of  his  parents  without  him ; 
that,  by  a  husband  or  a  father,  now  in  liis  native 
oountry.     His  heart  is  buried  in  tliat  grave. 

It  is  a  quiet  and  sheltered  nook,  covered  in  the 
winter  with  violets;  and  the  Pyramid,  that  over- 
shadows it,  gives  it  a  classical  and  singularly  solemn 
air.  You  feel  an  interest  there,  a  sympathy  you 
were  not  prepared  for.  You  are  yourself  in  a  foreign 
land ;  and  they  are  for  the  most  pert  your  country- 
men. They  call  upon  you  in  your  mother-tongue — 
in  English — in  words  unknown  to  a  native,  known 
only  to  yourselves :  and  the  tomb  of  Cestius,  that  old 
migestic  pile,  has  this  aUo  in  common  with  them.  It 
is  itself  a  stranger,  among  strangers.     It  has  stood 


Yet  was  it  sad  as  sweet,  and,  ere  it  closed. 
Came  like  a  dirge.    When  her  &ir  head  waa 
And  the  long  tresses  in  her  hands  were  laid, 
Tfiat  she  might  fling  them  from  her,  sa3ring,  *'ThiH. 
l^hus  I  renounce  the  world  and  worldly  things!** 
When,  as  she  stood,  her  bridal  ornaments 
Were,  one  by  one,  removed,  even  to  the  last. 
That  she  might  say,  flinging  them  from  her,  **ThuB, 
Thus  1  renoimce  the  world !"  when  all  was  changed 
And,  as  a  nun,  in  homeUest  guise  she  knelt, 
Veird  in  her  veil,  crown'd  with  her  silver  down. 
Her  crown  of  lilies  as  the  spouse  of  Christ, 
Well  might  her  strength  forsake  her,  and  her  kneet 
Fail  in  that  hour !  Well  might  tlic  holy  man. 
He,  at  whose  feet  she  knelt,  give  as  by  stealth 
(T  was  in  her  utmost  need ;  nor,  while  she  hvea,(15]; 
Will  it  go  from  her,  fleeting  as  it  was) 
That  faint  but  fatiierly  smile,  that  smile  of  love 
And  pity ! 

Like  a  dream  the  wliole  is  fled  ; 
And  they,  that  came  in  idleness  to  gaze 
Upon  the  victim  drcss'd  for  sacrifice. 
Arc  mingling  in  the  world;  thou  in  thy  cell 
Forjrot,  Teresa-     Yet,  among  them  all, 
IS'onc  were  so  fomi'd  to  love  and  to  be  loved. 
None  to  delight,  adorn ;  and  on  thee  now 
A  curtain,  blacker  than  the  night,  is  dropp'd 
For  ever  I    In  ihy  gentle  bosom  sleep 
Feelings,  ofl!ectiofi8,  destined  now  to  die. 
To  wither  like  the  biowfom  in  the  bud. 
Those  of  a  wife,  a  mother;  leaving  there 


there  till  the  language  spoken  round  about  it  liasj  A  cheerless  void,  a  chill  as  of  the  grave. 


changed ;  and  the  shepherd,  born  at  the  foot,  can  read 
its  inscription  no  longer. 

IX. 

THE  NUN. 

T 18  over ;  and  her  lovely  cheek  is  now 
On  her  hard  pillow — there,  alas,  to  be 
Nightly,  through  many  and  many  a  dreary  hour, 
Wan,  oAen  wet  with  tears,  and  (ere  at  length 
Her  place  is  empty,  and  another  (.*f>mes) 
In  anguish,  in  the  ghastlincss  of  death ; 
Hers  never  more  to  leave  those  mournful  walls, 
Even  on  her  bier. 

T  is  over ;  and  the  rile, 
With  all  its  pomp  and  harmony,  is  now 
Floating  bef<>rc  her.     She  arose  at  home, 
To  be  the  show,  the  idol  of  the  day ; 
Iler  vesture  gorgeous,  and  her  starry  head — 
No  rocket,  bursting  in  the  midnight-sky, 
8o  dazzling.     When  to-morrow  she  awakes. 
She  will  awake  as  though  she  still  was  there. 
Still  in  her  father's  house ;  and  lo,  a  cell 
Narrow  and  dark,  nought  through  the  gloom  discem'd, 
Nought  save  the  crucifix,  the  rosar}', 
And  the  grey  habit  lying  by  to  shroud 
Her  beauty  and  grace. 

When  on  her  knees  she  fell, 
Etitering  the  solemn  place  of  consecration. 
And  from  the  latticed  galler)'  came  a  chaunt 
Of  psalms,  most  saint-like,  most  angelical,  (150) 
Verse  aHer  verse  simg  out,  how  holily ! 
The  strain  returning,  and  still,  still  rctimiing, 
Meihought  it  acte<l  like  a  spell  upon  her, 
ajkI  sho  was  casting  off  her  earthly  druss ; 


A  languor  and  a  lethargy  of  soul, 
Death-like,  and  guihering  more  and  more,  till  lIciA 
Conies  to  release  thee.    Ah,  what  now  to  thee. 
What  now  to  thee  the  trt>asure  of  thy  Youth  f 
As  nothing ! 

But  thou  canst  not  yet  reflect 
Calmly;  so  many  things,  strange  and  {ier\'ene, 
'['hat  meet,  recoil,  and  go  but  to  return, 
The  monstrous  birth  of  one  eventful  day, 
Troul)ling  thy  spirit — fn)m  the  tirRt,  at  dawn. 
The  rich  arraying  fi)r  the  nuptial  frnst. 
To  the  black  {tall,  the  requiem.  (152) 

All  in  turn 
Revisit  thee,  and  round  thy  lowly  bed 
Hover,  uncuITd.    The  young  and  iimocent  heart; 
How  is  it  beating?    Has  it  no  regrets? 
Discoverest  thou  no  weakness  lurking  there? 
But  thine  exhausted  frame  has  sunk  to  rest. 
Peace  to  thy  sluinbcm ! 

X. 

THE  FIRE-FLY. 

There  is  an  Insect,  that,  when  Evening  comei^ 
Small  though  he  \xr  and  scarce  distinguisluible. 
Like  Evening  dad  in  N)l)erest  livery. 
Unsheathes  his  wings,  (153)  and  through  the  woods 

and  glades 
Scatters  a  marvellous  splendor     On  he  wheels. 
Blazing  by  fits  as  from  exce^s  of  joy,  (154) 
Each  gush  of  light  a  gush  of  ecstacy ; 
Nor  unaccom|vinied  ;  thousands  that  fling 
A  radiance  all  their  own,  not  of  the  day, 
Thousands  as  bright  as  he,  from  dusk  till  dawn, 
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In  the  notfaer's  lap 
the  child  pot  fcrth  hti  little  heode, 
the  nuneiy-«»g  he  leentt  to  ■oao;(155) 
Aad  the  Tooog  nymph,  prapering  for  the  danoe  (156) 
B^  braofc  or  fountaineide,  in  many  a  braid 
Wieathiny  her  golden  hair,  well  may  aha  cry, 
*QNBe  hither;  and  the  ■hepherdi, gathering roond. 
Shall  My.  Floretia  emulaiee  the  Ni^ 

^I^B^Ks^^^pg a e^^iv     ^^^ft^fr   Ife^b^ktfa    vs^vfllk    ^Bff^fti^H  ^^ 

Oft  haVe  I  met 
nil  riiinuig  race,  when  in  the  Tuaculan  grovee 
Hf  path  no  longer  glimmer'd ;  oft  among 
ThoM  trccB,  rel^ioue  once  and  always  green,  (157) 
nat  yet  dream  out  their  itoriee  of  old  Rome 
Over  the  Alban  lake;  oft  met  and  hail'd. 
Where  the  predpiiate  Anio  thundera  down. 
And  through  the  lurging  miit  a  Poet'i  bouse 
fih  some  aver,  and  who  would  not  believe  T)  (158) 
IcYeabiiMlf 

Tet  cannoC  I  forget 
Hifli,  who  rejoiced  me  in  those  walks  at  eve, 
Ify  earliest,  pleasantest;  who  dwells  unseen. 
And  in  our  northern  dime,  when  all  is  still, 
Kightly  keeps  watch,  nightly  in  bush  or  brake 
His  hnely  lamp  rekindling.'   Unlike  theirs, 
hm,  if  leas  dealing,  through  the  risrknras  knows 
Ke  iniermission ;  smding  forth  its  ray 
Uraagh  the  green  leaves,  a  ray  serene  and  clear 
As  Virtue's  own. 

21. 

FOREIGN  TRAVEL. 

It  was  far.  a  splenetic  humor  that  I  sate  me  down  to 
^  ecanty  lare  at  Terracina ;  and  how  long  I  should 
bave  contemplated  the  Ifan  thrushes  in  array  before 
me,  1  cannot  say,  if  a  cloud  of  smoke,  that  drew  the 
iMfii  into  my  cycK,  hail  not  biinit  from  the  green  and 
Icaly  biiutihs  on  the  hrarth-ittone.  **  Why,"  1  oxclaini- 
ed.  starting  up  fn>in  the  table,  "  why  did  I  leave  my 
own  «-hmK»*»y-<-onicr^ — Hut  am  I  not  on  the  road  to 
Brum! '1*1 1 jm  *  Aiul  are  ikiI  these  the  ven'  calamities 
thai  Ik. tVll  Horace  and  Virgil,  and  .Nfirrenas,  and  Plo- 
tiu^  and  Variu?*^  Horace  lauched  at  them — then 
why  fh'juld  not  I  f  Horace  resolved  to  turn  them  to 
seiTHmi ;  and  \"irgil— cannot  we  hear  him  olwerving, 
that  !»►  n»memher  them  will,  by  and  by,  be  a  pleasure?" 
My  >«»lil'"quy  re<-«»ncile<l  me  at  once  to  my  fiitc  ;  and 
when,  fiir  the  twentieth  time.  I  had  hwked  through 
the  window  on  a  vea  sparkling  with  innumerable 
tiht1iarit«.  a  »ea  on  which  the  heroev  of  the  Olytisey 
aad  the  Kneid  hnd  5,iilefl.  I  Mit  down  nn  to  a  splendid 
bBi»{u**t.  My  ihriiffhcN  had  the  flavor  of  ortolans ;  and 
1  ate  with  an  ap^tetite  I  had  not  known  before. 

-  UTio."  I  crie<l,  as  I  ponre<l  out  my  la^t  glawi  of 
Fslt-nu.in.'  (for  Falemian  it  was  said  to  be,  and  in  my 
eyes  it  ran  bnght  ami  clear  a^  a  to(iaz-stone)— **  who 
wrjuld  remain  at  home,  could  he  do  otherwise  J  Who 
Kwld  «<it>iiiit  to  tread  that  dull,  but  daily  round  ;  his 
huurn  tomoiten  as  mnhi  as  spent  V  and,  opening  my 
^mal-NH>k  and  dipping  my  pen  into  my  ink-horn,! 
Iiiet<*rmine<l.  as  far  as  I  could,  to  justify  myself  and  j 
aiy  cuuntjyroen  in  wandering  over  the  lace  of  the 


I  T**  f '«w-wonn. 

9  W«  wrrr  now  within  •  frw  hnnrs  of  the  Campsnia  FHis 
Cte  Ik*  color  aad  flavor  of  Fakniao,  consult  Galea  and  Dios* 


earth.   « It  may  aarva  iMb".  said  I,  •■  aa  •  naadf  til 
sooM  ihtnra  lit  ef  the  ipleen." 

Oofs  k  a  natfon  of  travdOen ;*  and  no  woodaiv 
when  the  elements,  air.  water,  fire,  attend  at  oar  bid 
ding,  to  transport  us  from  shore  to  shore ;  when  dm 
ship  rushes  into  the  deep,  her  track  the  foam  aa  of 
some  mighty  torrent ;  and,  in  three  hours  or  less,  wa 
stand  gazing  and  gazed  at  among  a  foreign  people^ 
None  want  an  excuse.  If  rich,  they  go  to  ei\joy»  if 
poor,  to  retrench;  if  sick,  to  recover;  if  studioosy  lo 
learn ;  if  learned,  to  relax  from  their  studies.  Bat 
whatever  they  may  say,  whatever  they  may  believe^ 
they  go  for  the  most  part  on  the  same  etrand ;  nor 
will  those  who  reflect,  think  that  errand  an  idle  ooa. 

Almost  all  men  are  o%-er«nxioaa.  No  sooner  do  they 
enter  the  world,  than  they  lose  that  taste  for  natoial 
and  simide  pleasures,  so  remarkable  in  early  liftk 
Every  boor  do  they  ask  themselves  what  progresa 
they  have  made  in  the  pursuit  of  wealth  or  honor; 
and  on  they  go  as  their  fothers  went  before  them,  tillt 
wcaiy  and  sick  ot  heart,  they  look  back  with'  a  sigh 
of  regret  to  the  golden  time  of  their  childhood. 

Now  travel,  and  foreign  travel  more  paiticalaiiy, 
restores  to  us  in  a  great  degree  what  we  have  hart. 
When  the  anchor  is  heaved,  we  double  down  the  leaQ 
and  for  a  while  at  least  all  efibrt  is  over.  The  old 
cares  are  left  clustering  roimd  the  old  otgecta ;  and  at 
eveiy  step^  as  we  proceed,  the  sligfatcst  drcumstanca 
amuses  sjid  interests.  All  is  new  and  stfange^  Wa 
surrender  ouiselves,  and  feel  once  again  as  diildreo. 
Like  them,  we  enjoy  cageriy;  like  them,  when  wa  fra^ 
we  fret  only  for  tho  moment;  and  here  indeed  the  ra- 
semblance  is  very  remarkable,  for  if  a  journey  haa  ili 
pains  as  well  as  its  pleasures  (imd  there  is  nothing  «!• 
mixed  in  this  world)  the  pains  are  no  sooner  over  dian 
they  are  forgotten,  wliile  the  pleasures  live  long  in 
the  memory. 

Nor  m  it  Hurely  without  another  advantage.  If  life 
he  sliort,  not  so  to  many  of  us  are  its  days  and  its 
\v)nn.  When  the  blood  slumbers  in  the  veins,  how 
often  do  we  wiith  lliat  the  earth  would  turn  foster  on 
its  axis,  that  the  8im  would  rise  and  set  before  it  does, 
and,  to  escafto  from  ihc  weight  of  time,  how  many 
ibUies,  how  many  crimes  are  committed!  Men  rush 
on  danger,  and  even  on  death.  Intrigue,  play,  foreign 
and  domestic  hniil,  such  arc  their  resources ;  and, 
when  these  thinp4  fail,  they  destroy  themselves. 

Now  in  travel  ting  we  multiply  events,  aad  inno* 
cently.  Wc  set  out.  as  it  were,  on  our  adventures; 
and  nmny  are  thofte  that  occur  to  us,  morning,  noon, 
and  night.  The  day  we  come  to  a  place  which  we 
have  long  heard  and  read  of,  and  in  Italy  we  do  so 
continually,  it  is  an  era  in  our  lives ;  and  from  tliat 
moment  the  very  name  calls  up  a  picture.  How  de- 
lightfully t(M)  does  the  knowledge  flow  in  upon  ui^ 
and  how  fant  !^   Would  he  who  sat  in  a  comer  of 

1  At  indord  it  nlwsf  •  wru,  contributinx  thoM  of  every  decreo, 
fnim  ■  mdor$  with  hi»  t-uiie  to  him  whiHM*  only  atiendaDt  it  his 
thadow.  Corjrait'  in  IG08  perforiiied  hit  journey  on  Toot ;  and, 
fptuniinK,  huPK  up  hi4  nho^t  in  hit  villairt*  church  a«  an  ex-voto 
GoUltmiih,  a  crntury  ami  a  half  af^erwardt.  Tollowed  in  nearlf 
the  tame  path  ;  playinie  a  tune  on  hit  flutu  to  procure  adaut 
Uince,  wh«*iM;ver  he  appronchMl  a  cottage  at  nicht-fall. 

8  To  judfe  at  once  of  a  nntion,  we  hnv(<  only  to  throw  o% 
eyea  oa  the  markeit  and  ihr  fii-hlt.    If  t)»e  markelt  ara  well 
supplied,  the  fioldii  w«<ll-rulii%ated.  all  it  richt.    If  nthnrTrisg. 
we  may  tay,  sod  say  tnily,  these  people  are  barbaroos  ar  ea* 
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hii  librmry,  poring  over  bodct  and  mapa,  learn  more 
or  wo  much  in  the  time,  as  he  who,  uith  his  eyea  and 
hia  heart  open,  is  receiving  impressions,  all  day  long, 
fiom  the  things  themselves  V  How  accurately  do  they 
urange  themselves  in  our  memory,  towns,  rivers, 
nvrantains ;  and  in  what  living  colors  do  we  recall 
the  dreves,  manners,  and  customs  of  the  people !  Our 
light  is  the  noblest  of  all  our  senses.  '*  It  fills  the 
mind  with  most  ideas,  converses  with  its  objects  at 
the  greatest  distance,  and  continues  longest  in  action 
without  being  tired."  Our  sight  is  on  the  alert  when 
we  travel ;  and  its  exerciHO  is  then  so  delightful,  that 
we  fcrget  the  profit  in  the  pleoRure. 

Like  a  river,  that  gathers,  that  refines  as  it  runs, 
like  a  spring  that  takes  its  course  through  some  rich 
vein  of  mineral,  we  improve  and  imperreptibly — nor 
in  the  head  only,  but  in  the  heart.  Our  prejudices 
leave  na,  one  by  one.  Seas  and  moimtains  are  no 
longer  our  boundaries.  We  learn  to  love,  and  esteem, 
and  admire  beyond  them.  Our  benevolence  extends 
itMlf  with  our  knowledge.  And  must  we  not  return 
better  citizens  than  we  went?  For  the  more  we 
become  acquainted  with  the  institutions  of  other 
coimtries,  the  nwre  highly  must  we  value  our  own. 


I  threw  down  my  pen  in  triumph  **  The  question,** 
taid  I,  **  is  set  to  rest  for  ever.   And  yet — ** 

"And  yet — **  1  must  still  say.  The  wisest  of  men 
■eldom  went  out  of  the  walls  of  Athens;  and  for  that 
wwst  of  evils,  that  sickness  of  the  soul,  to  which  we 
are  most  liable  when  most  at  our  eai>e,  is  there  not 
after  all  a  surer  and*yet  pleai>antor  remedy,  a  remedy 
§br  which  we  have  only  to  crot^  the  threshold  ?  A 
Piedroontese  nobleman,  into  whrise  company  I  foil  at 
Turin,  had  not  long  befiire  ex|HTicnced  its  efficacy : 
and  hia  story,  which  he  told  me  without  reserve, 
was  as  follows. 

"  I  was  weary  of  life,  and,  ofter  a  dny.  such  as  few 
have  known  and  none  would  witth  to  rcmoml)er,  was 
harrying  along  the  street  to  the  river,  when  I  felt  a 
■odden  check.  I  turned  and  beheld  a  little  boy.  who 
had  caught  the  skirt  of  my  clnak  in  his  anxiety  to 
aolicit  my  noiice.  His  look  and  manner  were  irre- 
aistible.  Not  less  to  was  the  lesson  he  hud  leomt. 

*  'There  are  six  of  us ;  and  we  are  dying  for  want 
of  food.* — 'Why  should  I  not,*  said  I  to  myself,  *  re- 
lieve this  wretched  family?  I  have  the  means;  and 
it  will  not  delay  me  many  minutes.  But  what,  if  it 
does  r  The  scene  of  misery  he  conducted  me  to,  I 
eannot  describe.  I  threw  them  my  purse ;  and  their 
bom  of  gratitude  overcame  me.  It  filled  my  eyes — 
it  want  aa  a  cordia«  to  my  heart  *  I  will  call  asiain 
tiMnorrow,'  I  cried.  *  Fool  that  I  was,  to  think  of 
leaving  a  world,  where  such  pleasure  was  to  be  had 
■ad  ao  cheaply  !*  ** 

xn. 

THE  FOUNTAIN. 

It  was  a  well 
(Jt  whitest  marble,  white  as  from  the  quarry ; 
>  ed  richly  wrought  with  man^*  a  high  relief. 


Greek  sculpture — in  some  earlier  day  perhapa 
A  tomb,  and  honor*d  with  a  hero's  ashes. 
The  w  ater  from  the  rock  fill'd,  overflow*d  it ; 
Then  dash'd  away,  pia>nng  the  prodigal. 
And  soon  was  lost— stealing  unseen,  unheard. 
Through  the  long  grass,  and  round  the  twisted 
Of  aged  trees ;  discovering  where  it  ran 
By  the  fresh  verdure.  Overome  with  heat, 
I  threw  me  d<iw7i ;  admiring,  as  I  lay. 
That  shady  nook,  a  singing-place  for  Inrda, 
That  grove  so  intricate,  so  f\ill  of  flowers. 
More  than  enough  to  please  a  child  a-Mayin^. 

The  sun  was  down,  a  distant  oonvent-bell 
Ringring  the  Ans:elus ;  and  now  appmach'd 
The  hour  f<>r  stir  and  \'illage-go8sip  there. 
The  hour  Rebekah  came,  when  from  the  well 
She  drew  with  such  alacrity  to  serve 
The  stranger  and  his  camels.   Soon  I  heard 
Footslcj« ;  and  lo,  dcKcending  by  a  path 
Trodden  for  ages,  many  a  nymph  appear'd. 
Appeared  and  vanish'd,  bearing  on  her  head 
Her  earthen  pitcher.   It  call'd  up  the  day 
I'lvsses  landed  there ;  and  long  I  gazed, 
Like  one  awaking  in  a  dbtant  time.  (159) 


1  AsMircdljr  not,  if  the  last  him  Uid  a  proper  fonndation. 
Know.«dce  makes  knowleHfff  at  biodpj  mmkea  mooef ,  nor  ever 
so  fiwt  as  on  a  jouroey. 


At  length  there  came  the  loveliest  of  them  all* 
Iler  little  brother  dancing  do^^-n  before  her; 
And  ever  as  he  spoke,  which  he  did  ever. 
Turning  and  lookinpr  up  in  warmth  of  heart 
And  brotherly  oflc'ction.    Stoppiniir  there. 
She  join'd  her  mny  hands,  ami,  filling  them 
With  the  pure  element,  orave  him  to  drink ; 
And,  while  he  qiiench'd  his  thirst,  standing  oo  dplo^ 
Look'd  down  u)x>n  him  with  a  sister's  smile. 
Nor  Btirr'd  till  he  had  done,  fix'd  as  a  statue. 

Then  hndst  thou  ^ccn  them  as  they  stood,  Canovt* 
Thou  hndiil  endow'd  them  with  immortal  youth; 
And  they  had  evermore  livwl  undivided. 
Winning  all  hearts— of  all  thy  works  the  foireaL 

xin. 

BANDITTI. 

Tifl  a  wild  life,  fearful  and  full  of  change. 
The  mount(iin-rr)l>l)er'8.   On  the  wntch  he  liea, 
Levellinif  his  carbine  at  the  passenger ; 
And,  when  his  work  is  done,  he  dares  not  sleeps 

Time  was,  the  trade  wa«  nobler,  if  not  honest; 
When  they  that  niblAJ,  wore  men  »f  better  faith  (160) 
Than  kincs  or  {xmiiflK,  when,  such  reverence 
The  Poet  drew  among  the  woo<ls  and  wilds, 
A  voice  waa  hcnrd,  that  never  bode  to  spare, 
Cr>'ing  aloud,  "  Hence  to  the  (lii»:ant  hills! 
Tasso  approaches;  he,  whose  song  bcguilea 
The  day  of  hiilf  its  hours  ;  whcme  sorcery 
Dazzles  the  sense,  turning  our  f(ire«t-gladea 
To  lists  that  blaze  with  crorfreous  armory, 
Our  mountain-caves  to  recul  pnluces. 
Hence,  nor  de<<cend  till  he  and  his  are  gone. 
Let  him  fear  nothing." 

When  along  the  shore,  (161* 
And  by  the  path  that,  wandering  on  its  way. 
I^eadfl  through  the  fatal  gruve  where  TuUy  foil 
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finf  ud  o'lgiuwii,  an  aneimt  lomb  ii  fbfU9)t 

H»  euM  Slid  ih&f  wiikdnw :  diey  wwe  a  not 

Cbwi—  W  life  in  odMRi  nd  IhamMlTW, 

F«  fSbtf  bad  leant  their  Uawn  in  a  oamp ; 

Bol  net  aniBneroon    "Tie  no  longer  eo^ 

Kow  cnftj,  crael,  tortnrinf  era  they  day 

The  nahappf  capdve,  and  with  bitter  jeiti 

iJBcking  miifeffnine ;  vain,  ftntaHical. 

Wearily  whatever  glitten  in  the  epoil ; 

And  nnat  dewwt*  thoi^  when  ihej  kneel  and  pnj, 

With  evwy  bead  tfaej  oould  recount  a  mnider. 

Ae  by  a  apell  they  etart  ap  in  amy,  (16S) 

Aa  fay  a  epeil  they  vanidi-— thein  a  band» 

Not  aa  ekewbere  of  outlawi,  but  of  eQch 

Am  mm  and  reapk  and  at  the  oottag»4oor 

flit  10  receiTa,  letnm  the  tnveUer't  greeting ; 

Row  in  the  garb  of  peaces  now  eikntly 

Anung  and  iwaing  fiirth,  led  on  by  men 

namna  on  innocent  lipe  are  words  of  ibar, 

liTai  bava  long  been  ftriett 

Somedienan 
That,  an  diay  rin  to  this  bad  eminence, 
Laib,  night  and  day.  the  plague^poC  Tisible, 
The  gailt  that  nys,Bewan;  and  mark  we  now 
Bsk  whan  he  iSbb^  who  couches  ftr  bis  pre7 
At  dbe  bridge  iiot,  hi  some  dark  caTity 

rd  fay  the  watery  or  some  gaping  tomK 
and  tenanflfui,  whence  the  red  fi» 
aa  he  anlar*d.   Then  he  broods,  in  splean 
his  beaid;  his  rough  and  sinewy  flame 
with  the  sftMy  of  his  life: 


Qm  hia  wan  cheek  a  safan«nt,  wett-earo'd 
hftniga  warfrn;  on  In  breast  the  brand 
hdsiifale,  bunt  fai  when  to  the  port 
He  dank'd  his  chain,  among  a  hundred  more 
Dia^'d  ianomjniously ;  on  every  limb 
Memoriab  of  his  glory  and  his  shame, 
flcripes  of  the  lash  and  honorable  scars. 
And  rhanneb  here  and  there  worn  to  the  bone 
%  galling  fetters. 

He  comes  slowly  forth, 
rnkennelling,  snd  up  that  nvage  doll 
Annously  looks ;  his  cruise,  an  ample  gourd 
(Duly  replenish'd  from  the  vintner's  cask), 
Sung  from  his  shoulder ;  in  his  breadth  of  belt 
TvR>  ptstols  and  a  dagger  yet  unclcan^ed, 
A  parchment  scrawrd  with  uncouth  chamctcn, 
And  a  small  vial,  his  last  remedy. 
His  core,  when  all  things  fail.    No  noise  is  heard. 
Save  when  the  rugged  bear  and  the  gaunt  wolf 
Howl  in  the  upper  region,  or  a  tkh 
Leaps  in  the  gulf  beneath — But  now  he  kneels 
And   like  a  scout  when  listening  to  the  tramp 
Of  hor«e  or  fool)  lays  his  experience<l  ear 
Close  to  the  ground,  then  rises  and  explores, 
Hken  kneeli  aaain,  and.  his  short  rifle-gun 
Agaiikst  his  cheek,  wails  patiently. 

Two  Monks, 
^wllr.  grey-headed,  on  their  gallant  steeds, 
DeMml  wh^re  yet  a  mookJering  cross  o*erhangs 
Tb^  enve  of  one  that  from  the  precipice 
Fell  m  an  evil  hour.    Their  bridle-bells 
Rinr  merrily;  and  many  a  lood,  long  laugh 
Re^«>ciiocs ;  but  at  once  the  sounds  ^re  lost 
racmwrious  of  the  good  in  store  below. 
The  holy  firihan  have  ton'f  od;  and  now 

m% 


Cross  the  brown  headi,  en-long  to  wug  thair 
Befora  my  Jady-abbcai,  and  discim 
Hiings  only  known  to  the  devout  and  ptam 
O'er  her  apiced  bowl— then  shrive  the 
Sitting  by  tnrna  with  an  inclining  ear 
In  the  aonfeesional* 

He  moves  hia  Hpa 
As  with  a  cum    then  paces  up  and  down* 
Now  6st,  now  slow,  brooding  and  muttaring 
Gloomy  alike  to  him  the  peet»  the  fiitura. 


Bat  hark,  the  nimble  tread  of  nmneroui  ftat! 
^Tis  but  a  dappled  herd,  come  down  to  slaha 
Their  thirst  in  the  cool  wave.  Ha  turna  and 
Then  checks  himselfl  unwilling  to  dirtub 
Tlie  sleeping  echoes. 

Once  again  ha  eartfaa; 
Slipping  away  to  boun  vrith  them  beneatlw 
Hii  oki  companions  in  that 'hiding-place, 
ThB  bat,  the  toad,  the  blind-worm,  and  tha  newtf 
And  hariu  a  ibotstep,  firm  and  confident 
As  of  a  roan  in  haste.    Nearer  it  dnwa  | 
And  now  is  at  the  entrance  of  the  deo. 
Ha!  'tie  a  cororsde,  sent  lo  gather  in 
The  band  hr  some  great  anterpriM. 

Whowaoli 
A  sequel,  may  read  on.   The  tmvamlsh'd  ttlt. 
That  fidlows,  vrill  supply  the  place  of  ona. 
Twas  told  roe  by  the  Marquis  of  Ravine, 
When  in  a  blustering  night  he  riialter'd  ma 
In  that  bnve  castle  of  hi»  anceston 
O'er  Garigliano,  and  is  sudi  indeed 
As  every  day  brings  vrith  it—in  a  land 
Where  laws  are  trampled  on,  and  hwlm  MM 
Walk  in  the  sun ;  but  it  should  not  he  loeC, 
For  it  may  serve  to  bind  us  to  our  countiy. 

XIV. 
AN  ADVENTURE. 

Threx  days  they  lay  in  ambush  at  my  gaC«,4flfl| 
Then  sprung  and  led  me  captive.     Many  a  vbd 
We  traversed ;  but  Rusconi,  't  was  no  less, 
March'd  by  my  side,  and,  when  I  th'rsted,  cllmVd 
The  clifTs  for  water ;  though,  whene'ei  he  spoke^ 
T  was  briefly,  sullonly;  and  on  he  led, 
Distinguish'd  only  by  an  amulet. 
That  in  a  golden  chain  hung  frum  his  ned^ 
A  cr>'sial  of  rare  virtue.     Night  fell  last. 
When  on  a  heath,  black  and  immeesuraMa, 
He  turu'd  and  bode  them  halt  T  was  where  the  earth 
Heaves  o'er  the  dead — where  erst  some  Alaric 
Fought  his  last  fight,  aad  every  warrior  threw 
A  stone  to  tell  for  agts  where  he  lay. 

Then  all  advanced,  and,  ranging  in  a  square* 
Stretch'd  forth  iheir  arms  as  on  the  holy  cross 
From  each  to  each  their  sable  cloaks  extending. 
That,  like  the  solemn  hangings  of  a  tens 
Covcr'd  us  round ;  and  in  the  midst  I  stood. 
Weary  and  faint,  and  face  to  face  with  one. 
Whose  voice,  whose  look  dispenses  life  and  deatl^ 
Whose  heart  knov^-s  no  relent ings.     Instandy 
A  light  was  kindled,  and  the  Randit  spoke. 
** I  know  thee.   Thou  hast  soight  us,  for  the  spoic 
Slipping  thy  bk)od-hounds  with  a  hunter's  cry, 
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And  thoQ  hast  found  at  last     Were  I  aa  thou, 
I  in  thy  gnwp  aa  thou  art  now  in  ours, 
Soon  ahould  I  make  a  midnightmpoctacle, 
Soon,  limh  by  limb,  be  mangled  on  a  wheel, 
Then  gibbeted  to  blacken  for  the  vultures. 
But  I  would  teach  ihce  belter — how  to  spare. 
Write  as  I  dictate.     If  thy  ransom  comes, 
Thou  livest     If  not — but  answer  not,  I  pray, 
Lett  thou  provoke  me.     I  may  strike  thee  dead ; 
And  know,  young  man,  it  is  an  easier  thing 
To  do  it  than  to  say  it.     Write,  and  thus." — 

I  wrote.    "  T  i«  well,*'  he  cried.    "A  peasant-boy, 
Tmaty  and  swift  of  foot,  shall  bear  it  hence. 
Meanwhile  lie  down  and  rest    This  cluak  of  mine 
Will  servo  thee ;  it  has  weather'd  many  a  storm.'* 
The  watch  was  set ;  and  twice  it  hnd  bieen  changed. 
When  morning  broke,  and  a  wild  bird,  a  hawk. 
Flew  in  a  circle,  screaming.     1  look'd  up. 
And  all  were  gone,  save  him  who  now  kept  guard. 
And  on  his  arms  lay  musing.    Young  he  scem'd, 
And  sad,  as  though  he  could  indulge  at  will 
Some  secret  sorrow.  "Thou  shrink'st  bock,*'  ho  said. 
**  Well  may'st  thou,  lying,  as  ihou  d(wt,  so  near 
A  ruffian— one  for  ever  link'd  and  bound 
To  guilt  and  in&ray.     Tlierc  was  a  time 
When  he  had  not  perhaps  been  deem'd  unworthy, 
When  he  had  watch'd  that  planet  to  its  setting. 
And  dwelt  with  pieaHure  on  the  meanest  thing 
That  Nature  has  given  birth  to.     Now  't  is  past 

"Wooldtt  thou  know  more  ?  My  story  is  an  old  one. 
I  loved,  was  acorn 'd ;  I  trusted,  was  betray'd ; 
And  in  my  anguish,  my  necessity. 
Met  with  the  fiend,  the  tempter — in  Rusconi. 
'  Why  thus  r  be  cried.    '  Thou  wouldst  be  free,  and 

dareat  not 
Come  and  assert  thy  birth-right  while  thou  canst 
A  robber's  cave  is  better  than  a  dungeon ; 
And  death  itself,  what  is  it  at  the  worst, 
What,  but  a  harlequin's  leap  V    Him  I  had  known, 
Had  served  with,  suffcr'd  with ;  and  on  the  walls 
Of  Capua,  while  the  moon  went  down,  I  swore 
Allegiance  on  hia  dagger. 

Dost  thou  ask 
How  I  have  kept  my  oath  ?    Thou  shnit  be  told, 
Coat  what  it  may. — But  grant  me,  I  implore, 
Grant  me  a  passport  to  some  distant  land. 
That  I  may  never,  never  more  be  named. 
Thou  wilt,  I  know  thou  wilt 

Two  months  ago, 
When  on  a  vineyard-hill  we  lay  conceal'd 
And  scattered  up  and  down  as  we  were  wont, 
I  heard  a  damsel  singing  to  heniolf, 
And  soon  espied  her,  coming  all  alone, 
In  her  first  beauty      Up  a  pnth  she  came 
Li  afy  and  intricate,  singing  her  song, 
A  song  of  love,  by  snatchos ;  breaking  off 
If  but  a  flower,  an  insect  in  the  sun 
Pleased  for  an  instant ;  then  am  carelessly 
Tlie  strain  resuming,  and,  where'er  she  stopt 
Riling  on  tiptoe  undemeaih  the  bouchs 
Tu  plurk  a  grape  in  very  wontonnewi. 
Hit  look,  her  mien  and  maiden-ornaments 
Sliow'd  gentle  birth  ;  and,  step  by  step,  she  came 
Nearer  and  nearer  to  the  drcoidfiil  mare. 


None  else  were  by ;  and,  as  I  gazed  unseen. 

Her  youth,  her  innocence  and  gaiety 

Went  to  my  heart ;  and,  starting  up.  I  cried, 

'  Fly — ftir  your  life!'    Alas,  she  shriek'd,  she  ftO; 

And,  OS  I  caught  her  falling,  all  rush'd  forth. 

'A  Wood-nymph  ."  said  Rusconi.     '  By  the  light; 

Lovely  as  Hebe !    I^y  her  in  the  shade.* 

I  hcanl  him  not.     I  stood  as  in  a  trance. 

'  Wliat,'  he  exclaim'd  with  a  nmhcious  smile, 

*  Wouldst  thou  rebel  V    I  did  as  he  required. 
'  Now  bear  her  hence  to  the  w  ell-head  below. 
A  few  cold  drops  will  animate  this  marble. 
Go!  "T  is  an  office  all  will  envy  tliee ; 
But  thou  hast  cam'd  it* 

As  I  stRgger'd  down. 
Unwilling  to  surrender  her  sweet  body ; 
Her  gulden  hair  dishevell'd  on  a  neck 
Of  snow,  and  her  fair  eyes  closed  as  in  sl^ep. 
Frantic  with  love,  with  hate,  'Great  God!'  I  cried 
;  (I  had  aInioRt  forgotten  how  to  pray) 

•  Why  may  I  not,  while  yet — while  yet  I  can, 
Releaftc'  hor  from  a  thraldom  worse  than  death T 
'T  was  done  as  soon  as  said.     I  kiss'd  her  brow 
And  smote  her  with  my  dagger.     A  fhort  cry 
She  utter'd,  but  she  stirred  not;  and  to  hcaveD 
Her  gentle  spirit  fled.    'T  was  where  ihe  path 
In  its  descent  tiim'd  suddenly.     No  eye 
Observed  me,  though  their  steps  were  fbllowh^ 
Rut  soon  a  yell  broke  forth,  and  all  at  once 
I^evell'd  their  deadly  aim.    Then  I  had  ceaaed 
To  trouble  or  be  troubled,  and  had  now 

(Would  I  were  there!)  been  slumbering  in  mjgiftTtt 
Had  not  Rusconi  with  a  terrible  f^hout 
Thrown  hinu>clf  in  between  us,  and  exclaim*dt 
Grasping  my  arm,  *  *T  is  bravely,  nobly  done! 
Is  it  fur  dcoih  like  these  thou  wear'st  a  sword  ff 
Wnn  this  the  business  that  thou  earnest  upon? 
— But  'lis  his  first  ofTenee,  and  let  it  pons. 
Like  the  young  ticrer  he  has  tasted  blood. 
And  may  do  niucii  hereafter.     He  ran  strike 
Home  to  the  hilf.*    Then  in  an  «:mler-tone, 
*Thiis  wouhlst  thou  justify  t!»e  piotlj:e  1  gave. 
When  in  the  eyes  of  all  I  read  clistrufl  ? 
For  once,'  and  t)n  his  cheek,  nu'thoiicht,  I  saw 
T\\v  blush  of  virtue,  '  I  will  suvc  llue,  Albert; 
Again,  I  cannot"* 

Ere  his  talc  was  told. 
As  on  the  heath  we  lay,  my  ransom  came ; 
And  in  six  days,  with  no  ungmteful  mind, 
Albert  was  sailing  on  a  quiet  sea. 
— But  the  night  wears,  and  tliou  art  much  in  need 
Of  rest    The  young  Antonio,  with  his  torch. 
Is  waiting  to  conduct  thee  to  thy  chamber. 

XV. 

NAPLES. 

This  region,  surely,  is  not  of  the  earth.' 
Was  it  not  dropl  from  heaven  f    Not  a  grove. 
Citron,  or  pine,  or  cedar,  not  a  gn>t 
Sea-v%om  and  mantled  with  the  gadding  vine. 
But  breathes  enchantment     Not  a  cliff  but  flinga 
On  the  clear  wave  some  image  of  delight. 
Some  ctabin-roof  glowing  with  crimscm  flowers, 


1  Un  pesso  di  ekk>  eadoto  ia  terra.  — '5«im«z«r«i 
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oiBiik  rafai'd  impw  or  fiuln  BWDuimnt^ 

To  BOW  on  at  the  bork  m  gliding  by. 

And  bo  it  Mine  to  nuiie  there,  imne  to  glide, 

ftam  dojMiwk,  when  the  moonlain  poles  hii  fire 

Tot  MMvo  and  more,  end  from  the  monnloin-tom 

TiU  then  inrinble,  o  nnolce  aoeendi, 

BoloBn  end  ilow,  oo  ent  ftora  Annt, 

When  he,  the  i^mrrh,  who  eoeoped  the  Flood, 

Woe  with  hii  household  socrifidng  there — 

Twom  dif-braok  to  that  hour,  the  lost  and  best. 

When,  one  by  one.  the  fiihing-boati  ooroe  fefth, 

Each  with  its  gUnmiering  lantern  at  the  prow. 

And*  when  nie  nets  are  thrown*  the  *^>'*'w*g«l^y'»i| 

Btoab  o*er  the  trembling  waters. 

Eveiy  where 
ryUo  and  Trath  have  shed,  in  riTalry. 
Each  her  peculiar  influence.    FViMe  eame. 
And  laogh'd  and  song,  anaying  Trath  in  flowen, 
Uba  a  yoong  child  her  gnndam.    Fable  came; 
Esnh,  sen  and  sky  reflecting,  as  she  flew, 
A  ihoosand,  thriussnd  oolon  not  their  own  t 
And  at  her  bidding,  lo!  a  dark  descent 
lb  Taitaraa,  and  thoee  thriee  happy  fleUs, 
Thsso  Holds  with  ether  pnre  and  parple  light 
Eph  kavosied,  scenes  by  hire  deseribed,* 
Who  here  woe  wont  to  wander,  reeoid 
What  fhay  reveal'd,  and  on  the  western  shore 
m  a  dent  grmre^  o'erlooking  thee. 


Yet  here,  methoiks, 
no  omamem,  in  her  own  shape 
10  mind  by  tofm  with  awe  aixl  hnro, 
mdinmg  to  wild  eostaoy, 
noditation. 

Here  the  vines 
Wed,  cnch  Her  elm.  and  oVr  the  fmlden  grain 
Hang  their  luxuriant  climtera,  ch(H]iiering 
The  Bonriiine;  where,  uhen  cooler  nhndown  fiill. 
And  the  mild  ronon  her  Ihiry  net-^-ork  weaves. 
The  lote,  or  mnraloline,  arrompanied 
Bf  many  a  voice  yet  ti^-eeter  (hnn  their  own. 
Kindles,  nor  slowly;  and  the  dance*  displa>'a 
The  gentle  arts  and  witchcrieii  of  love, 
itt  hr^pes  and  fean  and  feiffninpi,  till  the  yonth 
DTDpH  on  his  knee  w  \*an^nith'd.  anil  the  moid. 
Her  uunboarin^  uplifting;  with  a  grace, 
Namre's  and  Nature's  only,  bids  him  nte. 

But  here  the  roiehty  Afnnarch  underneath. 
He  in  his  palace  of  fire,  diffufte^  round 
A  dazzling  splendor     Here,  unseen,  unheard. 
Opening  another  F.den  in  the  wilil. 
He  workn  hi*  w«in<leni ;  wive,  when  isxiiing  forth 
In  thunder,  he  lilom  out  the  unn,  the  sky. 
And.  minplinc  nil  ihini;*  earlhly  nn  in  scorn, 
KuIr  the  valley,  lnv»  the  nvMjntnin  low, 
P'jn*«  mmv  a  torrent  from  his  burning  lake, 
\nd  in  an  ho'ir  of  univorial  mirth. 
Whtt  lime  th'»  tn:m[>  pn»clainfui  the  festival, 
B-iri*^  some  cn|iil.il  city,  there  to  sleep 
The  •I»»ep  of  asm — till  a  plow,  a  sfviilo 
rWl«i«e  the  secret.  an<I  the  eve  of  day 
Clare*  roMly  on  tlie  streets,  the  skeletons, 
Carh  in  his  fiacc,  each  in  his  gay  attire. 
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And  eager  to  eqjoy. 

T^t  OS  go  round. 
And  let  the  sail  be  slack,  the  ooarw  be  slow. 
That  at  our  leisure,  as  we  coast  along. 
We  may  contemplate  and  from  every  scene 
Receive  its  influence.    The  Camsan  towers, 
There  did  they  rise,  sunlit ;  and  here  thy  grmno 
Delicious  BaioB.    Here  (what  would  Ihey  notf) 
The  masteri  of  the  earth,  unsatisfied. 
Built  in  the  sea ;  and  now  the  boatman  steen 
0*er  many  a  crypt  and  vault  3ret  glimmeiing, 
0*er  many  a  broad  and  indestructible  arch. 
The  deep  fimndations  of  their  palaces; 
Nothing  now  heard  ashore,  so  great  the  change^ 
Save  when  the  sea4new'clamois,  or  the  owl 
Hoots  in  the  temple. 

What  the  mountainoas  Ide,< 
Seen  in  the  South  ?  Tis  where  a  Monster  dwrit^* 
Who  hnrl'd  his  victims  from  the  topmost  cliff; 
Then  and  then  only  merdful,  so  slow. 
So  subtle  were  the  tortures  they  OMinred. 
Fearing  and  iear'd  he  lived,  cursing  and  etuaed; 
And  snll  the  dungeons  in  the  rock  breathe  out 
Darkness,  distemper. — Strange,  that  one  so  vile 
Should  from  his  den  strike  terror  throogfa  the  worid 
Should,  where  withdrawn  in  his  decrepitude. 
Say  to  the  noblest,  be  Ihey  where  they  might, 
"Go  from  the  earth  !**  and  fiom  the  earth  they  want 
Yet  such  things  were — and  will  be,  when  «Mi»fcin«^ 
IxMing  all  virtue,  kise  all  energy ; 
And  for  the  Igsb  incur  the  penalty, 
IVodden  down  and  trampleid. 

Let  us  torn  the  prow. 
And  in  the  track  of  him  who  went  to  die,*  (161) 
Tre\*ene  this  valley  of  wateis,  landing  where 
A  wnkintr  dream  a^*aits  us.     At  a  step 
Two  thousand  years  roll  backward,  and  we  stand, 
IJke  those  so  long  within  that  aA%-ful  place,* 
Immovable,  nor  a!<kii)g.  Can  it  be  ? 

Once  did  I  linger  there  alone,  till  day 
rir)sc<I,  nnd  at  length  the  calm  of  twilight  came, 
So  praicful,  yet  ho  solemn!  At  the  fount, 
Jii^t  whore  the  three  ways  meel,  I  stood  and  look*d, 
(T  wns  near  a  nnhlo  house,  the  house  of  PAuaaX 
Ami  all  was  still  as  in  the  long.  long  night 
That  fiillow'd,  when  the  shower  of  ashes  fell, 
When  ihey  that  nought  Pompeii,  sought  in  vain; 
ft  %^'ns  not  to  l>c  found.     But  now  a  ray, 
Rri'^'ht  and  yet  hriphler,  on  the  pavement  glanced, 
An'l  on  the  whecl-lrack  worn  for  centuries, 
And  oi\  the  stcppine-stones  from  side  to  side, 
O'er  which  iho  mnidcns.  wiih  their  wnter-ums. 
Were  wont  lo  trip  so  lightly.    Full  and  clear. 
The  m<Hjn  was  risine,  and  at  once  reveal'd 
The  name  of  every  dweller,  and  his  craft; 
S]iininar  ihrouphont  wiih  an  unusual  lustre. 
And  lighting  up  this  City  of  the  Dead. 

Here  livc<l  a  miller:  silent  and  at  rest 
His  mill-sioncs  now.     In  old  companionship 
Still  do  thcv  stand  as  on  the  day  he  went, 
Kach  rrady  for  its  ofllce — hut  he  crimes  not 
And  here,  hanl  by,  (wliere  one  in  idleness 
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Has  itopt  to  scrawl  a  ship,  an  armed  man ; 
And  in  a  tablet  on  the  wall  we  read 
or  ahowi  ere-long  to  be)  a  aculptor  wrought, 
Nor  meanly ;  blocks,  half-chueird  into  life. 
Waiting  his  call     Here  long,  as  yet  attests 
The  trodden  floor,  an  oUve-merchant  drew 
From  many  an  ample  jar,  no  more  replenish'd ; 
And  here  from  his  a  vintner  served  his  guests 
Largely,  the  stain  of  his  o'erflowing  cups 
Fresh  on  the  marble.     On  the  bench,  beneath. 
They  sate  and  quaflTd,  and  looked  on  them  that  pa8s*d, 
Gravely  discussing  the  last  news  from  Rome. 

But  lo,  engmven  on  a  threshold-stone, 
That  word  of  courtesy,  so  sacred  once. 
Hail !   At  a  master's  greeting  we  may  enter. 
And  lo,  a  (airy  palace !  everywhere. 
As  through  the  courts  and  chambers  we  advance, 
Floon  of  nxwaic,  walls  of  arabesque, 
And  ecdumns  clustering  in  Patrician  splendor. 
But  hark,  a  footstep !   May  we  not  intrude  f 
And  now,  methinks,  I  hear  a  gentle  laugh. 
And  gentle  voices  mingling  as  in  converse ! 
—•And  now  a  harp«tring  as  struck  carelessly, 
And  DOW— along  the  corridor  it  comes— 
I  cannot  err,  a  filling  as  of  baths! 
-—Ah,  no,  'tis  but  a  mockery  of  the  sense. 
Idle  and  vain !  We  are  but  where  we  were ; 
Slili  wandering  in  a  City  of  the  Dead ! 

XVI. 
TII£  BAG  OF  GOLD. 

I  DINE  very  oflen  with  the  good  old  Cardinal*** 
■od,  I  should  add,  with  his  cats ;  lor  they  always  sit 
at  hii  table,  and  are  much  the  gravest  of  the  com- 
pany. His  beaming  countenance  makes  us  forget  his 
age ;  nor  did  I  ever  see  it  clouded  till  yesterday, 
when,  as  we  were  contemplating  the  sun-set  from  his 
terrace,  he  happened,  in  the  course  of  our  convena- 
tacm,  to  allude  to  an  aflecting  circumstance  in  his 
early  life. 

He  had  just  left  the  Univernty  of  Palermo  and 
was  entering  the  army,  when  he  became  acquainted 
witli  a  young  lady  of  great  beauty  and  merit,  a 
Sdlion  of  a  &mily  as  illustrious  as  his  own.  Li\'iiig 
near  each  other,  they  were  oflen  together;  and,  at 
an  age  Uke  theirs,  friendship  aoon  turns  to  love.  But 
his  fiither,  fi>r  what  reason  I  forget,  refused  his  con- 
tent to  their  union ;  till,  alarmed  at  the  declining 
uealth  of  his  son,  he  promised  to  oppose  it  no  longer, 
if,  after  a  separation  of  three  years,  they  continued 
m  much  in  love  as  ever. 

Relying  on  that  promise,  he  said,  I  set  out  on  a 
kmg  journey,  but  in  my  absence  the  usual  arts  were 
resorted  to.  Our  letters  were  intercepted ;  and  false 
rumors  were  spread — first  of  my  indiflerence,  then 
of  my  inconstancy,  then  of  my  marriage  with  a  rich 
heiress  of  Sienna ;  and,  when  at  length  1  retume<l 
to  make  her  my  own,  I  found  her  in  a  convent  of 
Ursuline  Nuns.  She  had  taken  the  veil ;  and  1,  said 
he  with  a  sigh — what  else  remained  lor  me  / — I  went 
into  the  church. 

Yet  many,  he  continued,  as  if  to  turn  the  oonver- 
latitm,  very  many  have  been  happy  though  we  were 
not;  and,  if  I  am  not  abusing  an  old  man's  privilege, 
let  me  tell  ]rou  a  stcHy  with  a  better  catastrophe.  It 
told  to  me  when  a  boy ;  and  3roa  may  not  be 


unwilling  to  hear  it,  lor  it  bears  i 
that  of  the  Merchant  of  Venice. 

We  were  now  arrived  at  a  pavilion  that 
ed  one  of  the  noblest  prospects  imaginable ;  Am 
mountains,  the  sea,  and  the  islands  illuminatod  b^ 
the  last  beams  of  day ;  and,  sitting  down  there,  h« 
proceeded  with  his  usual  vivacity ;  for  the  sadnHi^ 
that  had  come  across  him,  was  gone. 

There  lived  in  the  fiiurteenth  oentniy,  near  BiK 
logna,  a  widow-lady  of  the  Lambertini  ftmily,  caUei 
Madonna  Lucrezia,  who  in  a  revolutioQ  of  the  stale 
had  known  the  bitiemess  of  poverty,  and  had  eren 
begged  her  bread;  kneeling  day  after  day  lika  • 
statue  at  the  gate  of  the  cathedral ;  her  rosary  in  her 
left  liand  and  her  right  held  out  for  charity;  her  kmg 
black  veil  concealing  a  face  that  had  once  adorned  • 
coiurt,  and  had  received  tlie  homage  of  as  many 
nets  as  Petrarch  has  written  on  Laura. 

But  fortune  had  at  last  relented ;  a  legacy 
distant  relation  had  come  to  her  relief;  and 
now  the  mistress  of  a  small  inn  at  the  hat  of  ttia  A^ 
ennines ;  where  she  entertained  as  well  as  ah«  ooold, 
and  where  those  only  siopped  who  were 
with  a  little.  The  bouse  was  still  studinf, 
my  youth  I  passed  that  way;  though  the  agB  of  lh« 
White  Cross,  the  Cross  of  the  HospitaUea,  mm  M 
longer  to  Iw  seen  over  the  door ;  a  sign  whidi  ikm 
had  taken,  if  we  may  believe  the  tradition  thcn^  kk 
honor  of  a  maternal  uncle,  a  grand-BMaler  of  flat 
Order,  whose  achie\'ementB  in  Palestine  dw  wooli 
sometimes  relate.  A  mountain-stream  nn  dMHH^ 
the  garden;  and  at  no  great  distance,  tdieraik* nal 
turned  on  its  way  to  Bologna,  stood  a  littk  tJMnri.  ii 
which  a  lamp  was  always  baming  befim  ft . 
of  the  Virgin,  a  picture  of  great  antiquity,  Om 
of  Ibme  Greek  artist 

Hem  she  was  dwelling,  respected  by  all  who] 
her;  when  an  event  took  place,  which  Ihrawkac 
into  the  deepest  affliction.  It  was  at  noon-day  ii 
September  that  three  foot-travellers  anivod,  tad 
seating  themselves  on  a  bencJi  under  her  vino-lranii. 
were  suppUed  with  a  flagon  of  Aleatico  by  a  lovriy 
inri,  her  only  child,  the  image  of  her  fomer  adC 
The  eldest  spoke  like  a  Venetian,  and  hia  beard  wta 
short  and  pointed  after  the  fashion  of  Venieo.  la  hm 
demcnnor  he  aflectcd  great  courtesy,  bat  hia  look  ia> 
8|)ired  little  confidence ;  for  when  he  snilad,  wlueil 
he  did  continually,  it  was  with  his  lips  only, not  with 
his  eyes ;  and  they  were  always  turiied  from 
His  componicms  were  bluff  and  frank  in  their 
ncr.  and  on  their  tongues  had  many  a  soldier's 
In  their  hats  they  wore  a  medal,  such  as  in  that  ago 
was  often  dintributiMl  in  war;  and  they  were  evi- 
dently subalterns  in  one  of  thfjue  Free  Baitds  which 
wore  alwayn  ready  to  aerve  in  nny  quarrel,  if  a  8or> 
vice  it  could  l)c  called,  where  a  bottle  was  Utile  mora 
than  a  nMK>kcry ;  and  the  nloin,  as  on  an  opera<«tago, 
were  up  and  fghting  to-morrow.  Overcome  with  tho 
heat,  they  threw  aside  their  cloaks ;  and,  with  their 
gloves  tucked  under  their  bolts,  continued  for  aomo 
time  in  earnest  convenation. 

At  length  they  rose  to  go;  and  the  Venetians  thoa 
addrowod  thoir  Ilostess.  *' Excellent  Lady,  may  wo 
leave  under  your  roof,  for  a  day  or  two,  this  bag  of 
gold  r"  **  You  may."  she  replied  gaily.  **  But  rero«m> 
her,  we  &sten  only  with  a  latch.    Ban  and  bola 
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in  our  viO^v ;  and,  if  W0  hid,  wlitrt 
wmM  tefoor  ■eeuri^r* 

•Botwtelif  IdiedtMUglU?  Wlien  would  it  be 
fcmr*  mid  ihe,  knghinj.  ■''Ae  money  would  go  to 
te  Ckoich;  iar  none  could  ckim  iL** 

**  Pwhapi  foil  will  fcvor  uo  wiih  an  admowlidg- 

-Ifyoa  will  writ*  if." 
Ab  MkBDwladgflMiit  WM  writioi  aoeordiiiflfly,  and 
^  afiMd  it  bafim  Muter  Beriolo»  the  village  phy^ 
■dun  who  lad  joM  celled  by  chenoe  to  leun  the  newi 
if  the  day ;  ike  fold  to  be  delivered  wheo  applied 
!■;  but  to  be  deliYend  (tbeie  were  the  woidi)  not  to 
to  two— but  to  tbe  ibree;  wards  wiaely 
bf  iboM  to  wbom  it  belooged,  knowing 
ikBf  knew  of  eacb  other.  The  goU  they  had 
horn  a  miaer*!  cheat  in  PMugia;  and 
ODaaoentthat  pRMoieed  mwe. 
ihadowe  were  no  aoooer  departed, 
VeaaiiaB  lalaaad,  aaying,  <*  Give  me  leave 

•i  eoK  Mf  omI  «B  ibe  bifi  ae  the  othera  have  doner 
ift  OD  a  table  befere  him.  Butinthat 
edled  away  to  ieceive  a  Cavalier, 
~  fiooihia  borne  sand,  when 
k  waa  ggofr   tpm  temptation  had 
ad  the  BBA  and  tbe  money  had 


diat  I  am !  **  ike  criedt  ea  in  an 
Ml  «B  bar  daiq^ter^  neck,  **  What 
lafaaf  Arawaagafaitobeoaatoutinto 
It— Vabappy  ddU,  would  that  thou 
bom!"  and  aU  day  long  die  la- 
■rtoan  availed  bar  Utile.  Theothen 
in  tainffniwg  to  elaim  their  due ;  and 
no  tidingi  of  the  thief:  he  had  fled  far 
away  vritb  hia  plunder.  A  pioceaa  against  her  wom 
iaaaudy  begun  in  Bologna ;  and  what  defence  could 
ake  make  ?  kow  release  herself  from  the  obligation 
af  tbe  bond?  WiUiiily  or  in  negligence  she  had 
parted  frhk  it  to  one,  when  she  should  have  kept  it 
fir  all ;  and  inevitable  ruin  awaited  her .' 

"*Goi,  Gianetta,"  aaid  ahe  to  her  daughter,  "take 
Ifaia  veil  wbick  your  mother  has  worn  and  wept 
ander  ao  oAen,  and  implore  the  Counsellor  Colderino 
to  plead  fir  ua  on  the  day  of  trial  He  is  generous, 
and  vriU  lialen  to  the  unlbrtunate.  But,  if  he  will 
go  fiuaa  door  to  door ;  Monaldi  cannot  refuae  us. 
ly  child ;  but  remember  the  chapel  as 
yea  paaa  by  iL  Nothing  prospers  without  a  prayer." 
Alaa.  she  went,  but  in  vain.  These  were  retained 
against  them ;  those  demanded  more  than  they  had 
to  fire ;  and  all  bade  them  despair.  What  was  to 
bi  done  F   No  advocate ;  and  the  cause  to  come  on 


curtain,  leal  bar  beauty  ahould  divert  their  thoqgbto; 
a  precaution  in  thia  inatanre  at  leaat  umMoeamyy 
Lorenao  having  lost  hia  heart  to  another.' 

T6  him  ahe  flies  in  her  necessity ;  but  of  what 
Msiatance  can  he  be  ?  He  baa  joat  taken  hia  pboe  at 
the  bar,  but  he  baa  never  apoken;  and  how  atand  ny 
alone,  unpractised  and  unprepared  aa  he  ia, 
an  array  that  would  alarm  the  moat  eipeiienced  I 
<*  Were  I  aa  mighty  aa  lam  weak,**  aaki  he,  "imr 
lean  fcr  you  would  make  me  aa  nothing.  But  I  vriU 
be  there,  Gianetta;  and  may  the  Friend  of  lb* 
Frieodleei  give  me  atrength  in  that  hour !  Even  now 
my  heart  &ila  me ;  but,  come  what  vriU,  while  I  hav« 
a  loaf  to  share,  you  and  your  mother  shall  never  want. 
I  will  beg  through  the  wtirld  for  you.*' 

The  day  arrivea,  and  the  court  am^mblea  IW 
claim  is  slated,  and  the  evidence  given.  And  now  dia 
defence  ia  called  lur— but  none  is  made ;  not  a  ayl> 
lable  is  uttered ;  and,  afler  a  pause  and  a  conenha^ 
tion  of  some  minutes,  the  Judges  are  proceeding  t» 
give  judgment,  ailence  having  been  proclaimed  is 
the  court,  when  Lorenao  riaea  aixl  tbna  addre— I 
them. 

**  Reverend  Signora.  ToungaaIam,mByIvaiitiiii^ 
to  apeak  befire  you  ?  I  would  apeak  in  behalf  of  ona 
who  has  none  else  to  help  her;  and  I  will  mC  keep 
you  long. 

<*  Much  baa  been  said;  much  on  the  aacred  natnra 
of  the  obligation — and  we  acknowledge  it  in  ito  fiill 
Ibroe.  Let  it  be  fulfilled,  and  to  the  but  letter.  It  ia 
what  we  solicit,  what  we  require.  But  to  whom  ia 
the  bag  of  gold  to  be  delivered  ?  What  saya  the  bond  t 
Not  to  one— not  to  two-— but  to  the  three.  Let  dia 
three  atand  forth  and  claim  it." 

From  that  day,  (for  who  can  doubt  the  iaauef)  nona 
were  sought,  none  employed,  but  the  subtle,  the  elo> 
quent  liorenzo.  Wealih  followed  Fame;  nor  need  I 
say  how  soon  he  sat  at  hia  marriage-feast,  or  who  sat 
beside  him. 


Gianetto  had  a  lover ;  and  he  was  a  student 
of  tbe  law.  a  jroung  man  of  great  promise,  Lorenxo 
Martelli.  He  had  studied  long  and  diligently  under 
that  levned  lawyer,  Giovanni  Andreas,  who,  though 
bole  of  stoture.  waa  great  in  renown,  and  by  his  con- 
Inaporariea  was  called  the  Arch-doctor,  the  Rabbi 
of  Doctors,  the  Light  of  the  World.  Under  him  he 
had  studied,  sitting  on  the  same  bench  with  Petrarch ; 
and  abo  under  his  daughter.  Novella,  who  would 
oAcn  lecture  to  the  scbokn,  when  her  fethcr  waa 
engaged,  placing  herself  behind  a  small 
11 


XVIL 

A  CHARACTER. 

Oni  of  two  thingi  Montrioli  may  have. 
My  envy  or  compassion.   Both  he  cannot 
Yet  on  he  goes,  numbering  as  miseries. 
What  least  of  all  he  would  consent  to  lose. 
What  most  indeed  he  prides  himself  upon. 
And,  for  not  ha\-ing,  most  despises  me. 
*'At  mom  the  minister  exacts  an  hour; 
At  noon  the  king.  Then  comes  the  council-board; 
And  then  the  chose,  the  supper.  When,  ah !  when. 
The  leisure  and  the  liberty  I  sigh  for  T 
Not  when  at  home ;  at  home  a  miscreant-crew. 
That  now  no  longer  serve  me,  mine  the  aervicob 
And  then  that  old  hereditary  bore. 
The  steward,  his  stories  longer  than  his  rent-roll 
Who  entcn,  quill  in  ear,  and,  one  by  one, 
As  though  I  lived  to  WTite  and  wrote  to  live, 
Unrolls  his  leases  for  my  signature." 

He  clanks  his  fetters  to  disturb  my  peace. 
Yet  who  v(t>uld  wear  them,  and  become  the  slave 


1  Ce  poarroit  Atrf,  ■ajri  Bnyle,  la  matWre  d'nn  joli  i 
OQ  pourroit  f>xaminer  ri  cette  fille  avaneoit,  on  ai  ella 
le  profit  da  aaa  auditanra.  en  lear  cachant  aon  beau  viMfa.  Uv 
aaraftt  oaot  cbossa  k  dira  poor  st  cooUs  Ui-dsaos.  _. 
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Of  wealth  and  power,  rpnouncing  viillingly 
Hit  freedom,  and  the  houre  that  fly  to  fiiBt, 
A  burden  or  a  curse  when  miseroploy'd, 
But  to  the  wise  how  precious!— every  day 
A  little  life,  a  blank  to  be  inscribed 
With  gentle  deeds,  p>ich  as  in  after-time 
Coosole,  rejoice,  whene'er  we  turn  the  leaf 
To  read  thcra  t  All,  wherever  in  the  scale, 
Have,  be  they  high  or  low;  or  rich  or  poor, 
Inherit  they  a  sheep-hook  or  a  sceptre, 
Much  to  be  grateful  ibr ;  but  roost  has  he, 
Bom  in  that  middle  sphere,  that  temperate  sone, 
Where  Knowledge  lights  his  lamp,  there  most  secure. 
And  Wisdom  comes,  if  ever,  she  who  dwells 
Above  the  clouds,  above  the  Armament, 
That  Seraph  sitting  in  the  heaven  of  heavens. 

What  men  moat  covet,  wealth,  distinction,  power, 
Are  baubles  nothing  worth,  that  only  serve 
To  route  us  up,  as  children  in  the  schools 
Are  roused  up  to  exertion.  The  reward 
la  in  the  race  we  run,  not  in  the  prize ; 
And  they,  the  few,  that  have  it  ere  they  earn  it. 
Having  by  favor  or  inheritance, 
These  dangerous  gifts  placed  in  their  idle  hands, 
And  all  that  should  await  on  worth  well-tried, 
All  in  the  glorious  days  of  old  rcser>'ed 
For  manhood  most  mature  or  reverend  age, 
Know  not,  nor  ever  can,  the  generous  pride 
That  glows  in  him  who  on  himself  relies, 
Entering  the  lisu  of  life. 

xvin. 

SORRENTO. 

Hi  who  sets  sail  from  Naples,  when  the  wind 
Bows  fragrance  from  Posllipo,  may  soon. 
Crossing  from  side  to  side  that  beautiful  lake. 
Land  underneath  the  clifli  where  once  among 
The  children  gathering  shells  along  the  fthore, 
One  laugh'd  and  play'd,  unconscious  of  his  fate ;  * 
Hit  to  drink  deep  of  sorrow,  and,  through  life, 
To  be  the  sconi  of  them  that  knew  him  not. 
Trampling  alike  the  giver  and  his  gill. 
The  gift  a  pearl  precious,  inestimable, 
A  lay  divine,  a  lay  of  love  and  war, 
To  charm,  ennoble,  and,  from  age  to  age. 
Sweeten  the  labor,  when  the  oar  was  phed 
Or  on  the  Adrian  or  the  Tui»can  sea. 

There  would  I  linger — then  go  forth  again. 
And  hover  round  that  region  unexplored. 
Where  to  Salvator  (when,  as  some  relate. 
By  chance  or  choice  he  led  a  bandit's  life. 
Yet  oft  withdrew,  alone  and  unobserved. 
To  wander  through  th<Me  awful  fiolitudes) 
Nature  reveal'd  herself    Unveil'd  she  stood, 
la  all  her  wil-^ness.  all  her  majesty. 
As  in  that  cider  time,  ore  Man  was  made 

There  would  I  linger — then  go  forth  again ; 
And  he  who  steers  due  east,  doubling  the  cape, 
DiMovers,  in  a  crevice  of  the  rock, 
I'hm  fishing-town,  Amal/l  (165)  Haply  there 

1  Tkssa. 


A  heaving  bark,  an  anchor  on  the  atnuid. 
May  tell  him  what  it  is ;  but  what  it  waa. 
Cannot  be  told  so  so<m. 

The  time  has  been. 
When  on  the  quays  along  the  Syrian  coast, 
T  was  ask'd  and  eagerly,  at  break  of  dawn, 
**  What  ships  are  from  Amalfi  V*  when  her  ooini. 
Silver  and  gold,  circled  from  clime  to  clime ; 
From  Alexandria  southward  to  Sennaar, 
And  eastward,  through  Damascus  and  Cabal 
And  Somarcand,  to  thy  great  wall,  Cathay. 

Then  were  the  nations  by  her  wisdom  tway'd; 
And  every  crime  on  every  sea  was  judged 
According  to  her  judgments.   In  her  port 
Prows,  stmnge,  uncouth,  from  Nile  and  Niger  me^ 
People  of  various  feature,  various  speech ; 
And  in  their  countries  many  a  house  of  prayer* 
And  many  a  shelter,  where  no  shelter  waa. 
And  many  a  well,  Uke  Jacob's  in  the  wild. 
Rose  at  her  bidding.  Then  in  Palestine, 
By  the  way-side,  in  aober  grandeur  stood 
An  Hospital,  that,  night  and  day,  received 
The  pilgrims  of  the  west; (166^  and,  when  "tus 

ask'd, 
••  Who  are  the  noble  founders  V*  every  tongne 
At  once  replied,  **  The  merchants  of  Amalfi.** 
That  Hospital,  when  Godfrey  scaled  the  walK 
Sent  forth  its  holy  men  in  complete  steel ; 
And  hence,  the  cowl  relinquish 'd  for  the  hebiw 
That  chosen  band,  valiant,  invincible. 
So  long  renowTi'd  as  champions  of  the  Croa, 
In  Rhodes,  in  Malta. 

For  three  himdred  jeua. 
There,  unapproach'd  but  from  the  deep,  they  dwMl 
Assail'd  for  ever,  yet  from  age  to  age 
Acknowledging  no  master.   From  the  deep 
They  gather'd  in  their  harvests ;  bringing  home. 
In  the  same  ship,  relics  of  ancient  Greece,  (167) 
That  land  of  glory  where  their  fathers  lay. 
Grain  from  the  golden  vales  of  Sicily,  (1618) 
And  Indian  spices.   When  at  length  they  fell. 
Losing  their  liberty,  they  leO  mankind 
A  legacy,  compared  with  which  the  wealth 
Of  Eastern  kingv — what  is  it  in  the  scale  7^ 
The  mariner's  compass. 

They  are  now  fergot. 
And  with  them  all  they  did,  all  they  endured. 
Struggling  with  fortune.   When  Sicardi  stood. 
And,  with  a  fihout  like  thunder,  cried,  **Camt  tbrth. 
And  servo  me  in  Salerno !"  forth  they  came. 
Covering  the  w»a.  a  mournful  spectacle ; 
The  women  wailing,  ami  the  heavy  oar 
Falling  unheard.    Not  thus  did  they  return. 
The  tyrant  slain ;  (IGD)  though  then  the  grass  of  yeoa 
Grew  in  their  streets. 

There  now  to  him  who  atik 
Under  the  phore,  h  few  white  villages, 
Scatter'd  obove,  briow,  some  in  the  clouds. 
Some  on  the  margin  of  the  dark- blue  sea. 
And  glittering  through  their  lemon-groves,  annjonea 
The  region  of  Amalfi.   Then,  half-fallen, 
A  lonely  watch-tower  on  the  precipice. 
Their  ancient  land-mark,  comes.    Long  may  it  last; 
And  to  the  seaman  in  a  distant  nge. 
Though  now  ho  little  thinks  how  large  his  debt. 
Serve  for  their  monumeai!  (170) 


ITALY. 
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PiESTUlL 


Tbst  itaad  between  Che  mountaini  end  die  lee; 
Awfel  BM— rmele,  but  of  wbom  we  know  notSi 

The  eeeiiui.  peenns,  gaM  fiom  the  deek. 
Tke  biifikHifiTer»  in  hie  eheggy  eloeli, 
^linie  to  Che  work  of  negieend  mmreeon. 
Tiae  wei  ihey  Mood  akii^r  the  crowded  etrae^ 
Tmpleiof  Godi*  end  ou  their  enple  ttepe 
^^f^f^  merioni  hefaite,  yerioue  loqguce  beeet 
Tke  braaen  gates  for  pimyer  and  aacrifice! 
Tbm  wee  perhapa  the  third  wei  aooght  for  Jwtiee ; 
Aad  bare  the  accoaeritood,  and  there  the  aocoaed; 
Ind  here  the  jodgea  mim,  and  heard,  and  judged. 
AD  alcni  now !— M  in  the  agea  peat, 

foot  and  miogled,  durt  with  duL 


.  eenCnriea  did  the  eon  go  round 
F^BM  Mount  Albumoa  to  the  Tsrrrhene  sea. 
Whiles  bgr  aoaw  spell  render'd  invisible, 
<^.  if  apimach'd,  approached  by  him  akaie 
Who  saw  aa  though  he  saw  not,  they  remain'd 
iU  in  the  darfcncas  of  a  sepulchre, 
Waiting  ihe  appointed  time!  All,  all  within 
hodaiaBB  that  Nature  had  resumed  her  right. 
And  taken  to  heiaelf  what  man  renounced; 
lie  eomie^  triglyph,  or  worn  abacua, 
^riih  thick  ivy  hong  or  branching  fom ; 

m  o'enpreed  with  brightest  verdun! 

y  yanth  upward  have  I  longed  to  tiiad 
't  gnend^-Aod  am  I  hero  at  last  f 
:  at  will  through  the  long  porticoes^ 
■f^  •■  through  some  majestic  grove. 
Wow  the  blue  ocean,  and  now,  chaos-like, 
Mnmaim  and  oiuujitain  ^nlfc,  and.  half-way  up, 
Tomum  like  the  livinj?  rock  from  which  they  grew  ? 
A  cknidy  region,  black  and  desolate. 
Where  onoe  a  slave  withstood  a  world  in  arms.* 

The  air  is  swc^t  with  violets,  running  wild  (171) 
•Mid  broken  friezes  and  fiillen  cnpitnln; 
Swwt  as  when  Tully.  writing  down  his  thoughts. 
Those  thought!  so  prei-ioim  ami  so  lately  lost,  (172) 
(Turning  to  thee,  divine  PhiloKophy, 
Ever  at  hand  to  calm  hin  troubled  wul) 
Saird  slowly  by.  two  thoiumnd  years  ago, 
Far  Athens ;  when  a  »hip,  if  mrth-eosC  winds 
Bfew  from  the  i^ostan  gardens,  slack'd  her  course. 

(^  as  he  mtn-ed  along  the  level  shore. 
These  temples,  in  their  Rplcmlor  eminent 
Mid  arcs  and  obelisks,  and  domes  and  towers, 
Vrrierting  bark  the  railianr-e  of  the  west, 
WeO  might  He  dream  of  (;iory !— Now,  coil'd  up, 
Tke  serpent  sleeps  within  them ;  the  she-wolf 
farkles  her  young :  and.  as  alono  I  stand 
b  this,  the  nobler  pile,  the  elements 
Of  earfh  and  air  its  only  floor  and  covering. 
Bow  solemn  is  the  stillness !  Nothing  stirs 


Save  the  shrill-voiced  cicala  flitting  round 
On  the  rough  pediment  to  sit  and  sing ; 
Or  the  green  lizard  rustling  through  the  grassy 
And  op  the  fluted  shaft  with  short  quick  motion. 
To  vanish  in  the  chinks  that  Time  haa  «*^it. 

In  snch  an  hour  aa  this,  the  8un*s  biuad  dhk 
Seen  at  his  setting,  and  a  flood  of  light 
Filling  the  courts  of  these  old  sanctuaries, 
(Gigantic  shadows,  broken  and  confused, 
Acron  the  innumerable  column  flung) 
In  such  an  hour  he  came,  who  saw  and  told, 
I^  by  the  mighty  Genius  of  the  Place.* 

Walls  of  some  capital  dty  first  appear*d. 
Half  razed,  half  sunk,  or  scaaer'd  as  in  soonif 
— ^And  what  within  them  ?  what  but  in  the  midst 
These  Three  in  more  than  their  original  gnodaur 
And,  round  about,  no  stone  upon  another  ? 
As  if  the  spoiler  had  follen  back  in  foar. 
And,  turning,  left  them  to  the  •l*mi»nts. 


tetnplw  of  Pniiim  arv  three  inniimbrr;  and  have 
1^  BMff jr  niiM  crnf om^  the  Uital  dntnirtion  of  th«  city. 
~  i*  wlnit  moceminr  them ;  iMit  ihey  mtnt  bars  sxiit- 
tw«  aiMl  tlirr«  thwiiMnd  r^mn. 
Bm  Phiisfdi  is  Uw  life  of  Crsaos. 


Tis  sakl  a  stronger  in  the  days  of  old 
(Some  say  a  Dorian,  some  a  Sybarite ; 
But  distant  things  are  ever  lost  m  cknids), 
T  is  said  a  stronger  came,  and,  with  hia  plow. 
Traced  out  the  site ;  and  Fbsidonia  rose,  (ITSb 
Severely  great,  Neptune  the  tutelar  God  ; 
A  Homer's  language  murmuiiug  in  her  stroeta. 
And  in  her  haven  many  a  mast  from  Tyre. 
Then  came  another,  an  unbidden  guest 
He  knocked  and  enter*d  with  a  train  in  arm; 
And  all  was  changed,  her  very  name  and  hmgoagv 
The  Tyrian  merehant,  shipping  at  his  door 
Ivoiy  and  gold,  and  silk,  and  frankincense. 
Sail'd  as  before,  but  nailing,  cried  "For  Ptaitum.*^ 
And  now  a  Virpil,  now  an  Ovid  sung 
Pffistura's  twice-blowing  roses ;  while,  within. 
Parents  and  children  raoum'd — and,  every  year, 
('T  was  on  the  day  of  some  old  fetiiival) 
Mel  to  gi\e  woy  to  tears,  and  once  again, 
Talk'd  in  the  ancient  tongue  of  tilings  gone  by.' 
At  leiu?ih  an  Amh  (iinibd  the  hattlcments. 
Slaying  tho  sleepers  in  the  dead  of  night ; 
And  fiT>m  all  eyes  the  glorious  vision  fled ! 
Leaving  a  place  lonely  and  dangerous, 
Whore  whom  the  robber  spares,  a  deadlier  foe* 
Strikes  at  iinKcen — and  at  a  time  when  joy 
Opens  the  heart,  when  summer-Mkies  are  blue. 
And  the  clear  oir  in  soft  and  delicate ; 
For  then  the  demon  work** — (hen  nith  that  air 
The  thoughtltM  wretch  tirinks  in  a  subtle  poison 
Lulling  to  sleep ;  and,  w  hen  he  sleeps,  he  diea. 

But  what  are  These  still  standing  in  the  midst  t 
The  earth  has  rock'd  beneath ;  the  Thunder-stone 
Passed  through  and  throtigh,  and  left  its  traces  there, 
Yet  still  they  stand  as  b>'  sonio  Unknown  Charter! 
Oh,  they  are  Nature's  own !  and,  as  allitHl 
To  the  \a»t  Mountains  and  the  eternal  Sea, 
Tliey  want  no  written  history ;  theirs  a  voice 
For  ever  speaking  to  the  heart  of  Man ! 


1  Thef  are  nut  to  hava  be«n  diacoverod  bf  accidsot  sbso 
the  iiiMliilt)  of  the  laat  century. 

2  AOmwiu.  xir.  3  I'Se  MaPsria 
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XX. 

MONTE  CASSINO. 

''What  hangB  behind   that  curtain f  (174)-— 
**  Wouldtt  thoa  leam  ? 
If  thou  art  wise,  thou  wouldst  not.    'T  it  by  tome 
Believed  to  be  his  nrnster-uork,  who  look'd 
Beyond  the  grave,  and  on  the  chapol-wall, 
As  though  the  day  were  come,  were  come  and  past. 
Drew  the  Last  Judgment.' — But  the  Wisest  err. 
He  who  in  secret  wrought,  and  gave  it  hfe. 
For  life  is  surely  there  and  visible  change,  (175) 
life,  such  as  none  could  of  himself  impart, 
(They  who  behold  it,  go  not  as  they  came, 
But  meditate  (or  many  and  many  a  day) 
Sleeps  in  the  vault  beneath.   We  know  not  much ; 
But  what  we  know,  we  will  communicate. 
'T  is  in  an  ancient  record  of  the  House ; 
And  may  it  make  thee  tremble,  lest  thou  (all ! 

Once— -on  a  Chnstmas-eve— ere  yet  the  roof 
Rung  with  the  hymn  of  the  Nativity, 
There  came  a  stranger  to  the  convent-gate, 
And  ask'd  admittance ;  ever  and  anon, 
As  if  he  sought  what  most  he  fear*d  to  find. 
Looking  behind  him.   When  within  the  walls, 
These  walls  so  sacred  and  inviolable. 
Still  did  he  look  behind  him ;  oft  and  long. 
With  haggard  eye  and  curling,  quivering  lip. 
Catching  at  vacancy.   Between  the  fits, 
For  here,  'I  is  said,  he  linger'd  while  he  lived, 
Ue  would  discourse,  and  with  a  mastery, 
A  charm  by  none  resisted,  none  explain'd, 
Unfelt  before ;  but  when  his  cheek  grew  pale, 
All  was  forgotten.  Then,  howe'er  employed. 
He  would  break  ofif,  and  start  as  if  he  caught 
A  glimpse  of  something  that  would  not  be  gone ; 
And  turn  and  gaze,  and  shrink  into  himself^ 
As  though  the  Fiend  was  there,  and,  face  to  face, 
ScowPd  o'er  his  shoulder. 

Most  devout  he  was ; 
Most  unremitting  in  the  Services ; 
Then,  only  then,  untroubled,  unassailM ; 
And,  to  h^uile  a  melancholy  hour. 
Would  sometimes  exercise  that  noble  art 
He  learnt  in  Florence ;  with  a  master's  haxid. 
As  to  this  day  the  Sacristy  attests. 
Painting  the  wonders  of  the  Apocalypse. 

At  length  he  sunk  to  rest,  and  in  his  ceU 
Left,  when  he  went,  a  work  in  secret  dona 
The  portrait,  for  a  portrait  it  must  be. 
That  hangs  behind  the  curtain.   Whence  he  drew. 
None  here  can  doubt :  for  they  that  come  to  catch 
The  faintest  glimpse— to  catch  it  and  be  gone, 
Gaae  as  he  gazed,  then  shrink  into  themselves, 
Acting  the  self-same  port    But  why  'i  was  drawTi, 
Whether  in  penance,  to  atone  for  Guilt, 
Or  to  record  the  anguish  Guilt  inflicts. 
Or  haply  to  fiuniliarize  his  mind 
With  what  he  could  not  fly  from,  none  can  ny. 
For  none  could  leam  the  burden  of  his  souL'* 


]  BTm-ImsI  Angtto. 


XXI. 

THE  HARPER. 

It  was  a  Harper,  wandering  with  his  hirp^ 
His  only  treasiuv ;  a  majestic  man. 
By  time  and  grief  ennobled,  not  subdued ; 
Though  from  his  height  descending,  day  l^  dqr 
And,  as  his  upward  look  at  once  betray*d. 
Blind  as  old  Homer.   At  a  fount  he  sate. 
Well-known  to  many  a  weary  travaJler ; 
His  little  guide,  a  boy  not  seven  yean  old. 
But  grave,  considerate  beyond  his  years. 
Sitting  beside  him.  Each  had  ate  his  crust 
In  silence,  drinking  of  the  virgin-spring ; 
And  now  in  silence,  as  their  custom  was. 
The  sun's  decline  awaited. 

But  the  child 
Was  worn  with  travel.   Hea\y  sleep  weigh*d 
Ilis  eye-lids ;  and  the  grandsire,  when  we 
Embolden'd  by  his  love  and  by  his  fear. 
His  fear  lest  night  o'ertake  them  on  the  road* 
Humbly  besought  me  to  convey  them  both 
A  liule  onward.  Such  small  services 
Who  can  refuse  ? — Not  I ;  and  him  who  cai^ 
Blest  though  he  be  with  every  earthly  gift, 
I  cannot  envy.   He,  if  wealth  be  his. 
Knows  not  its  uses.    So  from  noon  till  night; 
Within  a  crazed  and  tatter'd  vehicle,  (17^ 
That  yet  display'd,  in  old  emblazonry, 
A  shield  as  splendid  as  the  Berdi  wear ;  (177) 
We  lumber'd  on  together ;  the  old  man 
Beguiling  many  a  league  of  half  its  length. 
When  question 'd  the  adventures  of  his  hSb, 
And  all  the  dangers  he  had  undergone; 
His  shipwrcfcks  on  inhospitable  coasts. 
And  his  long  warfare. 

They  were  bound,  he 
To  a  great  fair  at  Reggio;  and  the  boy. 
Believing  all  the  world  were  to  be  there. 
And  I  among  the  rest,  let  loose  his  tongue. 
And  promised  me  much  pleasure.    His  shoit 
Short  as  it  was,  had,  like  a  charmed  cup, 
Restored  his  spirit,  and,  as  on  we  crawi'd. 
Slow  as  the  snail  (my  muleteer  dismounting; 
And  now  his  mules  addressing,  now  his  pipe; 
And  now  Luigi)  he  pour'd  out  his  heart. 
Largely  repaying  me.   At  length  the  sun 
Departed,  setting  in  a  sea  of  gold ; 
And,  as  we  gazed,  he  bade  me  rest  assured 
That  like  the  setting  would  the  rising  be. 

Their  harp— it  had  a  voice  oracular. 
And  in  the  desert,  in  the  crowded  street. 
Spoke  when  consulted.  If  the  treble  chord 
Twanged  shrill  and  clear,  o'er  hill  and  dale 

went, 
The  grandsire,  step  by  step,  led  by  the  child  ; 
And  not  a  raindrop  from  a  passing  cloud 
Fell  on  their  garments.   Thus  it  spoke  to^lay ; 
Inspiring  joy,  and,  in  the  young  one's  mind. 
Brightening  a  path  already  full  of  annahine> 

xxn. 

THE  FELUCA. 

Day  gliromer*d ;  and  beyond  the  predpto^ 
(Which  my  male  foUow'd  m  in  love  with 
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C^  at  ii  aeom.  ftl  anra  and  aon  incUniDg 
1W  mmpL  ihm  dangw  where  it  menaced  moeQb 
A  ees  ef  ^apor  loUU    Mechoughl  we  went 
Ak^  dM  uinoM  edge  of  tfaii,  our  worid; 
Bat  aoon  the  emgai  lied,  and  we  deemed 
Nor  dimly,  ihoogh  Che  laik  wae  alent  yat, 
TI7  galC  Li  flpenla.    Ere  the  momin^ipm. 
Era  the  fimt  day^airaak.  we  alighted  there , 
Aid  not  a  hraath,  a  mnrmnr!  irery  aail 
8fepc  in  the  offing.  Yet  along  the  ahora 
Gicat  waa  the  aiir ;  ee  at  the  noontide  hoar. 
None  UMsplof'd.    Where  fion  iti  native  lodt 
A  aovamlei,  diear  and  full,  ran  to  the  eea, 
Tim  mnidenB  knelt  and  euif  ae  ihey  wen  wont, 
W^bii«  their  gannenM.    Whera  it  met  the  tkiop 
flparUingand  lotttan  aneiettt  pinnace  lay 
Eael-apwanI,  and  the  %Dt  bland,  the  tar 
Pamed  fiom  the  caldron ;  while,  beyond  the  firt 
Whither  I  wandered,  atop  by  elep  led  on, 
na  firiiafB  dragg'd  their  not,  the  fieh  within 
At  aivaiy  heave  flattering  and  foil  of  liie, 
At  eivaiy  heave  etrikiag  their  ailver  fine 


Soon  a  boatnan*e  diout 
leectiord ;  and  red  bomwn  on  the  beach. 
Waving.  raoaU'd  me.    We  embarfc'd  and  lea 
nat  noble  haven,  where,  when  Genoa  leign'd, 
A  hondrad  gallcyi  ihelier'd— in  the  day. 
When  lofty  epirito  met,  and,  deck  to  deck, 
1>oria.  FInni  (178)  fought;  that  narrow  flekl 
Ampte  eneugh  §ar  gtoiy*    On  we  went, 
"■*^  with  many  an  oar  the  ciyataUine  aea»  (179) 
Qa  from  the  riang  to  the  setting  sun, 
h  ■lence     nnrlemeath  a  mountain-ridge, 
nnlamable,  reflecting  round 
Kuldc»t  purple;  nothing  to  be  seen 
Of  lil'e  or  culture,  save  \%hpre,  at  the  foot, 
Suroe  villai^e  and  its  church,  a  scanty  line, 
Athnart  the  A%-ave  gleom'd  &jntly.     Fear  of  ill 
Narrow'd  our  course,  fear  of  the  hurricane. 
And  that  yet  greater  scourge,  the  cmAy  Moor, 
Win*,  Vke  a  tiger  prowling  ibr  his  prey, 
Sprins!*  ami  is  gone,  and  on  the  adverse  coast 
tWherr  Tripoli  and  Tunis  and  Algiers 
Foi^e  ietiers.  and  white  turbans  on  the  mole 
Gather,  uheiie'er  the  Crescent  conies  display *d 
0\  er  the  Chmh)  his  hiinnan  mercliandisc 
To  many  a  ruhoos,  many  a  cruel  eye 
Ei poses.     Ah.  how  of\  where  now  the  sun 
Slept  no  the  shore,  have  ruthless  cimeters 
Flashed  through  the  lattice,  and  a  swarthy  crew 
Drug'd  iiHth,  ere-bng  to  number  them  for  sale, 
£ff«4ang  to  |iart  them  in  their  agony, 
Fsrrnt  and  child  f  How  oft  where  now  we  rode  (180) 
Over  the  billow,  has  a  wretrhed  son. 
Or  yet  RK  ire  wretched  sire,  grown  grey  in  chains, 
labiir'd.  liis  haixU  u|«>n  thr  oar,  his  eyes 
Upon  ihi-  land — the  land,  that  gnvc  him  birth ; 
And.  as  he  gazed,  his  homostall  through  his  tears 
Fondly  imoiciiied  ;  when  a  ChriNtian  stiip 
Of  vnr  appearing  in  her  braver)*, 
A  vwce  in  oncer  cried,  "Use  all  your  strength T 

But  w  hen,  ah  u  hen.  do  they  that  can.  forbear 
To  cru^h  ihe  unresisting '   Strange,  that  men. 
Creatures  so  firaiU  so  suon,  alas '  to  die, 

U 


Should  have  the  power,  the  will  to  make  thia  worid 

A  dimal  prison-house,  and  Ule  itseli; 

Life  in  ill.  prime,  a  bmden  and  a  curse 

To  him  who  never  wrong'd  them!  Who  diathraathaa 

Woald  not,  when  first  he  heard  it,  turn  away 

As  from  a  tale  monstrous,  incredible? 

Surely  a  sense  of  our  mortality, 

A  conadoosneM  how  aoon  we  shall  be  goQe^ 

Or,  if  we  lingei^—but  a  few  short  yeai»— 

How  sure  to  look  upon  our  hrotherls  graven 

ShoaM  of  itself  incline  10  pity  and  lore, 

And  prompt  tia  rather  to  aasist,  reUere, 

Than  aggravate  the  evils  each  ia  heir  lou 


At  length  the  day  departed,  and  the 
Roaa  like  another  sun,  Uimnining 
Waters  and  woods  and  doud-capt  promontories 
Glades  for  a  hermit's  cell,  a  lady's  bower. 
Scenes  of  Elysium,  such  ea  Night  alone 
Reveals  below,  nor  often—scenes  that  fled 
As  at  the  waving  of  a  wiard'a  wand. 
And  left  behind  them,  as  their  parting  gi^ 
A  thoiMand  namelees  odonk    AU  waa  atill ; 
And  now  the  nightingale  her  aong  pour'd  ferth 
In  such  a  torrent  of  beartpfelt  delight. 
So  fest  it  flow'd,  her  tongue  so  voluble^ 
As  if  she  thought  her  hearers  wxnild  be  gone 
Ere  half  was  told.   Tmaa  where  in  the  nofth-v^Mi^ 
Still  unassail'd  and  tinassailaUe, 
Thy  pharos,  Genoa,  first  display*d  itadC 
ftiming  in  stillness  on  its  craggy  seat ; 
That  guiding  star,  so  oft  the  only  one. 
When  those  now  glowing  in  the  azure  vault, 
Are  dark  and  silent    Twas  where  o'er  the  aaa« 
For  we  were  now  within  a  cable's  length, 
Delicious  gardens  hung ;  green  galleries, 
And  marble  terraces  in  many  a  flight. 
And  fairy-arches  tlurig  from  cliff  to  clif^ 
Wildcring,  enchanting ;  and,  abo\'e  them  all, 
A  Palace,  such  as  somewhere  ill  the  East, 
In  Zenastan  or  Araby  the  blovt. 
Among  its  golden  groves  and  fruits  of  gold, 
And  fountains  scattering  rainbows  in  the  sun. 
Ruse,  when  Aladdin  rubb'd  the  wondrous  lamp; 
Such,  if  not  fairer ;  and,  when  we  shot  by, 
A  scene  of  revelry,  in  long  array 
The  windows  blazing.     But  we  now  approach'd 
A  City  far-renown'd ; '  and  wonder  ceased. 

XXIII. 
GENOA. 

TiiiR  house  uns  Andrea  Doria's.  Here  he  lived  ;(181) 
And  here  at  eve  relaxing,  when  ashore, 
Held  many  a  pleasant,  many  a  grave  discourse  (ISSI) 
With  them  that  iN)ught  him,  walking  to  and  fro 
Ah  on  his  de<>k.    *T  is  less  in  length  and  breadth 
Than  many  a  cabin  in  a  ship  of  war ; 
Rut  't  it<  of  marble,  and  at  once  innpires 
The  reverence  dcu  to  ancient  dignity. 

He  left  it  for  a  Itetter;  and  't  is  now 
A  house  of  trade.  (1^3)  the  inennent  merchandise 
Cumlx^nng  its  flfwrs.     Yet,  fallen  as  it  is. 
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Tib  still  the  noblest  dwelling — even  in  Genoa! 
And  hadtt  thou,  Andrea,  lived  there  to  the  last. 
Thou  hadflt  done  well ;  for  there  is  that  without. 
That  in  the  wall,  which  roonarchs  could  not  give, 
Nor  thou  take  with  thee,  that  which  says  aloud. 
It  was  thy  Country's  gift  to  her  Deliverer. 

T  is  in  the  heart  of  Genoa  (he  who  comes, 
Must  come  on  foot)  and  in  a  place  of  stir ; 
Men  on  their  daily  business,  early  and  late. 
Thronging  thy  very  threshold.    But  when  there. 
Thou  wert  among  thy  fellow-citizens. 
Thy  children,  for  they  hail'd  thee  as  their  sire ; 
And  (HI  a  spot  thou  must  have  loved,  for  there, 
Calling  them  round,  thou  gavest  them  more  than  life. 
Giving  what,  lost,  makes  life  not  worth  the  keeping. 
There  thou  didst  do  indeed  an  act  divine ; 
Nor  eouldst  thou  leave  thy  door  or  enter  in. 
Without  a  blessing  on  thee. 

Thou  art  now 
Agiiin  among  them.    Thy  Ivave  mariners, 
They  who  had  fought  so  often  by  thy  side. 
Staining  the  mountain-billows,  hore  thee  back ; 
And  thou  art  sleeping  in  thy  funeral-chamber. 

Thine  was  a  gloiioua  course;  but  eouldst  thou 
there, 
Clad  m  thy  cere-cloth — in  that  silent  vault, 
^Vhere  thou  art  gather'd  to  thy  ancestors — 
Open  thy  secret  heart  and  tell  us  all. 
Then  should  we  hear  thee  with  a  sigh  confess, 
A  sigh  how  heavy,  that  thy  happiest  hours 
Were  fiass'd  before  these  sacred  walls  were  left, 
Baforu  the  ocean-wave  thy  wealth  reflected,  (164) 
And  pomp  and  power  drew  envy,  stirring  up 
The  ambitious  man,'  that  in  a  perilous  hour 
Fell  from  the  pknk.  (185) 

A  FAREWELL.* 

And  now  farewell  to  Italy — perhaps 
For  ever!   Yet,  methinks,  I  could  not  go, 
I  could  not  leave  it,  were  it  mine  to  say, 
••  Farewell  for  ever !" 

Many  a  courtesy, 
Hiat  sought  no  recompense,  and  met  viiih  none 
But  in  the  swell  of  heart  with  which  it  came. 
Have  1  experienced ;  not  a  cabin-door, 
Go  where  I  would,  but  open'd  with  a  smile ; 
From  the  first  hour,  when,  in  my  long  descent, 
Strange  perfumes  rose,  as  if  to  welcome  me, 
From  flowers  tliat  minister'd  like  unseen  spirits ; 
From  the  first  hour,  when  vintage-songs  broke  forth, 
A  grateful  earnest,  and  the  Southern  lakes, 
Daizlingly  bright,  unfolded  at  my  feet ; 
They  that  receive  the  cataracts,  and  ere-long 
Dismiss  them,  but  how  changed— onward  to  roll 
From  age  to  age  in  silent  majesty. 
Blessing  the  nations,  and  reflecting  round 
Tht  gladness  they  inspire. 

Gentle  or  rude. 
No  scene  of  life  but  has  ountributed 
Much  to  remember — from  the  Pulesine, 
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Where,  when  the  south-wind  Uowa,  and  douda  €■ 

clouds 
Gather  and  fall,  the  peasant  freights  his  balk 
Mindful  to  migrate  when  the  king  of  floods  * 
Visits  his  humble  dwelling,  and  the  keel. 
Slowly  uplifled  over  field  and  fence. 
Floats  on  a  world  of  waters— from  that  low. 
That  level  region,  where  no  Echo  dwells. 
Or,  if  she  comes,  comes  in  her  saddest  plight. 
Hoarse,  inarticulate— on  to  where  the  path 
Is  lost  in  rank  luxurian(«,  and  to  breathe 
Is  to  inhale  distemper,  if  not  death ; 
Where  the  wild-boar  retreats,  when  hunters  dbafe 
And,  when  the  day-star  flames,  the  buflUoJierd, 
Afliicted,  fdunge  into  the  stagnant  pool. 
Nothing  discem'd  amid  the  water-Jeavea, 
Save  here  and  there  the  likeness  of  a  head. 
Savage,  uncouth ;  where  none  in  human  shape 
Come,  save  the  herdsman,  levelling  his  length 
Of  lance  with  many  a  cry,  or,  T^utar-like, 
Urging  his  steed  along  the  distant  hill 
As  from  a  danger.     There,  but  not  to  rest, 
I  traveird  many  a  dreary  league,  nor  tum*d 
(Ah  then  least  walling,  as  who  had  not  beenf) 
When  in  the  South,  against  the  azure  slqr. 
Three  temples  rose  in  soberest  miuesty. 
The  wondrous  work  of  some  heroic  race.* 

But  now  a  long  farewell !  OfV,  while  I  liTe^ 
If  once  again  in  England,  once  again 
In  my  own  chimney-nook,  as  Night  steals  on. 
With  half-shut  eyes  reclining,  ofl,  methinks. 
While  the  wind  blusters  and  the  pelting  rain 
Clatters  without,  shall  I  recall  to  mind 
The  scenes,  occurrences,  I  met  with  here. 
And  wander  in  fUysium ;  many  a  note 
Of  wildest  melody,  magician-like. 
Awakening,  such  as  the  Calabrian  horn. 
Along  the  mountain-side,  when  all  is  still. 
Pours  forth  at  folding-time ;  and  many  a  chant. 
Solemn,  sublime,  such  as  at  midnight  flows 
From  the  full  choir,  when  richest  harmonies 
Break  the  deep  silence  of  thy  glens.  La  Cava ; 
To  him  who  lingers  there  with  listening  ear. 
Now  lost  and  now  descending  as  from  Heaven ! 
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Note  1,  page  40,  col.  2. 
Af  on  tlMt  Sabbftth-«v«  when  b*  srrirtd. 
**  J'arrive  '^ssouffl^,  tout  en  nage ;  le  corar  me  bat 
je  vois  de  lorn  les  soldats  k  leur  poste  ;  j'acoooia,  ja 
crie  d'une  voix  ^louffee.  II  ^toit  trop  tard.**  See  Lu 
Confessions^  L.  I.  The  street,  in  which  he  was  bom, 
is  called  Rue  Rousseau. 

Note  %  pege  40,  col.  2. 

H«  mte  him  down  and  we|>t— wept  till  the  momiaff. 

**  Lines  of  eleven  syllables  occur  almost  in  every  page 

of  Milton;  but  though  they  are  not  impleasing,  thef 

ought  not  to  be  admitted  into  heroic  poetry;  since  the 
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nf  wif  linginy  illnTr  m  iw  nihnr  ilii 
of  cpie  and  tragie  nwMiirat.''-^OHmoii. 
Il  ia  iconrkabU  that  be  and  them  most  at  lait. 
ia  the  ftndiae  Refainad  thef  occur  oAener  than  in 
iha  ftndiaa  lanu  in  the  piopottioii  of  ten  to  one ; 
Md  lac  it  be  neMoiberad  that  thqr  aupply  tia  with 
another  ckMe,  another  cadence;  that  th^  add,  as  it 
vara,  a  atring  to  the  inatnunent;  and»  bj  enabling  the 
Bwt  to  relas  at  pUamre,  to  riM  and  ftll  with  hii 
eoonibiiia  what  ia  noM  warned,  oompaM, 


to  have  deligfatBd  in  diem,  and 
■oliloquiea  baa  need  them  four  aixl  five 
in  anoccanoo;  an  eiample  I  have  not  followed 
iamiiML  Aa  in  the  following  imtanoe,  where  the  aob- 
jact  ia  aolemn  beyond  all  odieia: 

Tb  te.  OT  aot  to  b«.  thai  b  iIm  qaoiioa. 
WlMthOT  *lb  ooUw  In  Iha  niad  to  luflbr 
Tht  Ail*  ud  anvm  af  oatragMof  rortaaa. 
Or  to  toks  arm  afaiail  a  Ma  af  upabla*, 

Aas*  wf  opposnat  *ad  umbl 

Hicj  oome  neareat  to  the  flow  of  an  nnatodied 
eloqaence.  and  ■hoold  therefofe  be  OMd  in  the  drama ; 
bat  why  eicloaively  T  Horace,  aa  we  learn  from  hiro- 
aalC  admitted  the  M»a  PedeMiia'  in  hia  happieat 
bama.  in  theae  when  he  wai  moit  at  hia  ease ;  and 
we  cannot  regret  her  viata  To  her  we  are  indebted 
fir  more  than  half  he  baa  left  aa ;  nor  was  ihe  ever 
at  laa  elbow  in  giaater  disbafaille,  than  when  he 
waoto  the  ealebmtod  Journey  to  Brunduaiam. 

Note  3,  page  41,  ooL  1. 

GkaUmofoU. 

Uto  Abbot  of  Clainranx.  **To  admire  or  deepiie 
8l  Bernard  aa  he  ought,**  nya  Gibbon,  **  the  reader, 
likff  myaelC  •hooM  have  before  the  windowa  of  hia 
library  that  incomparable  landacape.** 

Note  4,  page  41,  col.  1. 

That  winds  betide  the  mirror  of  all  beaoty. 

TWre  ia  no  deacribing  in  w^t>rda ;  biit  the  follow- 

inc  lines  were  written  on  the  spot,  and  may  serve 

prrbapa  to  recall  to  some  of  ray  readers  what  they 

have  seen  in  this  enchanting  country. 

I  lu««  to  watrh  in  ailfoee  till  the  Son 

e^» :  and  Moot  Blanc,  array'd  io  crinuoa  sod  goM, 

Fine*  hia  broad  ahadow  half  acrooi  the  Lako; 

Thai  ahadow.  thouf  h  it  coniM  throoch  pathleaa  tracts 

Of  ether,  and  o'er  Alp  and  detert  dntar. 

Only  Imb  brtf  ht.  hva  gloriooa  than  himseir. 

Hot.  while  we  nie,  't  ia  cone !    And  now  be  shioes 

Like  huniih'd  tilver:  all.  below,  the  Nifbt's.— 

finrh  momenta  are  most  prMiooa.    Yet  there  aia 
i  libera,  that  follow  them,  to  roe  still  more  so ; 
Whi^  once  nrain  be  chanf  oa,  once  airaia 
(''x'thioc  him«f>irin  fnndeur  all  h'ls  own  : 
Whra.  likA  a  Choat,  Bhadowbtaa.  coloriras. 
H«  mrbs  away  into  the  Heaven  of  Heavens ; 
liinwelf  akKM»  rereal'd.  all  lasaer  thioga 
Aa  tboogb  they  were  not! 

Note  5,  page  41,  coL  3. 
Two  daga  of  grave  demeanor  welcomed  mo. 

Bern,  ao  remarkable  for  his  faint<^)ty.  was  dead. 
His  skin  is  stufled,  and  is  preser^-ed  in  the  Musetmi 
of  Berne. 

Note  6,  page  42,  col.  1. 
But  the  Bi»t  blew  cold. 
Tbe  north-^fist  wind.    This  description  was  writ> 
ton  in  June.  1816 


Mote  7.  page  43,  ooL  1. 
Bl  Braao*8  saes 

The  Grande  Chartreuse.  It  waa  indebted  fir  ili 
foundation  to  a  miracle ;  aa  eveiy  gueat  maj  learn 
there  ilrom  a  liule  book  that  liea  on  the  table  In  Ui 
cell,  the  cell  allotted  to  him  by  the  fithen. 

**  In  this  year  the  canon  died,  and.  aa  all  beUerarf. 
in  the  odor  of  aaneti^:  for  who  in  hia  life  bad  been 
so  holy,  in  hia  death  so  happy?  But  fike  are  tha 
jndgmenti  of  men;  aa  the  event  showeth.  For  wfaeo 
the  hour  of  his  funeral  had  arrived,  when  the  momn 
ers  had  altered  the  church,  the  bearen  aet  down  dia 
bier,  and  every  vtAce  was  liAed  up  in  the  Miserere, 
suddenly,  and  as  none  knew  how,  the  lights  were  ex- 
tinguished, the  anthem  stopt !  A  darknees  succeeded, 
a  ailenoe  as  of  the  grave ;  and  theae  worda  came  hi 
sorrowful  accents  fiom  the  lips  of  the  dead.  "  I  am 
summoned  before  a  Jtist  God!— A  Just  God  jndfUh 
me! ^I  am  condemned  by  a  Jtist  God!" 

In  the  church,  aaya  the  legend,  **  then  aknd  ft 
young  man  vrith  hia  handa  claaped  in  prayer,  who 
from  that  time  resolved  to  vrithdraw  into  the  daaai^ 
It  waa  he  whom  we  now  invoke  aa  St  Bruna*' 

Note  B,  page  49,  coL  1. 


Hhat  kooN  so  ikb  of  dd. 


8o  ooortsooa. 
Ttie  words  of  Ariosta 

Rnes'^s  ooftsM  a  cntaaatis  ^  vssla* 
Miltoo  was  there  at  the  fijl  of  the  lea£ 

Note  9,  page  43,  ooL  2> 

Brsad  to  ths  hsogfy. 

They  diatributo,  in  the  course  of  the  year,  flaB 

thirty  to  thirty-five  thousand  rations  of  food ;  reoeiviqg 

travellers  of  every  description^— Lx  Pku  Bmu^ 

Prieur. 

Note  10,  page  43,  col.  2. 
Deasaiz,  who  tam'd  the  ac«le. 
"  Of  all  the  generals  I  ever  had  under  me,  Deasaix 
possessed  the  greatest  talents.  He  loved  glcny  for  itael£" 

Note  11,  page  43,  coL  1. 
And  ffather*d  from  above,  below,  aroand. 
The  Author  of  Lalla  Rookh,  a  Poet  of  such  singu- 
lar felicity  as  to  give  a  lustre  to  all  he  touchea,  baa 
written  a  song  on  this  subject,  called  the  Crystal - 
hunters. 

Note  13,  page  43,  col.  1. 

nor  long  before. 

M.  Ebel  mentions  an  escape  almost  aa  miraculoiMb 
L'an  1790,  le  norom^  Christian  Boren,  propria 
taire  dc  Tauberge  du  Grindclwald,  eut  le  malhcurde 
se  Jeter  dans  une  frnte  du  glacier,  en  le  treversant 
avcc  un  troupeau  de  moutonfi  qu*il  ramenoit  des  pAtu- 
rages  de  Baniseck.  Ilcureusement  qu'il  tomba  dana 
le  voisinage  du  grand  torrent  qui  coiile  dans  I'int^ri- 
eur,  il  en  suivit  Ic  lit  par-dessous  Ics  vuutes  de  glace 
ot  arriva  au  pied  du  glacier  avec  un  bras  casa^  Cat 
homme  est  actucllcmcnt  encon*  en  vie." 

Manuel  du  Voyagenr.  ^  H.  Grinddwaia 

Note  13,  page  43,  col.  2. 

■  a  wondrous  monament 
Almost  every  mountain  of  any  rank  or  condition 
has  such  a  bridge.  The  most  celebrated  in  this  i 
try  ia  on  the  SwImi  side  of  St  Gothard. 

87 


ROGERS'S  POETICAL  WORKR 


Note  14,  page  44,  ool.  2. 

IKm  bot  for  thoM,  who,  lik«  Jein  Jftcqaet,  dtlif  ht. 
''J  eiine  beauoonp  ce  toumoiement,  pourru  que  je 
U  en  sfiret^.** — Les  Con/esnonst  1.  iv. 

Note  15,  page  44,  coL  2. 

jiMt  where  the  Abbot  fell. 

"  Oik  il  7  a  Miviron  dix  ana,  que  Tabb^  de  St  Bfon- 
lioe.  M.  Cocatrix,  a  ^t^  pr^ipit^  avec  sa  voiture,  aes 
ehevaux,  m  cuiaiiu^re,  et  mm  cocher." — DeacripL  du 
Vtiaia,  p.  130. 

Note  16,  page  45,  ool.  1. 
Feinted  by  CiLfflieri. 
Commonly  called  Paul  Veroneee. 

Note  17»  page  45,  ool.  1. 
quslBpc  gramoleta. 
A  iherbet  half-fiozen. 

Note  18,  page  45,  col.  2. 
Like  him  who,  in  the  dejn  of  Minstrelif. 
Psiiwch,  Epiat.  Rer.  Sen.  L  ▼,  ep.  3. 

Note  19,  page  45,  col.  2. 
Before  the  vreat  Meitino. 

Blastino  de  la  Scala,  the  Lord  of  Verona.  Coituaio, 
the  ambaflBador  and  historian,  saw  him  ao  auiTound- 
ed. — h.  6. 

This  hooae  had  been  always  open  to  the  unfortu- 
nate. In  the  days  of  Can  Grande,  all  were  weloome; 
Poets,  Philoeophen,  Artists,  Warriors.  Each  had  his 
apartment,  each  a  separate  table ;  and  at  the  hour  of 
dinner,  musicians  and  jesters  went  from  room  to 
room.  Dante,  as  we  learn  from  himself,  found  an 
■ayltmi  there. 

Lo  prieio  tuo  riruffio,  e*1  priroo  ontello 
Bnrk  la  corttMie  d**!  crnn  Ijombardn, 
Che'n  sa  la  ecela  porta  U  lanto  uccelle. 

Their  tombs  in  the  public  street  carry  us  back  into 
die  limes  of  barbarous  virtue ;  nor  less  so  do  those  of 
the  Carrara  Princes  at  Padua,  though  lf>ss  singular 
and  striking  in  themselves.  Francis  Carrara,  the 
Elder,  used  oflen  to  visit  Petrarch  in  his  small  house 
At  Aiqua,  and  followed  him  on  foot  to  his  grave. 

Note  20.  page  46.  col.  1. 

Aad  ihall  I  sup  where  Juliet  at  the  Maaqoe. 

The  old  Palace  of  the  Cappelletti,  with  its  uncouth 

balcony  and  irregular  windows,  is  still  standing  in  a 

lane  near  the  market-place ;  and  what  Englishman 

van  behold  it  with  indifference  ? 

When  we  enter  Verona,  we  forget  otirselvea.  and 
•re  almoat  inclined  to  say  with  Dante, 

Vieni  a  veder  Monteccbi.  e  Cappelletti. 

Note  21,  pope  46,  col.  1. 

Such  qQfwtioni  hourly  do  I  aak  mjraeir. 

It  has  been  observed  that  in  Italy  the  memory  sees 

more  thnn  the  eye.  Scarcely  a  atone  is  turned  up  that 

lias  not  aome  historical  amoeintion,  ancient  or  modem ; 

that  may  not  be  said  to  have  gold  under  it. 

Note  22,  page  46.  col.  1. 

Twire  hint  ihoii  livinl  alrpady ; 
Twice  ahone  amona  the  nHtinni  of  the  worM. 

ATI  our  travellers,  from  A<idisnn  downuurd,  have 
dPtfrently  explored  the  monuments  of  her  former  ex- 
latertce ;  while  those  of  her  latter  have,  comparatively 


speaking,  eacaped  obaenration.  If  Icannotaupfilf  dM 
deficiency,  I  will  not  follow  thmr  example ;  Mid  Im^ 
py  should  I  be,  if  by  an  intermixture  of  verae  tod 
proee,  of  prose  illustrating  the  Terse,  and  TMise  «» 
bellishing  the  prose,  I  could  furnish  my 
on  their  travels  with  a  pocketrcompanion. 

Note  23,  page  46,  col.  2. 
In  thb  neglected  mirror. 
Aa  this  is  the  only  instance,  with  which  I  an  •» 
quainted,  of  a  Ghost  in  Italy  since  Brutus  sat  in  his 
tent,  1  give  it  as  1  received  it ;  though  in  the  cataa* 
trophe  I  have  been  anticipated  by  a  distingnklMi 
writer  of  the  present  day. 

It  was  first  mentioned  to  me  by  a  friend,  m  W9 
were  crossing  the  Apeimines  together. 

Note  24,  page  47,  ool.  1. 
She  was  wall'd  up  within  the  Ceat]e-wa& 
Murato  was  a  technical  word  for  this  puniahnMnt 
in  Italy. 

Note  25,  page  47,  col.  1. 

Iisuinf  forth. 

An  old  himtsman  of  the  family  met  her  in  die 
of  the  morning,  and  never  went  out  again. 
She  is  still  known  by  the  name  of  Madonna 


Note  26,  page  47.  ooL  1. 
Still  Riowinff  with  the  richest  hues  of  art. 
Several  were  pointed  by  Giorgione  and  Titian ;  m, 
for  instance,  those  of  the  Fondaco  de  Tedeschi  and 
the  Ca'  Grimani — See  Vasari. 

Note  27,  page  47,  col.  1. 

the  tower  of  Ecaelin— 

Now  an  Observatory.  On  the  wall  there  ia  a  long 
inscription:  "  Piis  carccrem  odspergite  lacrymia,** elfr 
Ezzelino  is  seen  by  Dante  in  the  river  of  bloods— 
In/emo,  xii. 

Note  28,  poge  47,  col.  2. 
A  racrant  crew,  and  carcleta  of  to-morrow. 
*•  Douzo  personnel,  taut  acteurs  qu'actricea,  un 
soufileur,  un  machinlRlc,  un  garde  du  magasin,  dea 
enfans  de  tout  &ge.  dcs  ehiens.  dcs  chats,  des  singes, 
des  perruquets ;  cVtoit  Tarche  de  Noo. — Ma  pi^di- 
leotion  pour  les  soubrcttes  m'arreta  sur  Madama 
Baccherini.'* — G  o  uw  .n  i  . 


Note  2D,  page  47,  col.  2. 

The  hirsing  mule* 

The  passage-boats  are  drawn  up  and  down  the 
Brenia. 

Note  30.  page  47,  col.  2. 

That  child  of  fun  and  frolic.  Arlecchino. 

A  pleaaant  instance  of  his  wit  and  afrility  was  ex* 
hihited  «on»e  yenni  ay?o  on  the  singe  at  Venice. 

••  The  stutterer  was  in  nn  aeony  ;  the  word  was  in- 
exomhle.  It  was  to  no  purpoee  that  Harlequin  sug- 
c<*»«te<i  another  and  another.  At  length,  in  a  fit  of 
d««jmir.  he  pitched  hij*  heiiil  full  in  the  d>'ing  man's 
stomach,  and  the  won!  lN)lted  out  of  his  nMNith  lo 
the  m(Mi  distant  part  of  the  house  " — See  Mooax'a 
View  of  Socirttf  in  Italy. 

Note  31,  pa«e  47,  ool.  2. 
A  vaai  Mftropoiia. 
**1  love," says  a  bte  traveller  ''to  oontempUt%  m 
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f  iosi  alsa^  Alt  iiiiihitiidc  of  pateeoi  ml  dionshei, 
wMch  an  congmgBtad  and  pntKd  w  on  •  vwt  mft." 
— ^  And  wiM^**  Myi  ■nochor,  *•  can  forfst  hk  walk 
ihnagh  tlia  Meiceria,  wbera  iha  nightingalet  give 
f«a  Ihair  awlody  from  ihop  to  ahopiao  ilnt,  ■hattinf 
lawr  cyeo,  you  would  think  younelf  in  ■ome  fticflF 
fbde,  when  iodeod  you  aie  all  the  while  in  tho  middlo 
•f  Ike  leaf  Who  can  foiget  hii  protpect  irom  the 
great  tower,  which  once,  when  gilt,  and  when  the 
■■I  elniek  upon  it,  was  to  he  deacried  by  ahipa  afitf 
iff;  or  ha  viait  lo  St  Bffarfc't  church,  where  you  aee 
Hdiing,  Head  oo  nothing,  but  what  ia  preciooa ;  the 
inr  all  agate,  jaaper;  the  roof  nioaaic;  the  aiile  hung 
widi  Iha  bannera  of  the  aubjeei  cittea ;  the  flont  and 
'm  five  domea  aflecting  you  aa  the  work  of  aome 
people?  Tel  all  thia  will  pretently  paai 
the  waieia  will  doae  OTer  it ;  and  they,  that 
\  low  about  in  vain  to  determine  exactly  where 
kataod.** 

Note  32,  page  47,  coL  3. 

BnfMtlMCaiaeaMa. 

A  GaimYan. 

Note  33,  page  48.  col.  2. 
PItjriaf  At  Mora. 
A  aaikmal  game  of  great  antiquity,  and  moat  prob- 
aUy  the  *  micare  digitia**  of  the  Humana. 

Note  34.  page  48,  col.  3. 
twdw  Proewaion. 
Hw  procniaionhip  of  St.  Mark  waa  the  aeoond 
dignity  in  the  Republic. 

Note  35,  page  49,  coL  1. 

7W  iMMi  i*  gooe,  Um  porphyry  roawim. 
They  were  placetl  in  the  llrior  na  moinorials.  The 
brum  \%as  eiij^rawii  %%ith  the  >%onlM  uddn'MMti  by  the 
l\*ij«  lo  the  LiiipenT,  "  Su{icr  anpiilt  iii,"  etc. 

Nolo  3G.  }«igo  'ID.  t-ul.  1. 

CM'  tiu)  pruud  Piinliir— 
Alpiandrr  III.  Ho  ll»nl  in  di>mnM'  to  Wiiirc,  and 
»  did  lo  h:ive  (iQ«>cd  the  lint  iimht  on  tlu'  htep  ol 
hail  Snivauire.  The  iMiiranco  is  inMu  the  .Men  itIu. 
arar  the  lin't  of  the  liialtu;  and  it  ix  thuH  rt'CtmhHj. 
i.Tnli-r  hih  f*«('iitt  hcon.  in  a  ^^udl  tuliU't  ai  the  dixtr : 
Alviaiidro  ill.  Punt.  Mux.  |>cni(x-tunti. 

TiiiKe  37.  pn«»c  41>,  nt\.  1. 
rwoundiiif  with  tlieir  kH. 


S<^  Petnir(-h'««  dcM-n(Mion  ot'thein,  ojui  of  the  tour- 
oaoicnL — lii-r.  Sttul.  1.  4,  v\i.  2. 

Note  38,  pRg«»  41),  col.  1. 


"  Rt-reniJ  \i»:i»na  oiitlt.inii>x."  kivm  P«-lnirfh.  al- 
Icd.i.;;.  no  dutihi.  lo  iIm^  liiionihlr  ii<Miif*  of  thr  war 
ill  t  lauic*.  ThiB  li>>li\ul  hcgan  on  the  4lh  of  August. 
13CL 

N..lr  .T».  iKijio  4:»,  rol.  1. 

Anif  ki.  i^i^  mailuiiM  nf  th«*  ('  iriiivnl. 

.Amoiij;  ihosf  ihr  iihHt  liilIo>%(H|.  ilirrf  v\iL«n!\va\ii 

i  tm«i(  iTi  a  ni:iiriti!i<  ••lit  haliit.  rclntiii^  iimrvellouH 

aihffittjn^  and  milin;;  hiiiiM^ll'  .M«i*mt  .Maito  Mil- 

Vm*.    MiMumi  won  tho  nanif  irivrn  \iy  hia  ft'llow- 

^.iiieun  in  hiK  liie-iimc  to  thr  groat  iravellor,  Man'o 

f\ilui  *•  I  have  aeeii  him  ao  deac-hlN>d,"  aays  Rnmuaio, 
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hi  die  reoofda  of  the  Republie;  and  hia  hooae  haa 
from  that  time  to  thia,  been  called  La  Corte  del  Mil* 
Uoni.'*  the  hooae  of  the  rich  man,  the  millionnairo 
It  ia  oo  the  canal  of  8.  Giovanni  Chriaoatomo;  and 
aa  long  aa  he  lived,  waa  much  reaorted  lo  lif  tht 
curiooa  and  the  learned. 

Note  40,  page  49, -od.  2. 

DowB  wbiclithaffriaalyhaadoroUFIiliMa 
RolI'd  frum  the  Muek. 

Of  him  and  hb  oonapiracy  I  had  givai  a  brief  a» 
count ;  but  he  ia  now  univenally  luwwn  through  a 
Writer,  whoae  poetical  talenta  command  aa  mudi 
the  admiration  of  other  coimtriea  aa  of  hia  own. 


Note  41,  page  49,  coL  2. 

A  ihoit  tatoription  on  iN  Doga*a  chair 
Loa  to  aaoihar  on  iho  wall  yac  ihoiwr. 

Marino  Faliero dalla  beila  mogliet  altri  la goda ad 
egli  la  maiitiene. 
Locua  Marini  Faletri,  decapilati  pro  crimiiiibiak 

Note  42,  page  49,  eoL  2. 


«n  Conte,  entnuido  in  prigMna, dkaa t  Vado  hmm 
chi'o  aoo  morto,  e  iraiae  on  gran  loapifo."    fliMHiTOi. 

Note  43,  page  49,  ooL  2. 
And  bora  away  lo  tha  caoal  Ovfkao. 
A  deep  channel  behind  the  ialand  of  &  Gknga 
Maggiore. 

Note  44,  page  50,  ooL  1. 
**  Who  war*  the  Six  we  rapp*d  with  ycoterniitht  1** 
An  alluaion  to  the  Supper  in  Candida^ — C.  zztL 

Note  45,  page  50,  col.  1. 
"  Who  antwer'd  me  joBt  now  V* 
See  Schiller'a  G  hunt-seer. — C.  i. 


Note  46,  pugo  50,  col.  1. 
**  But  who  suumIs  there,  atoiie  anionit  them  all  t'* 

Sec  the  hihtory  of  Brjgadiru>,  ilic  Alchymiat,  aa 
relulod  by  I>arii. — Hist,  de  \  eniw,  v.  28. 

A  {K'rson  \  el  more  extraordinar)'  18  said  to  have 
ap[N.anil  there  in  Kk'T. 

"Those.  \%ho  luivn  ex|»erieneed  the  advantagca 
whirh  all  KininKers  fiijoy  in  lliat  ('ity,  uill  not  be 
NurpriHed  that  one  who  went  hy  the  name  of  Signer 
Ciiiaidi  wan  udmitted  into  the  bcKt  eoinpany,  though 
none  knew  who  or  what  he  wa«.  lie  remained  there 
itome  monlhfi;  and  three  thinga  were  remarked  cun- 
eerning  him — that  he  liad  a  Kniail  hiil  inestimable 
eulleetioii  ol'  )>ietureti,  whieh  he  read ilyslio wed  tuany 
Iwdy — that  ho  s|Mtke  on  every  subject  with  such  a 
iiuutery  uk  asionihhotl  all  who  heard  him— and  tliat 
he  nexer  wrote  or  rereived  any  letter,  never  re- 
(juireil  any  (redit  or  used  any  hills  of  exchungc,  but 
[■aid  liir  e\oryihing  in  ready  money,  and  hved  re- 
Njieelahly,  tlioniih  not  Kplondiilly. 

•'Thin  gentleman  lH»ing  one  day  at  the  <*>fR'e-howi»e, 
a  Venetian  nohleman.  who  was  an  ex<*ellent  judge 
of  pieture*.  and  who  had  heard  of  SifiiHir  (iualdi'a 
oolleetion,  expn-hst^i  a  dchire  to  ree  them :  and  hia 
MHluetit  wa.«  inftnntly  granted.  ADer  contemplating 
and  admiring  them  liir  M)me  time,  he  liappencd  lo 
east  his  eyes  over  the  chain l)er-door,  wliere  hung  a 
portrait  of  the  Strancer.  The  Venetian  looked  upon 
it,  and  then  upon  him.   '  Thia  ia  j-our  portrait.  Sir 
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Mid  he  tr  Siipnor  Gualdu  The  other  made  no  oiwwer 
but  by  a  low  bow.  *  Yet  you  look,'  he  continued, 
'  like  a  man  of  fifty ;  and  1  know  this  picture  to  be 
of  the  hand  of  Titian,  who  has  been  dead  one  hun- 
dred and  thirty  yean.  How  is  this  possible  V  '  It  is 
not  easy,'  said  Stgnor  Gualdi  gravely, '  lo  know  all 
things  that  are  possible;  but  there  is  certainly  no 
crime  in  my  being  like  a  picture  of  Titian's.'  The 
Venetian  perceived  that  he  had  given  ofience,  and 
took  his  leave. 

**  In  the  evening  he  could  not  forbear  mentioning 
what  had  passed  to  some  of  his  friendti,  who  resolved 
to  satisfy  themselves  the  next  day  by  seeing  the  pic- 
ture. For  this  purpose  they  went  to  the  coffee-house 
about  the  time  that  Signor  Gualdi  was  accustomed 
to  oome  there ;  and,  not  meeting  with  him,  inquired 
at  hit  lodgings,  where  they  learned  that  he  had  set 
out  an  hour  before  for  Vienna.  This  aflair  made  a 
great  itir  at  the  time.'* 

Note  47,  page  50,  col.  1. 
AS  9f%  all  ssr.  oowhera  snd  everywhere. 
A  Frenchman  of  high  rank,  who  had  been  robbed 
at  Venice,  and  had  oomi^ained  in  conversation  of  the 
negligence  of  the  PoUce,  wait  cm  his  way  back  to 
the  Terra  Firma,  when  his  gondola  stopped  suddenly 
in  the  midst  of  the  waves.  He  inquired  the  reason ; 
and  his  gondoliers  pointed  to  a  boat  with  a  red  flog. 
that  had  just  made  them  a  signal.  It  arrived ;  and 
he  was  called  on  board.  **  You  are  the  Prince  de 
Craon  ?  Were  you  not  robbed  on  Friday  evening  ? — 
I  was. — Of  what  ? — Of  five  hundred  ducats^ — And 
where  were  they  ? — In  a  green  purse. — Do  you  sus- 
pect any  body  ? — I  do,  a  servant. — Would  you  know 
him  again  ?— -Certainly."  The  Interrc^ior  with  his 
foot  turned  aside  an  old  cloak  that  lay  there ;  and  the 
Prince  beheld  his  pune  in  the  hand  of  a  dead  man. 
"Take  it;  and  remember  that  none  set  their  feet 
again  in  a  country  where  they  have  presumed  to 
doubt  the  wisdom  of  the  government" 

Note  48.  page  50.  col.  2. 

hit  lajr  of  love. 

La  Biondina  in  Gondoletta. 

Note  49,  page  50,  coL  2. 
Thoee  Porches. 
In  the  Piazzetta.   **C'^tait  sous  les  portiques  de 
Saint-Marc  que  les  patricians  se  r^unissaient  tons  les 
jours.    Le  nom  de  cette  promenade  indiquait  aa  des- 
tination ;  on  I'appellait  U  Broglio,** — Daru. 

Note  50,  page  50,  col.  2. 
Then  in  ckiae  converw. 
T  am  indebted  for  this  thought  to  some  unpublished 
tntTels  by  the  author  of  Vathck. 

Note  51,  page  50,  col.  2. 

and  he  tonr. 

As  in  the  time  when  Venice  wu  herself. 

Goldoni,  describing  his  excursion  with  the  Pas- 
■alaoqua,  has  left  us  a  lively  picture  of  this  claj«  of 
men. 

We  were  no  sooner  in  the  middle  of  that  great 
lagoon  which  encircles  the  City,  than  our  discreet 
gondolier  drew  the  curtain  behind  us,  and  let  us  fkjat 
at  the  will  of  the  waves. — At  length  night  came  on, 
and  wa  i  ould  not  (all  where  we  were.  **  What  ia  the 


hour  r*  aaid  I  to  the  gondolier.  **  I  cannot  gue«,  8tf  \ 
but,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  it  ia  the  lover's  hour.**— 
**  Let  us  go  home,"  I  replied ;  and  he  turned  tha  prow 
homeward,  singing,  as  he  rowed,  the  twenty<«iuh 
strophe  of  the  sixteenth  canto  of  the  Jemaalem  Da* 
Uvered. 

Note  52.  page  51,  col.  1. 
The  younf  Biancs  found  her  father**  door. 

Bianca  Capello.  It  had  been  shut  by  a  baker**  boy, 
as  he  passed  by,  at  day-break;  and  in  her  despair  sha 
fled  with  her  lover  to  Florence,  where  he  fell  by  aa> 
sassinatiun.  Her  beauty,  and  her  love-adventure  aa 
here  related,  her  marriage  afterwards  with  the  Grand 
Duke,  and  that  fatal  banquet  at  which  ihey  were  both 
poisoned  by  the  Cardinal,  his  brother,  liave  rendered 
her  history  a  romance.  The  Ca|:eIIo  PahM^e  is  on 
the  Canale  di  Caiionico;  and  the  postern-door,  la 
porta  di  strada,  is  still  on  its  hinges.  It  opens  into 
one  of  those  narrow  alleys  so  numerous  at  Venioa. 

Note  53,  page  51,  col.  1. 
It  wa«  Si.  Mary's  Eve. 


This  circumstance  took  place  at  Venice  on  the  fiiat 
of  February,  the  eve  of  the  feast  of  the  Purification 
of  the  Virgin,  A.  D.  944,  Pieiro  Candiano,  Doga. 

Note  54,  page  51,  col.  1. 
Such  sploodor.  or  such  beautr. 

**  E'l  costume  era,  che  tutte  le  novizzie  con  tutta  b 
dote  loro  venissero  alia  detta  Chiesa,  dov'era  il  Te^ 
covo  con  tutta  la  chieresia." — Sanitto. 

Note  55,  poge  51,  col.  1. 
Her  veil,  tranaparcnl  ai  the  suMamer. 
Among  the  Habiti  Antichi,  in  that  admiraUa  book 
of  wood-cuts  ascribed  to  Titian  (A.  D.  1590).  thera 
is  one  entitled  Sposa  Veiietiana  a  Castello.  It  waa 
taken  from  an  old  painting  in  the  Scuola  di  S.  Gio- 
vanni Evangolifita,  and  by  the  Writer  is  believed  to 
represent  one  of  the  Brides  here  described. 

Note  56,  page  51,  col  2. 
That  venerable  pile  on  the  tea-brink. 

San  Pietro  di  Castello,  the  Patriarchal  church  of 
Venice. 

Note  57,  page  51,  col.  2. 
Well  are  thejr  known,  the  galliot  and  the  faOey. 
**  Una  galera  e  ima  galeotta." — SANUTa 

Note  58,  page  52,  col.  1. 

Laid  at  hia  fett. 

They  were  to  be  seen  in  the  treasury  of  St  Mark 
very  lately. 

Note  59,  page  52,  col.  1. 
And  thmuf  h  the  city  in  a  utaielf  barffe. 
**lje  quali  con  trionfosi  condurowero  sopra  una  piatta 
pe  'canaU  di  Vcnezia  con  suoni  e  canti."— SANiTTa 

Note  60,  page  52,  col.  1. 
the  Rialto. 

An  English  abbreviation.  Rialto  is  the  name  of 
the  island  from  which  the  bridge  is  called ;  and  tha 
Venetians  say  il  ponte  di  Rialto,  as  we  ny  Weal- 
minster-bridge. 

In  that  island  ia  tha  Exchange ;  and  I  hara 
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mllxl  iJicr.  w  on  duiic  ground.    In  Lhc  dayt  of 

Nole  S9,  p. 

Annnm  nml  Bwnnio  ii  wm>  w.iind  lo  none.  ■■  I  lollo- 

NflHlU 

pgrnrbi."  myt  SanHvun,  wniiiig  in  1580,  "■ono 

Thi.  riilage,  uyi  Boo 

known  (vnn  ai  Padun,  .. 

ihrough  the  World;  uid 

uiU  pnHUale  bittaeir.  H 

fnnnn  hiJla.   "  Among  1 

lhePocI«hoi«our  gliir 

nunc  wilh  Uii  Jew ;  uid  Shyioik  refer,  lo  it,  when 

Y'ou  neglected  bim—Voi 

dio  ■' — -  L'oM  di  Rialio  ■■ — »ei 
•wy  luiMue:  wid  coiiuniia  lo  to  Uir  pmcnl 
■■  na  may  cUKluda  fniin  ibc  roiitcilia*  of  Coldani. 
Had  p»r«iciil«Hy  IriMn  liu  Mi-niuili. 

Th(>r«  n  k  pJtca  ■iljiiiiiint;.  nlJeil  RialU)  Nunv 
9  fmlW.  ■crordini;  lo  Sanautinu,  "  jiiirclu; 


NolP  61,  p«ij?c  5^  ml.  !. 

Th«  Cimncil  oTTcn  uid  ihc  GiunUi,  "nplqnale, 
nri  Sdouiiv  "  fa  nrner  lo  dc<«p,"    Ths  Uiimla  ■ 
n  connutd  of  ica  Ptttiduu,  i 


Notf  63,  ptgr  52,  col,  a 

!».«  ■•■■I.  It  «>»  Uir  fiiwl.  do) 

Rw  na  ■  Cootimni ;  o  namn  corvsl  wiih  the  Re- 
paalit,  *nil  itlwtnlnJ  by'elijhl  Do^m-  On  th«  oc- 
^■m  sT  Airir  nnrriux,  lh<-  Hnn-obuir  anar  oar  in 
Iw  nilidBr  i  and  ■  briil;*  of  bmU  wn  Ihiownarna* 
A*  Cub)  firuidj  br  Ihp  BridRgnmn  anil  hi*  ndnoa 
rflhrrrbunJmlhorM,  SanntodM-pll*  with  plnjura 
•n  ilw  italliMBof  thedroHauid  ihi-  insgniliivnn 
•f  ilw  ppr»i-«T»"nii  by  Inod  end  wmer.  Tho  tonniB- 
arna  in  llir  Place  of  St  Mark  loilnl  threo  days, 
^■1  sera  aitmilnl  by  Hiinj  ilioiitand  praple. 

K"lr  an,  pneo  fi3. 


When  the 
prcparr^  for 
door,"  uid  DI 


S»  an  Fraaj  nn 
,Mnn  no  Im  eraine 
L'ga  Foccolo. 


h  HTH  ■  hiih  n 


mjn  Pnnca. 

Nole  61,  rage  53.  (i>I.  3. 


n  of 


The  Sme-lmi'iifTion.     fw 


Note  B?,  [mis  51.  o 


Nole  GT.  paqce  5^ 


I  arconnt  of  iheii 


I  Twuri  «ir-  more,  my, 
^Hw  in  b>v*.  Dm  ditine  P. 
JUthuib.  oiMecraied  a  day 

Note  G9,  r«?o  54,  o. 
Tb«  CAi*  Roue,  the  Demuiagc, 


fieri,  the  lonb  of  onr 

urh :  and  ihere.  a*  at 
medilaiion  and  van*. 


Note  73,  page  54.  coL  2. 

--[Dlucli.ialih>nn. 

Aflirming  il»elr  to  be  (ha  »*ry  bodiel  which  TW- 

war  betwpcn  Bolngno  and  Modcna  five  hundrad 
yean  ago.  If  tr 

Note  T3,  prigp  54,  a>L  3. 
Cnmiannly  onllcd  Domenichino. 

Nule  "4,  prigo  HG,  col.  2. 
Among  other  Inaianrea  of  lier  airer 

"ihaCi/"  "" 

uropeo 


dene;  Bl  ih* 
related  IbM 
niblediUtlw 


-hapel  of  the  Holy  Virein  in  the  rhnrch  of  lb« 

CarmeliLea.  It  'a  adorned  with  bit  ivinlingi,  and  all 

?  Ercat  nriiatK  of  norenm  ■indied  ihere :  liunMito 

Vinri.  Fm  Darlolonieo,  Andreo  del  Sario,  Miclml 


K-ai  thought  liule  of  in  hj 


It  wnn  there  thai  Mir ba( 


Atliiploroi-oivtdlhetilo  ' 
and  ttiiixi. 
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Note  76,  page  56,  col.  2. 
Would  Dante  sit  conveninff. 
A  tnditioii. 

Note  77,  page  56,  col.  2. 
Hftdit  ptrngnad  him  ■ore,  aod  earefnlly  raqottinff. 

After  Ihii  line,  read  as  follows : 

Bttch  as  condetnn'd  his  mortal  part  to  fin : 

Many  a  tramcTMwr  tent  to  hii  acrount. 

Long  ere  in  Florence  number'd  with  the  dead ; 

The  bodr  Mill  aa  full  of  life  and  Mir 

At  home,  abroad  ;  aUH  and  aa  ofl  inclined 

To  eat,  drink,  sleep ;  still  clad  as  others  were. 

And  at  noon-daf .  where  men  were  wont  to  meet. 

Met  as  continually ;  when  the  soul  went, 

Relinquiah'd  to  a  dnmon.  and  hj  him 

(8o  lars  the  Bard,  and  who  can  read  and  doubt  1) 

Dwelt  in  and  govem'd. 

Sit  thee  down  awhile ; 
Then  by  thy  g atea  so  beautiful,  so  gloriuu*.  etc. 

A  more  dreadful  vehicle  for  satire  cannot  well  be 
eonoeived. 

Note  78,  page  56.  col.  3. 
-eondemn'd  his  nx>rtal  part 


Tofire." 


In  1302,  he  was  sentenced,  if  taken,  to  be  burned. 

Note  79,  page  56,  col.  2. 
be  flew  and  saved  him. 
Jnfemo,  xix. 

Note  80,  page  56,  col.  2. 
Nor  then  forget  that  Chamber  of  the  Dead. 

The  Chapel  de'  Depositi ;  in  which  are  the  tomba 
of  the  Medici,  by  Michael  Angela 

Note  81,  page  56,  col.  2. 
That  is  the  Duke  liorenzo.  &lark  him  welL 

He  died  early ;  lining  only  to  become  the  fiither 
of  Catharine  de  Medicis.  Had  an  evil  Mpiril  assumed 
the  horoan  shape  to  propagate  mischief,  he  could  not 
have  done  better. 

The  statue  is  larger  than  the  life,  but  not  90  large 
as  to  shfx*k  belief.  It  is  the  mo8t  real  and  unreal 
thing  tliat  ever  came  from  the  chisel. 

Note  82,  page  57,  col.  1. 
On  that  thrice-hallow'd  day. 

The  day  of  All  Souls.   11  di  de'  Morti. 

Note  8.3,  page  57,  col.  1. 

It  most  be  known — the  writing  on  the  wall. 

Exoriare  aliqui*  nostris  ex  oesibus  ultor. 

Perhaps  there  is  nothing  in  language  more  aflect- 
mg  than  his  last  tetttament.  It  is  addressed  "To  God, 
the  Deliverer,*'  and  was  found  steeped  in  his  blood. 

Note  84,  page  57,  col.  1. 
That  Cosmo. 
The  first  Grand  Duke. 

Note  85,  poge  57,  col.  1. 
Ts  toU.  and  by  an  honest  Chronicler. 

The  President  De  Thoti.    AlHeri  has  written  a 
tragedy  on  the  subject ;  if  it  mny  be  said  so,  when  he 
altered  so  entirely  llie  story  ainl  the  characters. 

Note  86,  page  57,  col.  1. 
the  disconsolate  Mother. 

Of  th«  children  that  turvived  her,  one  iell  fay  a 


brother,  one  by  a  hmband,  and  a  thiid  murderad  !■§ 
wife. 

Bat  that  fiunily  was  soon  to  beoone  extinct  It  ii 
some  consolation  to  reflect  that  their  Country  did  mn 
go  unrevenged  for  the  calamities  which  they  had 
brought  upon  her.  How  many  of  them  died  by  tiM 
hands  of  each  other ! — 

Note  87,  page  57,  col.  2. 
The  Ancient  Palace. 

The  Palazxo  Vecchia  Cosmo  had  left  it  aeveiil 
yean  before. 

Note  88,  page  57,  col.  2. 
drawn  on  the  walL 
By  Vasari. 

Note  89,  page  57,  col  2. 
From  the  deep  silence  that  his  questions  dirsw. 
It  was  given  out  that  they  had  died  of  a  contagiooi 
fever;  and  funeral  orations  were  publicly  pnmounoed 
in  their  honor. 

Note  90,  page  57,  coL  2. 
Cimabuc. 

He  was  the  father  of  modem  painting,  and  tiM 
master  of  Giotto,  whose  talent  he  discovered  in  tiM 
way  here  alluded  to. 

*'  Cimabuc  stood  still,  and.  having  considered  the 
Imy  and  his  work,  he  asked  liiin,  if  he  would  go  and 
live  with  him  at  Florence  ?  To  which  the  boy  an* 
swercd  that,  if  his  father  was  uilling,  he  woald  go 
wilh  all  hip  heart." — Vasari. 

Of  Cimabuc  little  imw  remains  at  Florence,  except 
his  cclehralo<l  Madorma,  larger  than  the  life,  in  Santa 
Maria  Novella.  It  was  painted,  according  to  Vasari, 
in  a  garden  near  Porta  S.  Pien),  and,  when  finbhed, 
was  carried  to  I  he  church  in  Mjlemn  procession  with 
trumpei«  hefi)re  it.  The  panlen  lay  without  the  walls; 
and  such  was  the  reJoiciTig  there  on  the  occasioix 
that  the  suburb  received  t)ie  name  of  Rorgo  Allegri. 
a  name  it  still  bears,  though  now  a  )xirt  of  the  cit) 

Note  91,  pnire  57.  coL  2. 
Bt^nutiful  Florence. 
It  is  8r>me where  mentioned  that  Michael  Angelo, 
when  he  set  out  from  Flor«»nce  to  build  the  dome  <^ 
Sl  Peter's,  tunie<l  his  horse  n)und  in  the   road   to 
contemplate  onrc  more  that  of  the  cathedral,  as  it 
rose  in  the  grey  of  the   morning  f'Dm  among  the 
pines  and  cy|>res»eH  of  the  city,  and  that  he  said  aAer 
a  pause,  "  Conic  te  non  voglio !  Meglio  di  te  non 
|)0»w>I"'     He  never  indeed  sjxike  of  it  but  with  ad- 
miration ;  and  if  we  may  l)eli(>ve  tradition,  his  tomb 
by  his  own  desire  was  to  l)e  w>  placed  in  the  Santa 
CriM-e  OH  that  Irom  it  might  l)e  seen,  when  the  doors 
of  the  church  stood  open,  tlmt  noble  work  of  Bru 
nelesclii. 

Note  92,  page  57,  col.  2. 
-that  rhurrh  amnnc  the  rtiit. 


Santa  Maria  Aovellu.    F'or  its  grace  and  beauty  it 
was  called  by  Michael  Angelo  "  La  Sposa.** 

Note  9.3.  page  57,  col  2. 
Those  who  anembled  there  at  matin-prayeis. 
In  the  year  of  the  Grea*.  Plague. 


■  Like  thee  1  will  not  boild  o.ie.  Better  than  thee  I 
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FTALT. 


» 


Note  94,  page  58,  ooL  1. 


OtaOiw  flB  •  Wght  November  morning,  I  wt  out 
md  meed  dieni.  ae  I  oonoeived,  step  by  Hep;  be- 
guminf  end  ending  in  tbe  Church  of  Suite  Meria 
Xorella.    It  wee  •  walk  delightful  m  ilaeU;  and  in 


Note  95.  pege  58,  eol  1. 
RoeodlbcbUl  tbty  wcoL 
I  have  here  followed  Baldelli.  It  haa  been  nid 
ccaodo  drew  from  hit  imagination.  But  it  it 
Ekeir,  when  he  and  hia  readera  were  living  within 
a  mile  or  two  of  the  upot?  Troth  or  ficdon,  it  liir- 
niahet  a  plrewnt  picture  of  the  manners  and  ami 
of  the  Florentinei  in  that  day. 


Note  96,  page  58,  coL  1 
mnm§  Nnqiwi  kf  the 
Time  boon  after  aon-riae. 

Note  97,  page  58,  ooL  1. 
The  FHw  paer*d  oat  Us  eataloflae  of 
See  the  Decameron,  vL  10. 

Note  98,  page  58,  col.  1. 
hh  bwhr  foofuid  leaiitf  hxm. 
Now  bekmpng  by  inheritance  lo  the  Rangoni,  a 
AflDoly. 

Note  99,  pege  58,  coL  1. 
Tb  hb  ova  ikMeb— bo  draw  it  frooi  UMrit 

a  very  intereating  letter  fiom  Machiavel  to 
•  Vectori,  dated  the  10th  of  December,  1513. 

Note  100,  page  58,  cot  3. 

Minff  or  old 

Pof  hi  ffooo  whio— 

La  Verdea.     It  it  celebrated  by  Rinucdni,  Redi, 

axkl  moat  of  the  Toacan  Poetiu 

Note  101,  page  58,  coL  2. 

8cTM  roan  %  priiooer  at  tbe  eitr*ffato. 

Galileo  came  to  Arcetri  at  the  close  of  the  year 

16S3;  end  remained   there,  while  he  lived,  by  an 

order  <^  the  Inquisition.  It  is  without  the  walls,  near 

the  Pbna  Romana. 

He  was  buried,  with  all  honor,  in  the  church  of 
Ihe  Sanu  Croce. 

Note  103,  page  58,  col.  2. 
Urn  coltsfo  (joiilj  waa  it  eaU*d  Tbe  Jewel). 
DGiqiello. 

Note  103.  page  58.  col.  2. 
Tbere,  anieen. 
Milton  went  to  Italy  in  1638.  "There  it  was." 
W'e  he.  **  that  I  found  and  visited  the  famous  Galileo, 
rrown  old.  a  prisoner  to  the  Inquisition."  **  Old  and 
blind/*  he  might  have  said,  (ialileo.  by  his  own  ac- 
count, became  blind  in  Derembor,  1637.  Milton,  as 
we  leuno  fn»m  the  date  of  Sir  Henry  Wot  ton's  letter 
to  him.  had  not  left  F!ngland  on  the  18th  of  April 
idlowing. — SeeTiaABO0cui,and  Wotto.n's 

Note  104,  page  58,  col.  2. 

0o  near  the  fellow  Tiber*t— 

nay  riae  within  thirteen  miles  of  eadi  other. 


Note  105,  page  58,  coL  8. 
Dowa  br  lbs  City  of  Hefsaili. 
n  SagroEremow 

Note  106,  page  58,  coL  3. 
Hands,  dad  ia  glovss  of  steel  hdd  ep  issploriaf^ 
It  was  in  thia  maimer  that  the  fim  Bbat  went 
down,  when  he  perished  in  the  Peaeir^i 

Note  107,  page  58,  cot  3. 
Oft,  ss  tbat  graat  Artitf  law. 
What  follows  is  a  deacriptkm  of  the  Cartoon  of  Flib 

Note  108,  page  59,  coL  1. 
And  lo,  an  atom  on  that  daoeeroos  ssa. 
Petrarch,  aa  we  learn  fiom  himaelfl  waa  on  Ua 
way  to  Inctsa ;  whither  his  mother  was  retiring.    Ht 
waa  seven  months  old  at  the  time. 

Note  109,  page  59,  coL  1. 

Eeeliaed  beside  thee. 

O  effo  qoaottie  eraoa,  felkU  COB  suatas  ad  Aral 
If  anniira,  etc. 


Note  110,  page  59,  coL  1. 


There  were  the ''Nobilidi  Tone  "and  dM'NtK 
bilidi 


Note  111,  page  59,  col  9. 
At  the  bridge-fboC 

Giovanni  Boondelroonte  waa  on  tbe  point  of  nar* 
i3ring  an  Amidei.  when  a  widow  of  the  Donati  finnily. 
made  him  break  his  engagement  in  the  manner  here 
deecnbed. 

The  Amidei  washed  away  the  aflWmt  with  Ui 
blood,  attacking  him,  says  Villani,  at  the  foot  of  the 
Ponte  Vecchio ;  and  hence  the  wars  of  the  Guelpha 
and  the  Ghibellines. 

O  Roondelinoale,  ^oaoto  nal  Airr<sd 

Le  DozM  soe,  per  gli  altnii  eoofoni !      Dmit, 

Note  112,  page  59,  col.  2. 
It  bad  bera  well,  badet  thoa  slept  oo,  Imelda. 
The  story  is  Bologneae,  and  is  told  by  Cherobtno 
Ghiradacci  in  his  history  of  Bologna.  Her  lover  waa 
of  the  Guelphic  party,  her  brothers  of  the  Ghibelline; 
and  no  sooner  was  this  act  of  violence  made  known* 
than  an  enmity,  hitherto  but  half-suppressed,  broke 
out  into  open  war.  The  Great  Place  was  a  scene  of 
battle  and  bloodshed  for  forty  successive  days ;  nor 
was  a  reconciliation  accomplished  till  six  years  afteiw 
wards,  when  the  fomilics  and  tlieir  adherenta  met 
there  once  again,  and  exchanged  the  kiss  of  peace 
before  the  Cardinal  Legate ;  as  the  rival  foroiliea  of 
Florence  had  already  done  in  the  Place  of  S.  Maria 
Novella.  Every  house  on  the  occasion  was  hting  with 
tapestry  and  garlands  of  flowers. 

Note  113.  pege  59,  col.  2. 

from  tbe  wound 

Suckinf  the  poiion. 

The  Saracens  had  introduced  among  them  the 
practice  of  poisoning  their  doggers. 

Note  114.  page  59,  col.  2. 

Yet,  when  Shiverr  came, 

Woree  follow'd. 

It  la  remarkable  that  the  noblett  worka  of  htmail 
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geniui  have  been  produced  in  timet  of  tumult ;  when 
erery  man  was  hin  own  maBter,  and  all  things  were 
open  to  all.  Homer,  Dante,  and  Milton  appeared  in 
•ach  timea;  and  we  may  add  Virgil.' 

Note  115,  page  59,  col.  2. 
la  trsrjr  Ptlace  ww  The  Ltboratnry. 
Aa  in  those  of  Cosmo  I.  and  his  son  Francis — Sia- 
MONDi,  ivi,  205. 

Note  IIG,  page  5%  col.  2. 
Cruel  Tophana. 
A  Scilian,  the  inventress  of  many  poisons ;  the 
most  celebrated  of  which,  from  its  transparency,  was 
called  Acquetta,  or  Acqua  Tophona. 

Note  117,  page  60,  col.  1. 

GsT8  liens  infsllible  of  cominc  ilL 

The  Cardinal,  Ferdinand  de'  Medici,  is  said  to 

have  been  preserved  in  this  manner  by  a  ring  which 

he  wore  on  his  finger ;  as  also  Andrea,  the  husband 

of  Giovanna,  Queen  of  Naples. 

Note  118,  page  60,  col.  1. 
One  in  the  floor— now  left,  sIm,  unbolted. 
n  Trabocchetto. — See  Vocab.  degli  Accadem.  dfUa 
Crusca,  See  also  Did,  de  VAcadimie  Franfcute.  Art 
OvblietU*. 

Note  119,  page  60,  col.  1. 
There,  st  Calano. 
Pbggio-Caiano,  the  favorite  \-iIla  of  Lorenzo ;  where 
he  often  took  the  diversion  of  hawking.  Pulci  some- 
tfanei  went  oat  with  him ;  though,  it  seems,  with 
lictlo  ardor.  See  £a  Caecia  col  Falcone^  where  he  is 
described  as  missing ;  and  as  gone  into  a  wood,  to 
riiyme  there. 

Note  120,  page  60,  ool.  1. 

With  h'»  wild  lay 

The  Morgante  Maggiore.  He  used  to  recite  it  at 
die  table  of  Lorenao,  in  the  maimer  of  the  ancient 
Rhapsodists. 

Note  121,  page  60,  col.  1. 
Of  that  old  dsa  far  up  amonc  the  bilb. 

OBflBggi6lo,  the  &vorite  retreat  of  Cosmo,  *'  the  fa- 
ther of  his  country."  Eleonorn  di  Toledo  \%iis  stabbed 
there  on  the  llih  of  July,  1576,  by  her  husband, 
Hetro  de*  Medici ;  and  on  the  1 6th  of  tlie  same 
month,  Isabella  de*  Medici  was  strangled  by  hers, 
Paolo  Giordano  Orsini,  at  his  villa  of  Cerroto.  They 
were  at  Florence,  when  they  were  sent  for,  each  in 
her  torn,  Isabella  under  the  pretext  of  a  hunting- 
party;  and  each  in  her  turn  went  to  die. 

iMbellai^'OS  one  of  the  most  beautiful  and  accom- 
plished women  of  the  age.  In  the  Lntin,  French,  and 
Spanish  languasres,  she  spoko  not  only  with  fluency, 
but  elegance ;  and  in  her  own  she  exroUed  as  an 
Tmprovisatrice,  accumpanyintr  herself  on  the  lute. 
On  her  arrival  at  dusk,  Paolo  presented  her  with  two 
beautiful  giey hounds,  tliat  she  might  make  a  trial  of 


1  The  AoirustAn  Aire,  at  it  i«  called,  what  was  ii  but  a  dyinc 
Maze  of  the  Comtminwenlth  T  When  Aucur'im  brenn  to  reiirn. 
\*ieero  and  Lucri4iu«  were  d«>ad.  CatiiUim  hnd  wriiten  hm  sat- 
ires against  Cawar.  and  H'>rare  and  Vircil  wore  no  longer  in 
their  fiitt  youth.  Horace  had  serred  under  Brutus;  and  Viigil 
■^  bssc  praDooooed  to  bo 


their  speed  in  the  morning ;  and  at  supper  was  gay 
beyond  meastire.  When  he  retired,  he  sent  fiv  her 
info  his  apartment;  and,  pressing  her  tenderly  to  ha 
bosom,  slipped  a  cord  round  her  neck. 

Eleonora  appears  to  have  had  a  presentiment  of 
her  fate.  She  went  when  required  ;  but,  before  she 
set  out,  took  leave  of  her  son,  then  a  child ;  weepinf^ 
long  and  bitterly  over  him. 

Note  122,  page  60,  col.  1. 
But  lo,  the  Sun  ia  aettinf . 
I  have  here  endeavored  to  describe  an  Italian  son- 
set  as  I  have  oAen  seen  it.    The  conclusion  is  bor- 
rowed from  that  celebrated  passage  in  Dante 

Era  gik  I'ora,  etc. 

Note  123,  page  60,  col.  2. 

when  armies  met. 

The  Roman  and  the  Carthaginian.  Such  wos  tha 
animosity,  says  Livy,  that  an  earthquake,  which 
turned  the  course  of  riveni  and  overthrew  cities  and 
mountains,  was  felt  by  none  of  the  combatants,  uni,  5. 

Note  124.  page  60,  ool.  2. 
And  bjr  a  brook. 
It  has  been  called,  from  time  immemorutl,  11  San- 
guinetto. 

Note  125,  page  61,  col.  2. 
Buch  the  dominion  of  thjr  michty  Toiee. 
An  allusion  to  the  Cascata  delle  Marroore,  a  cele- 
brated fall  of  the  Velino  near  Temi. 

Note  126,  page  61,  col.  2. 
no  bush  or  freen  or  dry. 


A  sign  in  our  coimtry  as  old  as  Shakspeare,  and 
still  used  in  Italy.  "  Une  branche  d'arhre,  attachee  4 
une  maison  rusiique,  nous  annonce  les  moyens  de 
nous  rafraichir.  Nous  y  tmuvons  du  lait  et  des  odo6 
frais;  nous  voiU  rontens." — Mim.  de  Goliwni. 

There  is,  or  was  ver>'  lately,  in  Florence  a  smaU 
wine-house  with  this  inscription  over  the  d(x»r.  A) 
buon  vino  non  bisoi^na  frasca.  Good  wine  needs  no 
bush.  It  was  much  frequented  by  Salvator  Rosa,  who 
drew  a  portrait  of  his  hostess. 

Note  127,  page  61,  col.  2. 
A  narrow  (laJc  unfolded,  such  aa  Spring. 
This  upper  region,  a  country  of  dews  and  dewy 
lights,  as  descnl)ed  by  Virgil  and  Pliny,  and  still,  I 
believe,  called  Jm  Rom,  is  full  of  l)eautiful  scenery. 
Who  does  not  wish  to  follow  the  footsteps  of  Cicero 
there,  to  visit  the  Ueaiinc  Tcmpe  and  the  Seven 
Waters? 

Note  128,  page  61,  col.  2. 

a  sumpter-mule. 

Many  of  these  circumstances  are  introduced  into  a 
landscape  of  Annibal  Carracci,  now  in  the  Luuvrs 

Note  12.1,  page  62,  col.  1. 
Fiilinff  the  land  wiih  splendor— 
Perhaps  the  most  beautiful  villa  of  that  day  was 
the  Villa  Madama.  It  is  now  a  ruin ;  but  enough  re- 
mains of  the  plan  and  the  groteaque-work  to  justUy 
Vosari's  account  of  iu 

The  Pastor  Fido,  if  not  the  Aminta,  used  to  be 
often  represented  there ;  and  a  theatre,  such  as  ii 
here  described,  was  lo  be  seen  in  the  gardeiM  rmf 
lately. 
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Mole  130,  page  69,  eoL  1. 

ppMr*d,  ■wwiiig  ■■lofl— 

fcr  ever  reviving  in  mch  m  eUmste.  bk 

1783.  the  Nine  of  pMnello  ww  performed 


Note  131,  pege  63,  ooL  1. 

— ^tlw  AppitB. 


Thm  etraet  of  the  tumbe  in  Kmipeii  mey  eenre  to 
ghre  ye  eome  idee  of  the  Vie  Appia,  that  Regine 
Vienmi»in:ieiplendor.  ItiiperiiepBtheiDoititrikiiig 
of  AntH|iiii]r  thet  remeine  to  ue. 


Note  133,  pege  63,  ool.  3. 
Howea  iiiwlf 
And  Aognetoe  in  hit  Utter,  coining  et  e  itill  dower 
He  wet  borne  elong  by  elevet;  end  the  gentle 
ellowed  him  fo  reed,  write,  end  employ  him- 
eelf  ee  in  hie  cabinet.  Though  Tivoli  ia  only  aixtecn 
milce  from  the  City,  he  waa  alwaya  two  nighia  on 
the  hmL — SuBTOMiua. 

Nuie  133,  pege  63,  ooL  3. 
WWft  Ui  voiet  fiUlw'd* 
At  the  wovda  "To  Afarcellui  eria."   The  atory  it 
ao  heeiififnl,  that  every  raeder  muat  wiah  it  to  be 


Note  134,  pege  63,  eoL  3. 
Uw  CMira  of  UMir  UaifWM. 
IVom  the  golden  pillar  in  the  Forum  the  waya  ran 
la  the  galea,  and  fiom  the  gatce  to  the  eitromitiea  of 
ihe  faipira. 

Note  135,  pege  63,  ooL  3. 

To  iJm  twehre  Uhlet. 
ITie  lawa  of  tho  twelve  tnbtea  were  inscribed  on 
pillan  of  bnuMi.  simI  pliirofi  in  the  most  conspicuous 
pert  of  the  Forum. — Diun.  Hal. 

Notr  nn.  jwge  63,  col.  2. 
Aod  to  tiM  shei>hfrd  on  Uie  Alban  mounf. 
Ampliludo  tantn  o^r,  ut  conspiciatur  i  LAtiario 
Jove.— C.  Pun.  xxxiv,  7. 


Note  137.  popp  62.  rol.  2. 
A  thnonnd  U>rrhr«,  lurraac  nitht  to  daf. 
An  allusion  to  Ctnar  in  his  (Gallic  triumph.   "Ad- 
irendjt  Capitoliuro  ml  lumiiia." etc  Scktomus.  Ac- 
toffding  to  Dkmu  Casnius,  ho  went  up  ou  his  knees. 

Note  13S,  pQj?e  63.  rol  1. 
Ob  tiMW  so  ffianff.  well-pleuod  with  til  th^f  ww. 
In  the  triumph  of  iijuiliti^,  nothing  aHoctcd  the 
R'ffnan  pr<»pl<*  Iiac  iho  ctiiUInMi  of  Peraous.     Munv 
nr^il ;  nor  could   anyihint;   eW  attract  nolice,  till 
ih?y  were  gone  \iy. — Pi.itarcii. 

Note  13.K  paf;<>  6.3.  Cf>l.  1. 

ao'l  •lit?  who  ««mJ, 

Takinr  (he  futal  ruo  b<-twr«>n  lifr  hitmla. 

Fh^  story  of  th<*  marriage  and  the  (loison  is  well 
known  lo  ever)*  rrodrr. 

Note  140.  page  64.  rol.  1. 

IIm  Inrt  crrai  wf>rk. 

The  fransfiiTMntiiin;  "  la  quale*  ojM'ra.  n«»l  vwlore  il 

enrpi>  nmrt.*.  e  qurlla  \ixa.  firoxa  M-oii;Marc  rnniina 

di  duliire  a  ogiii  uno,  chc  quivi  guardava." — Vasaki 


Note  141,  page  64,  eoL  3. 
Bsve  noes  sppesr*d  ss  tilkfs  of  ths  grMmd* 
The  Author  of  tho  LtUer  to  Jidia  haa  writtw  ad- 
mirably on  this  aulgect 

Allnd.aUtUsot!  O'srtlMSsr 
No  aoaiid  of  dtewftU  toil  iiswslHai. 
Earth  hss  no  qnkkeainff  tpirh  ksrs, 
Nstuffs  so  disrm,  sod  Mas  so  dwalMegl 

Not  less  admirably  haa  he  deacribed  a  nomcc 
Beauty;  such  as  **weevea  her  spells  beyond  the 
Tiber." 

Mathinka  the  Furias  wiUi  thsir  mskas. 
Or  Venua  with  har  sooe,  night  giid  bars 
Of  (lend  and  foddeas  iha  partskaa, 
Aod  h»oka  at  oseo  both  Lovs  sad  MardM; 

Note  143,  page  64,  coL  3. 


Mora  Albenua,  now  called  Monte  Cava  Co  the 
summit  stood  (or  many  centuries  the  temple  of  Jupi- 
ter Laiioris.  **  Toque  ei  too  edito  moole  Laliarii^ 
sancte  Jupiter,**  etc— Cicero. 

Note  143,  page  65,  ool.  1. 
Two  war*  ao  aooo  to  waodar  sad  ba  aisle. 
Nbus  and  Eurialua.    **  La  acine  Jea  aii  demien 
livres  de  Virgile  ne  coraprend,  qu*une  lieue  de  ter 
rain.*' — Bonstkttcn. 

Note  144,  pege  65,  ool.  1. 

How  maof  rnalna,  paslorsl  aod  warlika,  hf . 
Forty-seven,  according  to  Dionya.  Halicar.  1.  hr. 

Note  145,  page  65,  col.  1. 

Hera  i«  tha  Mcrcd  ftaU  of  Iha  Uorstii 

"  Homtiomm  quk  viret  saoer  eampua."-  BIait 

Note  146,  pege  65,  eoL  1. 
There  are  the  Quintisn  Masdowa. 
*'  Qus  pro  la  Quintia  vocantur.** — Levy. 

Note  147,  page  65,  col.  2. 
Music  and  paimiaf,  ■cakMnia.  rhaiorie. 

Munic ;  and  from  the  loAieat  strain  to  the  lowlier 
fn>m  a  Miwrore  in  the  Holy  Week  lo  the  ahepheid'a 
liiimblo  on'cririg  in  Advent;  the  last,  if  wc  may  judge 
from  its  eHW'iM,  no;  the  least  subduing,  perhaps  the 
moat  8o. 

Once,  as  wc  were  approaching  Fr«trati  in  the  sim 
Hhinoof  a  cIoiKlIm  I)oc<>ml)er  momiri!;.  weoljseived 
n  riiaiic  group  by  the  roofimide,  before  an  image  of 
the  V'irciti.  that  claimed  the  devotion:*  of  the  passen- 
ger frtun  a  nit  he  in  a  vine}'Hrd  uall.  T\^f»  young 
men  fn>m  the  mountains  of  the  Abnizzi,  in  their  long 
brown  rhxikn,  were  playing  a  Chri«tnia>i-<-arol.  Their 
irwtrumcniit  were  a  hautboy  and  a  bni;pi|>e;  and  the 
air,  wild  nrul  simple  a»  it  Wfia  wiui  himIi  n»  nho  might 
accept  wiih  plciuture.  Tlic  ingonuotia  and  smiling 
i-ounicnaiic^ns  of  ihciie  rude  minsirclH,  w  ho  nccme<i  so 
aure  thai  ><hc  hcanl  them,  and  the  iinallrcicil  delight 
of  ilu'ir  liiilc  audience,  all  yoiingf  r  than  thcnwelvcs, 
all  Htandini;  uncovered,  and  moving  their  li|is  Ui 
pmycr,  would  have  arre«te<l  the  moui  careless  Irav* 
ellcr. 

Note  148,  page  6,5,  col.  2. 

And  ."irc-hi'iTfHrnl  iMimp.  Piirh  n«ni>nr  else* 
AiHi  i\:i/7.\'m  IikHi,  ami  dirkiH'M  \i»iliii>. 

^^^^<H•\cr  ba^  entered  the  ('hunh  of  St.  Peters  o 

I  the  PuuLnc  Chu]  cl,  during  tlie  Kxj^oMiion  of  the  Uo.f 
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Sacrament  there,  will  not  toon  forget  the  blase  of 
the  altar,  or  the  dark  circle  of  worahippen  kneeling 
in  lilenre  before  it. 

Note  149.  page  65.  col  3. 

Ere  they  eame. 

An  allunon  to  the  Prophecies  concerning  Anti- 

chnst     See  the  interpretations  of  Mede.  Newton. 

Clarke,  etc.;  not  to  mention  those  of  Dante  and 

Petrarch. 

Note  150.  page  66,  col  1. 

And  from  the  latticed  gallery  came  a  chant 
Of  paalma.  most  Mint-like,  rooal  angelical. 

There  was  said  to  be  in  the  choir,  among  others 

of  the  Sisterhood,  a  daughter  of  Cimarosa. 

Note  151.  page  66,  ool.  3. 
*T  wsi  in  her  otmoet  need ;  nor,  while  the  fivvs. 
Her  bock  was  at  that  time  turned  to  the  people ; 
bat  m  his  cotmtenance  might  be  read  all  that  was 
passing.  The  Caidinal,  who  officiated,  was  a  vener- 
able old  man,  evidently  unused  to  the  ceremony  and 
much  a£bcted  by  it. 

Note  152,  page  66,  col.  2. 
The  black  pall,  the  raquieoi. 
Among  other  ceremonies,  a  pall  was  thrown  over 
her,  and  a  requiem  sung. 

Note  153.  page  66.  col.  2. 
Unabeathes  hie  %rioga. 
He  is  of  the  beetle-tribe. 

Note  154,  page  66,  col.  2. 

Blaaof  by  ftta  si  from  exceH  of  joy. 

For,  in  that  upper  clime,  efltitcenee  oomee 

or  gladncM.  Cary*s  Da»U. 

Note  155,  page  67,  col.  1. 

Singing  the  naraery-eong  he  learnt  lo  toon. 

There  is  a  song  to  the  luociola  in  every  dialect  of 

Italy;  as  for  instance  in  the  Genoese : 

Cabela,  vegni  a  baao ; 
Ti  dajo  on  cage  de  lette. 

The  Roman  is  in  a  higher  strain : 

Bella  n^ina.  etc 

Note  156,  page  67,  ooL  1. 
And  the  yoong  nymph,  preparing  for  the  dsaea. 
lo  piglio,  quando  il  di  giange  al  confinSk 
Le  luociole  ne'  prati  amnj  ridotte, 
£,  come  gemme.  le  coroparto  aJ  crioe ; 
Poi  fra  I'ombre  da*  rai  Tivi  interrotte 
Mi  preeento  ai  Paatori.  e  ognan  mi  diee : 
Clori  ha  le  MeUe  al  crin  come  ha  la  Notts.   Ft 


Note  157.  page  67,  col.  1. 
Those  trees,  religious  once  and  always  green. 
Pliny  mentbns  an  extraordinary  instance  of  lon- 
gevity in  the  ilex.  "There  is  one."  says  he.  ** in  the 
Vatican  older  than  the  City  itself  An  Einiscan  in- 
scription in  letters  of  brass  attests  that  even  in  those 
days  the  tree  was  held  sacred :"  and  il  is  remarkable 
that  there  is  at  this  time  on  the  Vatican  mount  an 
ilex  of  great  antiquity.  It  is  in  a  grove  just  above  the 
palace-gard^a 

Note  158.  page  67,  coL  1. 
(Bo  sooM  sTcr,  sod  who  would  not  bsKs«st) 
•  I  did  not  tall  yoa  that  jnat  balow  ^  fint  ftU,  on 


the  side  of  the  roek,  and  hanging  ovar  that  torrent 
are  little  mina  which  they  show  you  for  lioraoa% 
house,  a  curious  situation  to  observe  the 

Prvoepa  Anio,  et  Tibnmi  locos,  st  ada 
Mobilibus  pomaria  rivis.  Oray's  Ltltmw* 

Note  159.  page  68.  col  2. 
Like  one  awaking  in  a  dislant  tins. 
The  place  here  described  is  near  Mola  dt  Gafita, 
in  the  kingdom  of  Naples. 

Note  160,  page  68,  ooL  2. 

When  they  that  robb'd.  were  raeo  of  better  fkifh. 

Alluding  to  Alfonso  Piccolomini.    **  Stupiva  ciaa 

ctmo  che,  mentre  un  bandito  oeservava  rigomaainenf 

la  sua  parula,  il  Papa  non  avesse  ribrezzo  di  mancara 

alia  propria." — Galluzzi.  ii,  364. 

He  was  hanged  at  Florence,  March  16, 1591 

Note  161,  page  66,  ool  2. 
When  along  the  nhore. 

Tasso  was  returning  from  Naples  to  Rone,  aad 
had  arrived  at  Mola  di  Ga^ta,  when  he  received  ^m 
tribute  of  respect.  The  captain  of  the  troop 
Marco  di  Sciarra.  See  Manso.  Vitadd  Tbssa 
had  a  similar  adventure  with  Filippo  Pachiona 
Baeuffaldi. 

Note  162,  page  69,  ool  1. 
As  by  a  spell  they  start  op  In  array. 
**Cette  race  de  bandits  a  ses  radnes  dana  la  popiH 
huioQ  m^me  du  pays.  La  police  ne  sait ou  lea  tfoavar." 

LtUre*  de  CuATKkfmEaik 

Note  163,  page  69,  col  2. 
Three  days  they  lay  in  ambush  at  ny  gmts. 
This  story  was  written  in  the  year  1820,  and  ii 
founded  on  the  many  narratives  which  at  that  UBM 
were  circulating  in  Rome  and  Naples. 

Note  164,  page  71,  ool  2. 
And  in  the  track  of  him  who  went  to  dis. 
The  Elder  Pliny.     See  the  letters  in  which  Ui 
nephew  relates  to  Tacitiu  the  circtmistancea  of  hia 
death. 

Note  165,  page  74,  col.  1. 
The  fishing-town,  AroalU 
**  Amalfi  fell,  after  three  hundred  years  of  praa> 
perity ;  but  the  poverty  of  one  thousand  fishennen  ii 
yet  dignified  by  the  remains  of  an  arsenal,  a  cathe- 
dral, and  the  palaces  of  royal  merchants."— ^ibboii. 

Note  166,  page  74,  ool  2. 

A  Hospital,  that,  nifhl  and  day,  reo«?sd 
The  pilgrims  of  tlie  west. 

It  u-as  dedicated  to  Saint  John. 

Note  167,  page  74,  col  2. 
relics  of  ancient  Greece. 

Among  other  things  the  Pandects  of  Justinian 
found  there  in  1137.  By  the  Ptsans  they  were 
from  Amain,  by  the  Florentines  from  Pisa;  and  they 
are  now  presened  with  religious  care  in  the  Lauras 
tian  Library. 

Note  168,  page  74,  col  2. 
Grain  from  the  golden  Tales  of  Sicily. 
There  is  at  this  day  in  Syracuse  a  stivet  otOad 
La  Strada  degli  AmalfitanL 
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Roto  169,  iHfB  74,  eoL  9. 


ItwMmdMjMr839.  SMlfnmtflri.  AitChraiioi 
Atoilpliiisiu  FkunwDttb 

Noto  im  PM9  7<  ooL  9. 

Bf  dflcren,  Mya  GiuuiaoB,  they  made  themielyei 
tmmm  throqgh  the  world.  The  Turini  Amelfitani 
wtt9  a  eoin  lunilar  to  all  natiooi;  end  their  mari- 
titoe  code  ragnlaied  eYeiywhere  the  commerce  of  the 
aM.  Ifaaf  chmchea  in  the  Eaan.  were  by  them  built 
~  cndofwed:  by  them  wai  firrt  founded  in  Palfetine 
renowned  military  Order  of  St.  John  of 
I ;  and  who  doea  not  know  that  the  Man- 
Mr^a  Conpaai  waa  invented  by  a  dtim  of  Amalfi? 

Note  171,  page  75,  ooL  1. 
Tht  ah  h  wwmt  with  viokli.  raaoiBg  wUd. 
The  violeii  of  I^Bttum  were  aa  proverbial  aa  the 
laaa^    Blartial  ^mf^^j"""  them  with  the  honey  of 
Hyfala. 

Note  179,  page  75,  ooL  1. 

Those  rtimnhli  to  praekNM  and  to  ktolr  ioiL 

TIm  JntrodnctioQ  to  hk  treatiee  on  Glory.  Cic.  ad 

AiLZTi,6.  For  an  aoooont  of  the  kMB  of  that  treatise, 

aae  Petrarch,  E^tut  Rer,;  Sk?iiuuii,  it,  i ;  and  Baylk, 


Note  173,  page  75,  coL  3. 

oad  Pondooia  raee. 

Origmally  a  Greek  City  under  that  name,  and  after. 
waida  a  Roman  City,  under  the  name  of  Psestum. 
8ee  MitCmie  lliit  of  Greece,  chnp.  x.  sec.  2.  It  was 
surprised  and  dcatnn-ed  by  the  Saracens  at  the  be- 
guoing  of  the  tenth  century. 

Note  174,  pace  76,  col.  1. 
"  What  bansi  behind  that  curtain  1" 

This  stor%'.  if  a  pton*  it  can  be  cnlle<],  is  fictitious; 
and  I  have  ilone  little  more  tlian  give  it  ns  I  received 
it  It  lia«  already  appeare<l  in  pnwe ;  but  with  luany 
alteratiMns  and  additional  cirruniMtnnces. 

The  ab^»ey  of  Mimle  Cawino  is  the  moat  ancient 
and  venerable  house  of  the  Benrdictine  Order.  It  is 
Btoaled  within  tlAc^n  leaipies  of  Naples,  on  the  in- 
biid  road  lo  Rome ;  and  no  houi$e  is  inore  hospitable. 

Note  175,  page  76,  col.  1. 
Fur  ble  ia  ■ordf  tharr,  and  viMble  change. 
There  an*  many  rairarulous  pictures  in  Italy;  but 
•uoe,  I  believe,  were  over  before  described  as  nialig- 
labt  in  their  influence. 

Note  176,  page  76.  coL  2. 
Whhio  a  erased  and  tatter'd  vehids. 
Then  degraded,  and  belonging  to  a  Vettorina 

Note  177,  page  76,  coL  2. 
A  dhirld  as  ipleadid  as  the  Rardi  wear. 
A  Florentine  fiimily  of  great  antiquity.  In  the  sixty- 


third  novel  of  Franco  Sacchetty  we  read,  that  • 
atianger,  aoddenly  entenng  Giotto'a  study  thrrw 
down  a  shield  and  departed,  saying,  **Fkint  roe  mf 
arms  in  that  shield  ;"  and  that  Giotto,  looking  after 
him,  ezckumed,  *«Who  is  ho?  What  ia  he?  He  eaya. 
Paint  me  my  arms,  as  if  he  was  one  of  the  Banh  J 
What  arms  does  he  bearT 

Note  178,  page  77,  ooL  1. 
Doria,  PisaoL 
Fi^Sanino  Doria,  Nioolo  Pisani ;  thoee  great  ieameo, 
who  balanced  for  BO  many  yean  the  fortimea  of  Genoa 
and  Venice. 

Note  179,  page  77,  ooL  1. 
Raflfing  with  many  an  oar  the  errstalfies  ssa. 
The  Feluea  ia  a  large  boat  for  rowing  and  eaiUni^ 
much  used  in  the  Mediterranean. 

Note  180,  page  77,  ooL  1. 
How  oft  where  now  ws  rods. 
Every  reader  of  Spanish  poetry  ia  ■<^nf»n1iwl  witfi 
that  aflbcting  romance  of  G<mgora, 

Amarrado  al  dsio  banco,  ate. 
Lord  Holland  has  translated  it  in  hia  lift  of  Ldm 
Vega. 

Note  181,  page  77,  coL  3. 
Here  he  Hved. 

The  Piazza  Doria,  or,  as  it  is  now  called,  the  Plaoa 
di  San  Matteo,  insignificant  as  it  may  be  «V*iighl;  it 
to  me  the  most  interesting  place  in  Genoa.  It  waa 
there  that  Doria  assembled  the  people,  whenhega^e 
them  their  liberty  (Sigooii  Vita  Dorias) ;  and  on  ono 
side  of  it  is  the  church  he  lies  buried  in,  on  the  other 
a  house,  originally  of  very  small  dimensions,  with 
this  inscription:  S.  C  Androse  de  Auria  Patriae liber- 
atori  Munus  Publicum. 

Tlie  streets  of  old  Genoa,  like  those  of  Venice^ 
were  constructed  only  for  foot-passengers. 

Note  182,  page  77,  col.  2. 
Held  many  a  plca«uit.  many  a  grave  diecoiuss. 
See  his  Life  by  Sigouio. 

Note  183,  page  77,  coL  2. 

A  houtfe  of  trade. 

\\'hen  I  snw  it  in  1822,  a  basket-maker  lived  on 
the  ground-floor,  tmd  over  him  a  seller  of  chocolalc^ 

Note  184,  pope  78,  col.  1. 

Before  the  ocrnn-wave  thy  wenlth  reflected. 

Alluding  to  the  Fnliu-e  which  he  built  afterwards 

and  in  which  he    twico   entertained   the  Emperor 

Charles  the  Fifth.    It  is  the  most  magnificent  edifice 

on  the  bay  of  Genoa. 

Note  185,  page  78,  col.  1. 

The  ambitioui  man,  that  in  a  pcriloos  hoar 
Fell  from  the  plank. 

Fiesca  See  Robertson's  History  of  the  Empeni« 
Charles  the  FiAh. 
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ODE  TO  SUPERSTITION » 

1. 1. 

flKNCE,  to  the  rMlim  of  Night,  dire  demon,  hence! 

Thy  chain  of  adamant  can  bind 

That  little  world,  the  human  mind, 
And  sink  ibi  noblest  powers  to  impotence. 

Wake  the  lion's  loudest  roar. 

Clot  his  shaggy  mane  with  gore. 

With  flasliing  fury  bid  his  eye-balls  shine ; 

Meek  is  his  savage,  sullen  soid,  to  thine! 

Thy  touch,  thy  deadening  touch  has  steel'd  the 
brcant. 

Whence,  through  her  April-shower,  soA  Pity  smiled; 

Has  closed  the  heart  each  godlike  virtue  blesi'd. 

To  all  the  silent  pleadings  of  his  child.* 

At  thy  command  he  plants  the  dagger  deep, 
At  thy  command  exults,  though  Nature  bids  him  weep ! 

1.2. 

When,  with  a  frown  that  frote  the  peopled  earth,* 
Thou  dartedst  thy  huge  head  from  high. 
Night  waved  her  baimers  o*cr  the  sky. 
And,  brooding,  gave  her  shapeless  shadows  birth. 
Rocking  on  the  billowy  air. 
Ha !  what  withering  phantoms  glare ! 
At  blows  the  blast  with  many  a  sudden  swell, 
At  each  dead  pause,  what  shrill-loncd  voices  yell! 
The  sheeted  spectre,  rising  from  the  tomb, 
Pbints  to  the  munierer's  stab,  and  shudders  by ; 
In  every  grove  is  felt  a  heavier  gloom. 
That  veils  its  genius  from  the  vulgar  eye: 
The  spirit  of  the  water  rides  the  storm. 
And,  through  the  mist,  reveals  the  terrore  of  his  form. 

1.3. 

O'er  solid  seas,  where  Winter  reigns. 

And  hulds  each  mount.iin-wave  in  chains. 
The  fur-clad  savage,  ere  he  guides  his  deer 

By  glistering  star-light  through  the  snow, 
Breathes  soflly  in  her  wondering  ear 

Each  potent  spell  thou  badest  him  know. 

By  thee  inspired,  on  India's  sands. 

Full  in  the  sun  the  Bramin  stands; 

And,  while  the  panting  tigress  hies 

To  quench  her  fever  in  the  stream. 

His  sfiirit  laughfi  iii  agoriieii, 
Smit  by  the  soon-hingit  of  the  noontide  beam. 

Mark  who  mouiiift  the  sabred  pyre,^ 
Blooming  in  her  bridal  v<>Mt  : 

She  hurls  iho  tore)) !  she  fans  the  fire ! 
To  die  is  to  \yo  bloJil : 

She  claspj!  hi»r  loni  to  part  no  more. 

And,  sii^hincr.  MinkM!  btit  sinki  Ut  sitar. 

O'ershadowiiig  S<v»tin's  dc^'rt  const, 
The  Sisters  sail  in  duiky  s:a?e,* 

And.  wmpt  in  cIokIh.  in  iem|)OHts  tost. 
Weave  the  airy  web  of  Fate; 

I  Wrilt«^  in  i»«rlr  jroii'h. 
%  Tho  Mcnftrc  of  Ip!iijenia. 

3  IjuerotiiM  I.  fTt. 

4  Th«  ftinersl  rite  of  Um  HimiofM. 

5  riM  FsMi  aruw  NartiMni  M/tbolocy.  8ta  Ila0il*s  A»- 


While  the  lone  shepherd,  near  Che  diiplflM 
Sees  o'er  her  hills  advance  the  long-dimwa  fiimsil 
train. 

ILL 

Thou  spakest,  and  lo !  a  new  eraation  i^ow'dL 

Each  unhewn  mass  of  living  ttune 

Was  clad  in  horrors  not  its  own. 
And  at  its  base  the  trembling  nationi  bow\L 

Giant  Error,  darkly  grand, 

Grasp'd  the  globe  with  iron  hand. 
Circled  with  seats  of  bliss,  the  Lord  of  ligfat 
Saw  prostrate  worlds  adore  his  golden  height 
The  statue,  waking  uith  immortal  powen,' 
Springs   from  its  parent  earth,  and  ahakae  die 

spheres ;  t 

The  indignant  pyramid  sublimely  towen. 
And  braves  the  efiiirts  of  a  host  of  yean. 
Sweet  Music  breathes  her  soul  into  the  whnd ; 
And  bright-eyed  Painting  stamps  the  image  of  the 
mind. 

II.  2. 
Round  their  rude  ark  old  Egypt's  sorcerem  liie! 

A  timbrell'd  anthem  swells  the  gale, 

And  bids  the  God  of  Thunders  hail;* 
W^ith  luwings  loud  the  captive  Gud  repliea. 

Clouds  of  incense  woo  thy  smile, 

Scaly  monarch  of  the  Nile!* 
But  ail!  what  myriads  claim  the  bended  knee!* 
Go,  count  the  busy  drops  that  swell  the  sea. 
Proud  land!  wliat  eye  can  inu^  thy  m>'siic  loi% 
Lock'd  up  in  characters  as  dark  as  night  ?* 
What  eye  those  long,  long  labyrinths  dare  explore^* 
To  which  the  |.iart(Ml  fuul  oft  wings  her  flight ; 
Again  to  visit  her  cold  cell  of  clay, 
Charm'd  with  pereimial  sweets,  and  smiling  at  decay  f 

II.  3. 

On  yon  hoar  summit,  mildly  bright* 
With  purple  ether's  li(]uid  light. 
High  o'er  the  world,  the  white-robed  Magi 

On  dazzling  bursts  of  heavenly  fire ; 

Start  at  each  blue,  portentous  blaace. 

Each  flame  that  flits  with  adverM  spire. 

But  say,  what  sounds  my  ear  invade 

From  htilphi's  venerable  uliade? 

The  temple  rocks,  the  laurel  waves ! 

"The  G.hI!  the  (Jot! !"  the  .Sibyl  cries.* 

Her  figure  kwoIIs,  she  iimnis.  she  raves? 
Her  figure  swells  to  more  that  mortal  siae! 

Stn^iuA  of  rupture  roll  along, 

Silvor  uoU'H  aM'cnd  the  skies : 
Wako,  Echo,  wake  and  catch  the  song. 
Oh  catch  it,  ere  it  dies ! 


1  An  filiimion  to  ihn  S^cnnd-sirht. 

3  9«-p  UiHi  fiti#  docrription  of  the  SMMeo  sninwtioe  of  Iks 
PhlliHitim.  in  th<>i*>coiMl  bouk  of  tiie  if-'n«'id. 
3  ThA  liiill.  Api4.  4  Thn  CroctidiW. 

5  Arrop'inx  In  nn  nnri^nt  proTerb,  i(  WhS  Wm  dificok  ia 
Eerpi  to  ftitd  n  kimI  thnu  a  man. 

6  The  Hi»  r.»if  lypliira.  7  TTwj  rntucnmla 

8  "  The  IVrviniiti,**  Kijri  ll«*rn(!otiia.  "  hiiv«*  no  tern  plea,  akai 
oratatiMM.  Thi  r  ■nrrifirt  nn  ihr  tnpa  nf  ihn  hiihal  numiitslas  ** 
I.  131. 

9  i£o.  VL  4fll  tlo. 


HIBCELLAMEOtTS  POEM& 


01 


TIm  Sbfl  ipnta^  te  dram  b  tf'cr, 
TIm  briy  hHpHipi  cIhuid  bo  raorab 

dMGodlieQntNii 

Iba  facmM  of  Imt  ioo], 

TIm  cftvam  ftoms;  its  himdnd  maodM  hdcIom! 
A^  k  te  tkotidii^  voiM,  ^  &!•  of  copira  flovw! 


in.i. 

ibj  VnuMlm  airaka  the  dead! 
Wnm  in  brown  oaki  would  never  dnra 
Eran  iraaptr  to  the  idle  air ; 
Bilai  dM  faftTe  chun*d  old  Oceui  on  hk  bed. 
flhhrtf^d  bf  thjr  pietang  glance 
PoiniWei  frlk  the  hero's  lance. 
nf  mgic  bidi  the  imperial  eagle  fly,' 
And  falMia  the  lanraate  wreath  of  Yictory. 
Haifc*  the  bafd*a  aoul  inepirei  the  vocal  string! 
At  eireiy  pawe  dread  Silence  hoven  o*er: 
While  mnrfcjr  Ni^  Mill  round  on  raven-wing, 
Deepening  the  tempest**  howl,  the  torrent**  roar; 
bf  the  Mom  from  Snowdon't  awfiil  brow, 
late  she  late  and  eoowrd  on  the  black  wave 


m.9. 

Lb,  Hael-rlad  War  hit  gmgeous  standard  rears! 

The  rpd-4-rasB  aquadrons  madlf  rage,' 

And  mnw  through  infiuicy  and  age ; 
Tlien  kisa  the  sarrad  dust  and  melt  in  tears. 

Veiling  from  the  eye  of  day, 

Fmance  dreams  her  life  away ; 
in  cloisier'd  solitude  she  sits  and  sighs. 
While  from  each  shrine  still,  small  rpsponsea  rise. 
Hear,  with  what  heart-felt  beat,  the  midnight-bell 
Swings  its  slow  summons  through  (he  hollow  pile! 
Tlie  weak,  wan  votarist  leaves  her  twilight-cell, 
To  walk,  uith  taper  dim,  the  winding  aisle ; 
With  rhiMral  rhantingn  vainly  to  aii{>ire. 
Beyond  this  nether  s{ihere,  on  Rapture's  wing  of  fire. 

III.  3. 
I/ird  of  eorh  pang  the  nerves  can  feel. 
Hence  with  the  rack  and  reeking  wheel. 
Faith  iiftji  the  soul  ahuve  this  little  hull! 
While  glearon  of  glory  open  round, 
And  circling  choini  of  angels  call, 
Can»(  thou,  with  all  thy  termni  crowu'd, 
Hope  III  olwcnre  that  latent  spark. 
Destined  to  shine  when  suns  are  dark  f 
Thy  triumphs  cease!  throuf^h  every  land, 
Hark!  Truth  pniclaims,  thy  triumplis  cease! 
Her  heavenly  form,  with  clowin^  hand, 
Benisnly  points  to  piety  ami  peace. 
Flush'd  with  miih  her  looks  impart 

Earh  fine  feeling  as  it  fiow<; 
Her  voice  the  echo  of  a  heart 

Pure  as  the  mo<mtain-«nowa : 
Celestial  transports  round  her  play, 
And  n>Aly.  sweetly  die  away. 
She  srajlen !  and  where  is  now  the  cloud 

That  blarken*d  o'er  thy  baleful  reign? 
Gnro  darkness  furls  his  leaden  shroud. 

Shrinking  from  her  glance  in  vain. 


TseitiM,  t  rir,  e.  SD. 

rmarkabh*  emnt  hsppennd  at  th«  rien  sod  nA  of 
.  ■  the  bil  mr  of  ilw  ekrcath  centary.  Msttk 


Her  lonch  imlocfca  the  day^apiing  from  ahore^ 
And  lo!  it  viiita  man  with  beama  of  li|^t  aad  kn% 


VERSES 
WMTrm  TO  IE  ■POKKif  BT  Mit.  wnxDotm} 

Tn,  'tis  the  pulse  of  life!  my  feaia  were  ywm 
I  vrake,  I  breathe,  and  am  myself  again. 
Still  in  this  nether  worid ;  no  seraph  yet! 
Nor  walks  my  spirit,  when  the  sim  is  set, 
With  troubled  step  to  haunt  the  fetal  board, 
Whero  I  died  last — by  poison  or  the  swoid ; 
Blanching  each  honest  cheek  with  deeds  of  ni^ 
Done  here  so  oft  by  dim  and  doubtful  light 

— ^To  drop  all  metaphor,  that  little  beU 
Call'd  back  reality,  and  broke  the  spelL 
No  heroine  claims  your  tean  with  tni^'c  tone  s 
A  very  woman — scarce  reatrains  her  own ! 
Can  she,  with  fictkm,  charm  the  cheated  mind, 
When  to  be  grateful  is  the  part  assign'd? 
Ah  no!  she  soorna  the  trappings  of  her  Art; 
No  theme  but  truth,  no  prompter  bul  the  heart! 

But,  Ladiea,  say,  must  I  alone  unmask  ? 
Is  here  no  other  actress  ?  let  me  aak. 
Believe  me,  those,  who  best  the  heart  dissect 
Know  eveiy  Woman  studies  stoge-eflect 
She  moulds  her  mannen  to  the  part  she  fil]% 
As  Instinct  teaches,  or  aa  Humor  wills ; 
And,  as  the  grave  or  gay  her  talent  caUi^ 
Acts  in  the  drama  till  the  curtain  falls. 

First  how  her  little  breast  with  triumph  awatb 
When  the  red  eoral  rings  its  golden  bells! 
To  play  in  pantomime  is  then  the  rage. 
Along  the  carpet*s  many-color'd  stage ; 
Or  lisp  her  merry  thoughts  with  loud  endeavor. 
Now  here,  now  there — in  noise  and  mischief  ever 

A  school-girl  next,  she  curls  her  hair  in  papera 
And  mimics  father's  gout,  and  mother's  vapors ; 
Discards  her  doll,  bribes  Betty  fur  romances ; 
Playful  at  church,  and  serious  when  she  dancea; 
Tramples  alike  on  customs  and  on  toes. 
And  whispers  all  she  hears  to  all  she  knows; 
Terror  of  raps,  and  wigs,  and  sober  notions ! 
A  romp !  that  Itmftest  of  perpetual  motions ! 
— Till  tamed  and  tortured  into  foreign  gracea. 
She  sports  her  lovely  face  at  public  places ; 
And  with  blue,  laughing  cr^'cs,  behind  her  fen. 
First  acts  her  part  with  that  great  actor,  Man. 

Too  soon  a  flirt,  approach  hrr  and  she  flies! 
Frnwms  when  pursued,  and.  when  entreated,  sigha! 
Plays  with  tmhappy  men  as  cats  with  mice ; 
Till  fading  heouty  hints  the  late  advice. 
Her  prudence  dictates  what  her  pride  disdain*d, 
Aivl  now  she  sues  to  slaves  herself  had  chain'd! 

Then  comes  that  good  old  character,  a  Wife, 
With  all  the  dear  distracting  rares  of  life ; 
A  thousand  cards  a  day  at  doors  to  leave. 
And.  in  return,  a  thousand  cards  receive ; 
Rouge  high,  play  deep,  to  lead  the  ton  aspire. 
With  niehily  blaze  set  Portlsnd-place  on  fire; 
Snatch  half  a  glimpse  at  Concert,  Opera,  Ball, 
A  meteor,  traced  by  none,  though  seen  by  all  • 


1  AAer  •  Trandr.  psrfnnnMl  for  her  bsoafit  st  the  1 
Xorsl  ia  Dniry-laae,  April  S7,  ITU^ 
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And,  when  her  shattered  nerves  Ibrbid  to  roam, 
la  very  spleen — rchcarBc  the  girU  at  home. 

Last,  the  grey  Dowager,  in  ancient  llouncet, 
With  snuff  and  spectacles  tlie  age  denounces ; 
lioasts  how  the  Sires  of  this  degenerate  Isle 
Knelt  for  a  look,  and  ducIlM  (or  a  smile. 
I^he  scourge  and  ridicule  of  (Joth  and  Vandal, 
Her  tea  she  sweetens,  as  she  sips,  with  scandal ; 
With  modem  Belles  eternal  warfare  wages. 
Like  her  own  birds  tliat  clamor  from  their  cages ; 
And  shuffles  round  to  bear  her  tale  to  all, 
Like  some  old  Ruin,  **  nodding  to  its  fall !" 

Thus  Woman  makes  her  entrance  and  her  exit ; 
Not  least  an  actress,  when  she  least  sus|)ecta  it 
Yet  Nature  ofi  peeps  out  and  mars  the  plot, 
Each  lesson  lost,  each  poor  pretence  forgot ; 
Full  oft,  with  energy  thol  scorns  control. 
At  once  lights  up  the  features  of  the  soul ; 
Unlocks  each  thought  chain'd  down  by  coward  Art, 
And  to  full  day  the  latent  passions  start ! 
—And  she,  whose  first,  best  wish  is  your  applause, 
Herself  exemplifies  the  truth  she  draws. 
J3om  on  the  stage — through  every  shifting  scene. 
Obscure  or  bright,  tempestuous  or  serene, 
Still  has  your  smile  her  trembling  spirit  fired ! 
And  can  she  act,  with  thoughts  like  these  inspired? 
TTius  from  her  mind  all  artifice  she  flings. 
All  skill,  all  practice,  now  unmeaning  things ! 
To  you,  oncheck'd.  each  genuine  feeling  flows ; 
For  all  that  life  endears — to  you  she  owes. 


ON 


ASLEEP. 


Sleep  on,  and  dream  of  Heaven  awhile. 
Though  shut  so  clooo  thy  laughing  eyes. 
Thy  rosy  Ups  still  wear  a  smile. 
And  move,  and  breathe  delicious  sighs ! — 

Ah,  now  soft  blushes  tinge  her  cheeks. 
And  mantle  o'er  her  neck  of  snow. 
Al    now  she  murmurs,  now  she  speaks 
>Vhat  most  1  wish — and  fear  to  know. 

8he  starts,  she  trembles,  and  she  weeps ! 
Her  fair  hands  folded  on  her  breast. 
— And  now,  how  like  a  saint  she  sleeps ! 
A  seraph  in  the  realms  of  rest ! 

Sleep  on  secure !    Above  control. 
Thy  thoughts  belong  to  Heaven  and  thee ' 
And  may  the  secret  of  thy  soul 
Remain  within  its  sanctuary] 


TO 


Go— you  may  rail  it  madness,  folly; 
You  shall  not  chase  my  gloom  away. 
There's  such  a  charm  in  melancholy, 
I  wx>uld  not,  if  I  could,  be  gay. 

Oh  if  you  knew  th?  pensive  pleasure 
That  fills  my  boaom  when  I  sigh, 
Yoa  would  nit  rob  me  of  a  treaaiire 
Mooorciit  are  loo  poor  to  buy. 


FROM  EURIPIDEa 

Thkrk  b  a  streamlet  issuing  from  •  rook. 
The  village^rls,  singing  wild  madrigalai 
Dip  their  white  vestments  in  its  waters  clMr» 
And  hang  them  to  the  sun.    There  first  I  nw  lier 
Her  dark  and  clo(]uent  eyes,  mild,  full  of  fire, 
"T  was  heaven  to  look  upon ;  and  her  sweet 
As  tunable  as  harp  of  many  stringa. 
At  once  spoke  joy  and  sadness  to  my  soul ! 


Dear  is  that  valley  to  the  murmurmg  bees ; 
And  nil,  who  know  it.  come  and  come  again. 
The  small  binls  build  there ;  and,  at  summer^iooil 
Oft  have  I  heard  a  child,  gay  among  flowen. 
As  in  the  Rhining  grass  she  sale  conceal'd. 
Sing  to  herself    •  *  • 


CAPTIVITY. 

Caged  in  old  woods,  whose  reverend  echoea  wake 
When  the  hem  screams  along  the  distant  lake. 
Her  little  heart  oft  flutters  to  be  free. 
Oft  sighs  to  turn  the  unrelenting  key. 
In  vain !  the  nuree  tlmi  rusted  relic  wean. 
Nor  moved  l)y  gold — nor  to  be  moved  by  teen  { 
And  terraced  walls  their  black  reflection  throw 
On  the  green-mantled  moat  that  sleeps  below. 


THE  SAILOR. 

TuE  Soilor  sighs  as  sinks  his  native  shore. 
As  all  its  lessening  turrets  bluely  fade ; 
Ho  clinilM  the  mast  to  feiut  his  eye  once  more» 
And  busy  Fancy  fondly  lends  her  aid. 

Ah !  now  each  dear,  domestic  scene  he  knew, 
Recnll'd  and  cherish 'd  in  a  foreign  clime. 
Charms  with  the  magic  of  a  moonlight  view; 
Its  colors  mellowed,  not  impair'd,  by  time. 

True  as  the  needle,  homeward  points  his  heart. 
Through  all  the  horrors  of  the  stormy  main; 
This,  the  la»t  wish  that  would  with  life  depart. 
To  see  the  smile  of  her  he  loves  again. 

When  Mom  fini  faintly  dmws  her  silver  line. 
Or  Eve's  grey  cloud  descendH  to  drink  the  wave 
Ulien  sea  and  sky  in  midniphl-dnrkness  join. 
Still,  still  he  views  the  porting  look  she  gave. 

Her  gentle  spirit,  liirhtly  hovering  o'er. 
Attends  his  little  Inrk  from  pole  to  pole ; 
And  when  the  In^atinp^  bilUmn  round  him  roar. 
Whispers  sweet  hope  to  soothe  his  troubled  aouL 

Carved  is  her  name  in  many  a  spicy  groTe, 
In  many  a  plantain-forest,  waving  wide ; 
Where  dusky  youths  in  painted  plumage  roira. 
And  giant  palms  o'er-arch  the  golden  tide. 

But  lo.  at  last  he  comes  with  crowded  sail! 
Lo,  o*er  the  cliff  what  eager  figures  bend! 
And  hark,  what  mingled  munnun  swell  the  §ilt 
In  eech  he  hean  the  welooDM  of  a  iheDd. 
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M 


-Th  Ab,  lb  At  henelf!  i!i0  wsroi  hw  buid! 
ii  the  aiichor  cart,  the  cenvM  finrl'd ; 
iltaQagh  the  whiteoing  euige  hetpiingi  to  lend* 
Aod  f4aepi  the  mekl  he  w^ed  from  the  worid. 


TO  AN  OLD  OAK. 


; 


duraado  MKola,  TiedL  Firf. 


BotniB  thee,  aki^  no  ihedowi  wore ! 
Fran  thee  no  Mcied  murmun  breethe ! 
Tec  within  thee,  thyself  e  grove, 
Onoe  did  the  eagle  •cream  above. 
And  the  wolf  howl  beneath. 

llieie  onee  the  fteel-clad  knight  leclined, 
Hii  table  plumage  tempeat-tOM'd ; 
And,  ai  the  death-bell  tmote  the  wind, 
Fram  toweie  long  fled  bjr  hmnan  kind. 
Hie  brow  the  hero  cnv'd ! 

Tfien  Coltnre  came,  and  daya  aerene; 
And  village^porta,  and  garland*  gay. 
Fall  many  a  pathway  craa'd  the  green; 
Aiid  maids  and  abepherd-jroutba  wera  leen 
To  oelebimte  the  May. 

Father  of  many  a  Ibreit  deep^ 
Whence  many  a  navy  thonder-fian^! 
Efst  in  thy  aoom^KlLi  asleep, 
80141  deetined  o*er  the  worid  to  sweeps 
Opening  new  apherea  of  thought! 

Wnnt  in  the  night  of  ^-ooda  to  dwell, 
Tho  h*»ly  Dniid  saw  thoe  rise ; 
Ami.  plantinc:  thero  the  guardian  spell. 
Sons  (brth,  the  dreadful  pomp  to  swell 
Of  human  sacrifice ! 

Hiy  singrd  top  and  brnnches  here 
Nnia  stragj^Ie  in  the  cvening-Hky ; 
And  the  wan  moon  wheels  round  to  glare 
On  the  long  com  that  shivers  there 
Of  him  who  came  to  die ! 


TO  TWO  SISTERS.' 

Well  may  yon  sit  within,  and,  fond  of  grief^ 
Look  in  e^ch  other's  fiice,  and  melt  in  tears. 
Well  may  >'ou  shun  all  counsel,  all  relief 
Oh  she  waa  great  in  mind,  though  young  in  years ! 


Changed  is  that  lovely  countenance,  which  shed 
light  when  she  spoke,  and  kindled  sweet  surprise, 
As  o*er  her  frame  each  warm  emotion  spread, 
Fby'd  round  her  lipa,  and  sparkled  in  her  eyes. 

Those  lipa  so  pare,  that  moved  but  to  persuade 
Still  to  the  last  enliven'd  and  endear'd. 
Those  eyes  at  once  her  secret  soul  convey*d, 
Aad  erver  beam*d  delight  when  you  appear*d 


1  On  the  dsaih  of  a  fooac  cr  liilsr. 


IS 


Tet  has  she  fled  the  life  of  bUs  below, 
That  youthful  Hope  in  bright  perspective  drewt 
False  were  the  thits !  false  as  the  feverish  glow 
That  o'er  her  burning  cheek  Distemper  threw  * 

And  ix>w  in  joy  she  dwells,  in  glory  movea ! 
(Okny  and  joy  leeerved  for  you  to  riiare.) 
Far,  far  more  blest  in  blessing  those  she  levee 
Than  they,  alaa!  unconscious  of  her  care 


ON  A  TEAR. 

Oh  !  that  the  Chemist's  magic  art 
Could  crystallize  this  sacred  treasure ! 
Long  should  it  glitter  near  my  heart, 
A  secret  source  of  pensive  pleesure 

The  little  brilliant,  ere  it  fell. 
Its  lustre  caught  firom  Chloe's  eye ; 
Then,  trembling,  left  its  conl  cell-- 
The  spring  of  Sensibility! 

Sweet  drop  of  pure  and  pearly  light 
In  thee  the  rays  of  Virtue  shine ; 
More  calmly  clear,  more  mildly  bright 
Than  any  gem  that  gilds  the  mine. 

Benign  restorer  of  the  sonl ! 
Who  ever  fly'st  to  bring  relief; 
When  first  we  feel  the  rude  control 
Of  Love  or  Pity.  Joy  or  Griefl 

The  sage's  and  the  poet's  theme^ 
In  eveiy  clime,  in  eveiy  age ; 
Thou  charm*9t  in  Fancy's  idle  dreamt 
In  Reason's  philosophic  page. 

That  very  law '  which  moulds  a  tear. 
And  bids  it  trickle  from  its  source, 
That  law  pre9er\'e8  the  earth  a  sf^ere. 
And  guides  the  planets  in  their  couise. 


TO  A  VOICE  THAT  HAD  BEEN  LOST." 


Vane,  quid  affbctai  fariem  mibi  pooere,  pietor  t 

ASria  et  lincuv  *uin  filia ; 

Ct,  ai  via  aimtlem  pingpra,  pinge  aonum.    jSMtotu*§ 


Once  more,  Enchantress  of  the  soul. 
Once  more  we  hail  thy  soft  control. 
—Yet  whither,  whither  didst  thou  fly? 
To  what  bright  ropion  of  the  sky  ? 
Say,  in  wliat  diatant  alar  to  dwell  ? 
(Of  other  worlds  thou  aeem'st  to  tell) 
Or  trembling,  fluttering  here  below, 
Resolved  and  unresolved  to  go. 
In  secret  didst  thou  still  impart 
Thy  rnptiutn  to  the  pure  in  heart  ? 

Perhaps  to  many  a  desert  shore. 
Thee,  in  hia  rage,  the  Trmpeat  bore ; 
Thy  broken  murRiura  swept  aione, 
*Mid  Echues  yet  untuned  by  song ; 


1  Tiw  law  of  craTitation. 


8  hi  ths  winter  sf  JSVk 
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Armled  in  ihe  renlma  of  Fmt, 
Or  in  Ihe  wildi  of  E\brr  l«L 

Till  happier  ituiu  '■  't  wu  ihine  lo  mar 
on  Ibe  winged  wind. 
iphfl  who  ihnLJ  darv  eiplorvT 

m  and  their  lyiienu  left  behind. 

I  met  of  apaee.  no  diauuil  Uv, 

I  ihock  or  elemenu  ■■  war. 

]  ibee  deMio.    Thy  wing  oC  Bn 

re  ihee  unultr  the  Cherub-choir ; 

id  there  awhile  (o  Ihea  'i  wai  given 

ce  laoif  thai  Voics  '  beloved  ui  join, 

liich  taughl  ihee  Tinl  a  Right  divino. 

d  nuned  ihy  infant  youi  Hiili  many  a 
froni  Hnveni 


FROM  A  CREEK  EPIGRAM. 
While  on  ihe  cliO'  with  calm  delight  aha  bieeli, 


•  And  U: 


•I  TCi^e  her  inbnT  ateolii 
O  By — yel  ilir  nol.  ipeak  nol,  leal  il  bJI. 
f^  better  laughl,  ihe  layi  her  baauni  bare. 
And  tlu  Gmd  boy  tpnugi  back  u  neatle  there. 


And  d«t  ihou  a^ll,  thou  ium  of  breaihing  done. 
fniy  giant  hmbii  lo  night  and  chaam  hnrl'd), 
Still  111  ai  on  Ihe  rragmenl  of  a  world  ; 
Surviving  all,  ninjeHic  and  aloner 
What  IhiHigh  ihe  Spirila  of  Ihe  Nwlh,  that  nrept 
Rome  Cum  the  eaiiJi.  ulien  in  her  imnp  ihe  ilDpI, 
Smole  Ihee  with  Tuiy.  and  ihy  headlna  trunk 
Deep  in  ihe  dual  'mid  lower  and  letnple  aunkj 
Soon  toiubdtie  mankind  'twaa  Ihiiic  lo  riae, 
Still.  aliU  unqiiell'd  ihy  glorioui  vnergiaa! 
Atpring  ininilt,  with  ibee  cunvening.  caughl* 
Biif  hi  revelaiiona  of  Ihe  Gtul  Ihey  aoughl ; 
By  Ihee  thai  lung-leml  apcM'  in  aeiral  given. 
Ta  draw  down  Cudi.  aud  liil  (he  aou)  ui  Heaven ! 


Ak  .'  liltle  diought  ahe.  when,  with  wiM  delight. 
By  many  a  torrent'*  ahining  uadi  ahe  (lew. 
When  niDiiiiUiin-glena  and  caverna  full  (ri  nighl 
O'er  her  young  mind  divine  eochantmenl  Ihiew, 

That  in  har  veina  a  aeorst  horror  alepl, 
1^1  her  liglii  rouineta  ahuuld  be  beard  no  imrB, 
Thai  ahe  ahiiuld  die— nor  watoh'd,  alu.  nor  wepi 
Dy  Oieo.  unconacioua  of  Iha  pangi  aha  bore. 


J  UnBharidui-L 

Iran,  when  ri  in 

u  plaaed  brlu- 

aadlbaC 

lOu 

Healih  on  her  thmk,  and  ple«aure  m  her  eyi 
Nor  leaa,  Icaa  ull.  aa  un  ihil  day.  appear*. 
When  lingering,  aa  prD]>beiic  of  the  Irulh, 
By  ibe  wayside  ihe  ahed  her  parting  lean — 
For  ever  lovely  in  the  light  of  Youth  1 


WRITTEN  IN  A  SICK  CHAMBER. 
TiriXE,  in  thai  bed  ao  cloacly  cunain'd  round, 
Wi>m  lo  a  ahade.  and  wan  with  alow  decay. 
A  father  aleefs!   Ob  huah'd  be  every  aound! 
SoH  may  we  breaihe  the  midnighl  houn  away! 
He  Btita — yet  atill  he  alee|B,    May  heavenly  drei 
Long  o'er  hi*  amooih  and  aeltled  pillow  nte; 
Till  through  Ihe  ahuller'd  [une  ihc  morning  alrea 
DU  ifae  beonh  the  glimmering  ruafa-Ughl  die 


THE  BOY  OF  EGREMONR' 


ourh  indulgeni  Fancy  dnw 
me  her  cleaing  eye  required. 
lU  aland — ibere.  with  the  amila  a^ 


And  now  to  Ihee  •!: 


nthol 


ra  gorie  nnrvgardcd  by! 


er'd,  -End 


when  Hope  ia  Bed  r 


woepiiig ! 
tor  m  Ihe  herdaman'a  eye  ahe  read 
Who  in  his  ahroud  lay  aleeprng. 

Ai  Crabaay  rung  the  mann-bell, 
Tlie  Blag  WIS  roiaed  on  Barden-Iell ; 
I'hc  mingled  aoimda  were  awelling.  dyin^ 
And  down  the  Wliarfc  >  hem  waa  flying  j 
When  Dear  the  cabin  in  the  wo«d. 
In  tartan  clad  and  li>reat'freen. 
With  hound  in  leaah  and  hawk  in  hood. 
The  Boy  of  Egretound  waa  leeo. 
Bbihe  waa  hii  aong,  a  lOiig  of  yore ; 
Bui  where  the  mck  i*  rent  in  two, 
And  the  river  mahea  through* 
Hi*  voice  waa  hennl  nu  more '. 
Twaa  but  a  alep!  Ihe  gnlf  he  pwa'd; 


111  and  day), 
'llie  hound  bun^  bock,  and  back  he  di« 
The  Moater  and  hia  merlin  too. 
That  narrow  place  of  noiae  and  mib 
Received  Iheir  little  all  of  Life! 

There  now  the  matin-bell  i*  rung; 
The  "Miaeioro!"  duly  amigi 


^ 
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And  holy  mm  in  cowl  uml  hood 

Arc  wnnJerinj  up  •nd  down  the  mood. 

Bill  wlul  avail  theyl    Rulhlm  I^nl, 

Tlmo  dnki  i»l  ihudder  whrn  ihe  iword 

tim  nn  iht  ynun?  iu  fury  ipeni, 

Tho  hplpl«iB  Diid  ih«  innorcnL 

Kt  DOW  (ihI  WHW«r  ponn  Tnr  poui, 

Th*  fhild  brlrve  (he«  i»  thy  OM'n, 

And  ahi  wtio  wildly  wiiulrn  iliere, 

"nit  mmher  in  hrr  long  drapair, 

Shall  ol^  rvmind  ihet.  u'sknig.  ilpeping, 

or  (how  who  by  tha  Whufe  were  weeping ; 

or  IhaH  who  uvuld  not  be  cunulnl 

Whan  nd  with  blood  the  river  roU'd. 


Th*  nuiil  Ihy  '■'fie'l.  roiul«t  wiilica  knen. 
Eiirh  B>n  nrliMlmenl  of  ihe  ■niil  In  hon  ; 
Thine  be  ihe  joyi  lo  Grm  Biuthmenl  due. 

Aj  on  (he  mora  with  heiiMlin;  gtvce, 
Shs  wiM  BBiiraow  from  hii  loolhiiig  voii*; 
And.  wiih  B  look  Ihc  pencil  cmild  not  Inu'e, 
SmilH  through  her  bliafaea.  ind  confiniw  ifao  choiee. 

Spare  the  fine  lremor«  of  her  feeling  fnirno ! 
T\i  thee  the  lunu- — fnrf  ivo  ■  nr:?in'"  Ti-nn.  I 
To  ihre  ihc  tiinit  wiih  (iiiaf.  lendrmi  rlnim  i 
Wekkuen  Lhsl  chonna,  relucnnM  ihnl  eodwn ! 


Cet  h»f  &ir  brt  wh«l  n  ild  enHMioti!i  plmy ! 
mwl  liihi*  and  ihndrs  in  iH-eet  ronfufion  blend '. 
Soon  ihall  ihey  Hy.  glad  hnrtnTMet*  of  da^. 
And  tenled  muHhine  on  her  loul  deieeDd ! 

Ah  mim.  iTiine  own  confeet.  entaiie  thnoghl ! 
T-«i  hand  (hall  iirew  Ihy  Rummer.palh  wtih  flowen 
Aitd  ihuac  hlue  eyea,  with  mildeii  liuire  fiausht, 
CiU  the  cmlm  cnrreol  of  dofimlic  boural 


THE  ALPS  AT  DAYBREAK. 

Tbk  iniii-heiniu  iireeli  the  aiure  ikiei. 
And  line  wilh  l>id>i  the  muunuiin'a  braw 
With  hnundn  and  hnnni  Ihc  hunipta  riac. 
And  cboM  the  roe-buek  ibraugh  Ihe  lar 

Fr^nt  roHi  to  rock,  with  ginnl-bnundi 
Huh  in  Iheir  iron  i»1m  ihry  r**a ! 
Mule,  Im  the  air,  eanfiilvd  by  uniind, 


And  while  Ihe  lor 
A  nd  Ds  i1j«  ecboin 
The  hiitt  peep  a'a.  . 
Porch'd,  like  an  eag 

IMITATION  or  AN  r 
Lovt.  under  FriendHiM|.. 

And  ul't  in  (pan,  and  oSl  in 
Like  Pity  meela  the  dauled 
Slailea  through  hia  teara  rev_^.„- 

Biil  now  SI  Rage  ihe  Cud  appeaia  ■ 
Ite  fnm^ni.  and  (emprals  ihuke  hii  fnme 
Frowniiif.  or  milling,  or  in  lenrs, 
T  i*  Love  i  and  Love  ia  Kill  the  aiOM. 

A  CIURACTER. 

Aa  Ihnnigh  Ihe  licJae-row  thoitfl  the  violet  ala 
And  the  iweei  air  lU  nindcal  leaf  reveali ; 
Her  ■eider  rhann«,  bui  by  iheir  influence  kmni 
Surpriae  all  liearin,  aiid  mould  Ihem  Id  hw  aw 


YOUNGEST  DAUGl 


Why  liH  thai  modnt  veil  Id 
The  Bemplixmeruie*  of  ■-- 
Some  rairer.  better  apart 
And  leel  Ibi  m,  IT  not  Jiji       , 

For  thii  preaumptkm.  aoon  « 
Know  thine  ihall  be  a  kindred 
Anolher 


«  Han 


id  Han 


AN  EPITAPH'ON  A  ROItlN-RfDBREAErT. 
Tread  ligblly  hrr°  ;  Inr  here.  '1  ia  raid. 
When  pping  windi  are  husb'd  around, 
A  imall  note  wiiken  fnim  under-ground. 
Where  now  h»  tiny  hotte"  are  laid. 
No  munt  in  lone  and  lrafl«  grovea. 
With  rulTled  wine:  and  Ijded  bremt. 

— Gone  lo  ihe  viorld  where  bcnjn  are  Ueat! 


TO  THE  GNAT. 

ic  ereenwood  fide,  at  luni 


id  ftiry  i"M?ni'«.  thai  Fan 


rnlnlba  IWivH-tfudail  At  Hif^ 
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Til  thine  to  range  in  busy  quest  of  prey, 

Tkf  feathery  antlers  quivering  with  delight. 

Broth  from  my  lids  the  hues  of  heaven  away, 

And  all  is  Solitude,  and  all  is  Night ! 

— Ah  now  thy  barbed  shaA,  relentless  fly, 

Unsheathes  its  terrors  m  the  sultry  air ! 

No  guardian  sylph,  in  golden  panoply, 

lifts  the  brood  shield,  and  points  the  glittering  spear. 

Now  near  and  nearer  nish  thy  whirring  wings. 

Thy  dragon-scales  still  wet  with  human  gore. 

ITark,  thy  shrill  horn  its  fearful  larum  flings ! 

—I  wake  in  horror,  and  dare  sleep  no  more ! 


A  WISH. 

Mi.w  be  a  cot  beside  the  hill, 
A  bee-hive's  hum  shall  soothe  my  ear; 
A  willowy  brook,  that  turns  a  mill. 
With  many  a  (all,  shall  linger  near. 

The  swallow,  oft,  beneath  my  thatch 
Shall  twitter  from  her  clay-built  nest ; 
Oft  shall  the  pilgrim  lift  the  latch. 
And  share  my  meal,  a  welcome  guest 

Around  my  ivied  porch  shall  spring 
Each  fragrant  flower  that  drinks  the  dew ; 
And  Lucy,  at  her  wheel,  shall  sing 
In  russet  gown  and  apron  blue. 

The  Tinage-church,  among  the  trees. 
Where  first  our  marriage-vows  were  given. 
With  merry  peals  shall  swell  the  breeze. 
And  point  with  taper  spire  to  heaven. 


WRITTEN  AT  MIDNIGHT.  1786. 

Whilk  through  the  broken  pene  the  tempest  sighs, 
And  my  step  fiiltcrs  on  the  faithless  floor, 
Shades  of  departed  joys  around  me  rise, 
With  many  a  face  that  smiles  on  me  no  more ; 
With  many  a  voice  that  thrills  of  transport  gave, 
Now  silent  as  the  grass  that  tufls  their  grave ! 


AN  ITALIAN  SONa 

Dkar  is  my  little  nadve  vale. 

The  ring-dove  builds  and  murmurs  there ; 

CloNe  by  my  cot  she  tells  her  tale 

To  every  pawing  villager. 

The  squirrel  lea|«  from  tree  to  tree. 

And  shells  his  nuts  at  liberty. 

In  orange-groves  and  myrtle-bowers, 
Thut  breathe  a  gale  of  fragrance  round, 
I  charm  the  fairy-f(¥)te<l  hours 
With  my  love<?  lute's  mmnntic  sound  ; 
Or  crwwns  of  living  laurel  weave, 
For  those  that  win  the  race  at  eve. 

Thn  shephenl's  horn  at  break  of  day. 
The  ballet  danced  in  twilight  glade. 
The  canzonet  and  roundelay  <■ 

Sunt;  in  the  Mtlent  greenwood  nhade, 
Thi'j'e  nimple  joys,  that  never  fail, 
tStaul  biiiu  me  to  my  native  vale. 


AN  INSCRIPTION. 

Shepherd,  or  Huntsman,  or  worn  Mariner, 
Whaie'er  thou  art,  who  wouldst  allay  thy  thirst. 
Drink  and  be  glad.    This  cistern  of  white  stone, 
Arch'd.  and  o'erwrought  with  many  e  sacred 
This  iron  cup  chain 'd  for  the  general  use. 
And  these  rude  seats  of  earth  within  the  grore. 
Were  given  by  Fatima.     Borne  hence  a  bride, 
nr  was  here  she  tum'd  from  her  beloved  sire. 
To  see  his  face  no  more.'  Oh,  if  thou  canst, 
(T  is  not  far  oflT)  visit  his  tomb  with  flowers ; 
And  with  a  drop  of  this  sweet  water  flll 
The  two  small  cells  scoop'd  in  the  marble  th«re^ 
That  birds  may  come  and  drink  upon  his  grave. 
Making  it  holy !  *  


WBITTEN  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS  OF  SCOTLAND 
SEPTEMBER  3,  1813. 

Blue  was  the  loch,  the  clouds  were  gone 
Ben  Lomond  in  his  glory  shone, 
When,  Luss,  I  left  tliee ;  when  the  breeae. 
Bore  me  from  thy  silver  sands. 
Thy  kirk-yard  wall  among  the  trees. 
Where,  grey  \^ith  age.  the  dial  stands ; 
That  dial  so  well  known  to  me ! 
—Though  many  a  shadow  it  had  shed. 
Beloved  Sister,  since  with  thee 
The  legend  on  the  stone  v^ta  read. 

The  fairy-isles  fled  far  nvmy ; 
That  with  its  woods  and  uplands  green. 
Where  shepherd-huts  are  dimly  seen. 
And  songs  are  heard  at  close  of  day ; 
That,  too,  the  deer's  wild  covert,  fled. 
And  that,  the  asylum  of  the  dead  : 
While,  as  the  boat  went  merrily, 
Much  of  Rob  Roy  '  the  boatman  told , 
His  arm,  that  fell  below  his  knee. 
His  caitle-fbrd  and  mountain-hold. 

Tarhat,*  thy  shore  I  climb'd  at  last, 
And,  thy  chady  region  paioi'd. 
Upon  another  fihore  I  stood, 
And  look'd  upon  another  flood  ; ' 
Great  Ocean's  self!   (T  is  He  who  fills 
That  vofst  and  awful  depth  of  hills); 
Where  many  an  elf  was  playing  round 
Whu  treads  unshud  his  classic  ground ; 
And  speaks,  his  native  rocks  among. 
Am  Fingal  8{x>ke,  and  Ossian  sung. 

Night  frll ;  and  dark  and  darker  grev 
That  narrow  sea,  that  narrow  sky. 
As  o'er  the  glimmering  waves  we  flew ; 
The  sea-bini  niMling,  wailing  by. 
And  now  the  grampus,  hojf-descried, 
Hlack  and  huge  above  the  tide ; 
The  clifTs  and  promontories  there. 
Front  to  fn>nt.  and  broad  and  bare ; 
Foch  Ix'vond  c-arh,  with  giant-feet 
Advancing  as  in  haste  to  meet; 

1  £V«)  an  niM'^diitfl  rplatrd  by  Paaianias,  iii,  ?0. 

2  A  Turkivh  aupfratitioo. 

3  A  fnmoiu  oiitlnw. 

4  8if  nifrinit.  in  the  ErM  laof  uagt,  on  Isthmus. 
i  Locb-Loog. 
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TlH-  riulttf'd  Binre^  whence  Iha  Dsna 

Bcw  hn  •hrill  bl*H,  nnr  mh'd  in  vsio, 

Tyisnt  of  tin  tln-ar  ilnmnin : 

A!I  ioW  midiiig>'MtiBitnw  «w«>p. 

Whim  liny  •prinR"  uimiini  from  ths  doep ! 

ITmlling  (h*  vrticn  in  in  flighi. 

Tb*  pnm  vnkem  ([ilenikir ;  Mid  ihe  Mr. 

"niBi  (OS  and  frll  uuiwn  brfen, 

nvl>t>in«>n><>niKl.l! 

nbd  wgn,  ■lid  Hire '.  fnr  now  we  hail 

Tby  l)ow*»,  GlnDfinnart.  in  thr  gait ; 

And  hright  intird  the  path  ibould  ba 

llM  le«il>  lo  Frimdihip  and  To  ihet! 

Oil  bldi  retreat,  uid  nrrreU  bn! 
Sorni]  u  Hrlien  the  hell  oT  prsjer 
T.iird  duly  on  Uie  desert  air. 

OA.  UUnnelo      ' 


Oftili 

Anul  the  hiun : 

TRw  b»*rh«n  p 


pcall, 
ilerf^ll, 
«  Lady  at  the  tilen  S 

A  FAREWEIU 
mchantinf  max)  adMii 
»e|>  to  think  of  yiHi, 


fe*  nnet  •ittfoalon  of  that  lare, 
H  e*«r  rhnngin;.  yei  the  name. 
b  M.  I  dare  not  turn  In  Imco^ 
melD  my  eoul.  il  lirea  niy  fnune '. 


TO  THE  BU  : 

Child  nf  ihe  mn  •  panar 
Mingling  wiih  her  Ihou  love 
And.  where  the  flowera  of  I  „„„i 

Qujiff  fnignini  nariar  from  tiimr  .„,^  of  , 
a  ehsll  ihy  wing*,  rieh  aa  an  e^onjn( 
lilipnad  and  ihut  with  ulenl  eortn-  y '. 
— Vei  wen  than  once  a  wnnn,  a  ibtng  Ihal  rn 
On  the  Inre  eanh,  then  nToui-bi  s  Kmib  and  tl 
siieh  i"  man :  aoun  trom  Im  cell  of  cloy 
unl  a  lemjih  in  the  blaru  of  day ! 


WRITTE?)  IN  WFSTMNSTER  ABBEY. 
ocT'.aEB  10.  IMC' 


ilov 

Thiiiigh  Ihe ' 

enni  that  romea  again. 
Alaai  at  b-jtt  an  Inmiii-ni  tnd  u  vain, 
null  dn  I  Mw  <wh>l«  Ihnngh  Ihe  rauln  nf  night 
The  fut  rml-iiaig  ;iico  mnro  prcielaiau  ilw  nU} 
tuving  Pumii  along  ih*  rfiadowy  aaile, 
iike  a  UatknoB.  fill'd  Ihe  lulnnn  nift 
lluatnoui  line,  ibal  tn  l»n;  nnlrr  IH 
iw  Ihal  h.veil  Klin  living,  moum'd 
(V  IhiM  Ihe  Few.  Ihal  fur  iheir  Cuinlt] 
Kound  Him  who  dared  be  lingiilarly  goaS. 

a.  Ihal  daiin'd  llim  fnr  lh«r  ewn; 


— ^,  when  lo  kindle  anil  del 
Thai  han<I  hiu  shamed  uilh  n 
llow  nwld  in  IhrilliiiE  loiirb  ( 
A  nfh  ID  nhort.  and  yel  go  nwi 


Adwu!  •  long,  a  long  adieu ' 

— Vh  adil  meibbiki.  ymi  f'wwti  oi 

Or  p«T«r  could  I  Ry  rtum  you. 


Dfsciupnov  niR  a  tkmple 


II.  UK  Ife  wnfl,  lo  i}reBlbe  elhtreal  dnnie ! 
nd  of  Ihe  Ahaeui,  Cuanlian  of  the  Dead!' 
I  bur  u-outil  here  iheir  neml  •orrovti  ahed  I 
b  w  He  mhod  on  Pielam'a  eloping  grave  j 
Ihiw  luui  tu  riaim  the  ij-nipolhy  fie  gate.'] 
In  llim.  reaentrnl  of  anolher'a  wning, 
7^  dtifnb  nere  eloqiienl,  ihe  feeble  ilrnng- 

I  fhano  releilial  drew — 
All.  Tkbo  lu  miffhly  and  nu  grnile  ronr> 

ml  thuiigh  wiih  War  the  madding  naiinnc  nrng 
I*,"  when  He  ipnke.  Mn  overun  bui  Wmguel 
■I  Ihe  froHTia  of  Power,  the  irirki  of  SlaLc. 
f™.  remlvcd,  aiid  negligently  greal .' 


In 


alignan 


ich  Ihe  Orb  of  day, 
RoHeci  jL>  ipleiidor,  and  diiuulve  away! 


■*dHrl1ing.|i!araia|[«ivo 


tt  tboogh  they  be,  a 


IAlW.te«.AI*w. 


ROGERS'S  POETICAL  WDRKR 


When  in  retraat  He  hid  hit  thoMier  fayi 
For  lotter'd  ease  ind  calm  Philoaophf , 
BIflil  were  hie  houn  within  the  lilent  grore. 
Where  adll  hie  godlike  Spirit  deigm  to  rove ; 
tteit  by  the  orplMUi'e  tmile,  the  widow's  pnyer, 
fVir  many  a  deed,  kng  done  in  aecret  therab 
There  ehone  ha  lamp  on  Homer's  hallow'd  page } 
There,  Uitening,  Mte  Uie  hero  and  the  aage; 


And  they,  by  Tirtue  and  by  blood  allied. 

Whom  moat  He  loved,  and  in  whoae  arras  He  iBed 

Friend  of  all  human-kind !  not  here  alone 
(The  voice  that  speaks,  was  not  to  thee  unknofWQ) 
Wilt  ThoQ  be  missed.— O'er  eveiy  land  and  aaa. 
Long,  kmg  shall  England  be  revered  in  Thee! 
And,  when  the  Storm  is  hush'd— in  distant  jreare— 
Foes  oo  Thy  grave  shall  meet,  and  mingle  lean* 


1HE  END  OF  BOGEICSrS  WORKSL 
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Jltrmoir  o€  euowam  Catn^tieU. 


It  it  not  a  little  unsfolar  that  the  lyrtmia  of 
Bodeni  EngUsh  poetry  thoald  at  the  eanie  time 
be  one  of  the  most  tender  as  weU  as  original  of 
vriters.  Campbell  owes  less  than  any  other  Brit- 
ish poet  to  his  predecessors  or  contemporaries. 
He  has  lived  to  see  his  verses  qnoted  lilce  those 
of  earlier  poets  in  the  literature  of  his  day,  Ibped 
Dj  children,  and  song  at  public  festivals.  The 
war-odes  of  Campbell  have  nothing  to  match 
hhem  in  the  English  language  for  energy  and 
fire,  while  their  condonsation  and  the  felicitous 
■election  of  their  versification  are  in  remarkable 
harmooy.  Campbell,  in  allusion  to  Cimon,  has 
been  said  to  have  **  conquered  both  on  land  and 
Ha,**  from  his  naval  Odes  and  '^Hohenlinden'* 
embracing  both  scenes  of  warfare. 

Scotland  gave  birth  to  Thomas  CampbeU.  He 
was  the  son  of  a  second  marriage,  and  bom  at 
Glasgow  in  1777.  His  father  was  bom  in  1710, 
■■d  was  consequently  nearly  70  years  of  age 
when  the  poet  his  son  was  uvhered  into  the  world. 
lie  was  Kpnt  early  to  scliool  in  his  native  citVt 
■nd  hi»  in»tnirtor  was  Dr.  David  Alison,  on  indi- 
vidual of  ^rcat  celebrity  in  tlic  practice  of  educa- 
tion. He  had  a  method  of  instruction  in  the 
classics  purely  his  own,  by  which  lie  taujrht  with 
p^^t  facility,  and  at  the  same  time  rejected  all 
bar>h  discipline,  putting;  kindness  in  the  place  of 
trrriT,  and  allurinc  rather  than  compeilinsr  the 
pupil  toliiM  duty.  C'umpliell  be^fun  to  write  verses 
younar.  There  are  some  attempts  at  jioetry  yet 
ext^iiic  anion^  hi^  friends  in  Sculland,  written 
ahen  he  was  but  nine  years  old.  They  natural- 
ly ar»*  childish,  but  still  display  tliat  propensity 
for  t!tc  muses  by  which  at  a  remarkably  early 
•(fT  he  wa^  so  dii^tin^uislied.  For  his  jdace  of 
education  \v*  had  a  f;rent  respect,  as  well  as  for 
tlie  nienjory  of  his  masters,  of  whom  ho  always 
sim'.e  in  terms  of  g^rcat  atfection.  Ho  was  twelve 
Timr*  obi  when  he  quitted  schcol  for  the  Uni- 
^er-ity  of  ^ila^ifow.  There  he  was  considered  on 
excvlient  I^tin  scholar,  and  gained  biifh  honor  by 
a  cxntest  with  a  candidate  twice  as  old  as  him- 
•«*;*  by  which  he  obtained  a  bursary.  He  con- 
stantly bore  away  tho  prizes,  and  every  fresh 
socce!*«  <HiIv  scented  to  stimulate  him  to  more 
ambitious  exe*licHis.  In  Greek  he  was  considered 
•be  firemost  student  of  his  age;  and  some  of 
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hb  translations  were  said  to  be  snperlor  to 
any  before  offered  for  competition  in  the  Uni- 
versity. Campbell  thus  furnishes  an  exception 
to  the  majority  of  men  of  genius,  who  hav* 
seldom  been  remarkable  for  diligence  and  pro> 
ficiency  in  their  early  years,  the  lofty  powwa 
they  possessed  not  being  exhibited  until  matora 
lift.  CampbcU  while  at  the  University  made 
poetical  paraplirases  of  the  qiost  celebrated  Qreek 
poets ;  of  Eschylus,  Sophocles,  and  Aristophaneii 
which  were  thought  efforts  of  extraordinary 
promise.  Dr.  Millar  at  that  time  gave  philo- 
sophical lectures  in  Glasgow.  He  was  a  highly 
gifted  teacher  and  a  most  excellent  man.  Hie 
lectures  attracted  the  attention  of  young  Ounp- 
bell,  who  became  his  pupil,  and  studied  with 
eagemess  the  principles  of  sound  philosophy;  he 
was  favored  with  the  confidence  of  his  teadMr, 
and  partook  much  of  his  society.  To  being  thus 
early  grounded  in  the  fundamental  truths  of  phi- 
lo60|Ay,  and  accustomed  to  analyze  correctly,  it 
to  be  attributed  mainly  the  side  in  politics  which 
Campbell  early  embraced,  and  that  love  of  free- 
dom und  free  thought  which  he  has  invariably 
shown  upon  all  questions  in  which  the  interests 
of  mankind  ore  rx>ncemed. 

Cam]>bell  quitted  Glasjrow  to  remove  into 
Arpyleshire,  where  the  situation  of  tutor  in  a 
family  ol  some  note  was  offered  and  accepted  by 
him.  It  w  as  in  Ar^leshire,  among  the  romantic 
mountains  of  the  North,  that  the  poetical  spirit 
increased  in  enerji^y,  and  tlio  charms  of  verse  took 
entire  possession  of  his  mind.  Many  people  now 
olive  remen:ber  him  there  wandering  alone  by 
the  torrent,  or  over  the  rugged  steeps  of  tliat  wild 
country,  reciting  the  strains  of  oilier  {)oets  aloud, 
or  silently  composing  his  own.  Several  of  his 
pieces  which  he  has  rejected  in  his  collected 
works,  are  handed  about  in  Scotland  in  manu- 
script. The  "  Dirpe  of  Wallace"  (given  at  page 
&l),  which  will  not  be  found  in  tho  London 
Editions  of  his  works,  is  one  of  tliese  w^ild  com- 
positions ;  and  it  is  ditficult  to  say  why  ho  should 
ha\*e  rejected  it,  for  the  poetry  is  truly  noble 
It  has  hitherto  apfiearcd  only  in  fugitive  publL 
cations  and  newspafXirs. 

From  Argyleshire,  where  his  residence  was 
not  a  protracted  one,  Campbell  removed  to  Ediu 
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Irar^h.  Tliere  ho  was  very  quickly  noticed  for 
hit  tokntfi,  and  grew  familiar  with  the  cele- 
brated men  who  at  that  period  ornamented  the 
Scottish  capital  The  friendship  and  kindness 
of  some  of  the  first  men  of  tlie  age,  could  not 
fail  to  stimulate  a  mind  like  that  of  Camphell. 
He  became  intimate  with  Dugald  Stuart;  and 
almost  every  leading  profestK>r  of  the  Univer- 
sity of  Edinburgh  was  his  friend.  While  in 
Edinburgh,  he  brought  out  his  celebrated  "  Pleas- 
ores  of  Hope "  at  the  age  of  twenty ^ne.  It  is 
not  too  much  to  say  of  this  work,  that  no  poet 
of  this,  or  perhaps  any  other  country,  ever  pro- 
duced, at  BO  early  an  age,  a  more  elaborate  and 
finished  performance.  For  this  work,  which  for 
twenty  years  produced  to  the  publishers  between 
two  and  three  hundred  pounds  a-year,  the  author 
received  at  first  but  10/.,  which  was  aflerwards 
increased  by  an  additional  sum,  and  the  profits 
accruing  from  a  4to  edition  of  his  work.  By  a 
■nbsequent  act  of  the  legislature,  extending  the 
term  of  copyright,  it  reverted  again  to  the  author; 
bat,  as  might  be  expected,  with  no  proportional 
increase  of  profit  To  criticise  here  a  work  which 
has  become  a  British  classic,  would  be  superfluous. 
GampbelPs  pecuniary  circumstances  were  by  no 
means  liberal  at  this  time,  and  a  pleasant  anecdote 
is  recorded  of  him,  in  allusion  to  the  hardships  of 
■n  aathor*s  case  similarly  situated  with  himself; 
he  was  desired  to  give  a  toast  at  a  festive  moment 
when  the  character  of  Napoleon  was  at  its  utmost 
point  of  disesteem  in  England.  He  gave  "  Bo- 
naparte.** The  company  started  with  astonish- 
ment "Grentlemen,**  said  ho,  "hero  is  Bonaparte 
in  his  character  of  executioner  of  the  booksell- 
ers." Palm  the  bookseller  had  just  been  executed 
in  Germany  by  the  orders  of  the  French. 

Alter  residing  not  quite  three  years  in  Edin- 
burgh,  Campbell  quitted  his  native  country  for 
the  continent  Ho  sailed  for  Hamburgh,  and 
there  made  many  acquaintances  among  the  more 
enlightened  of  the  society  both  in  that  city  and 
Altona.  There  were  numerous  Irish  exiles  in 
the  neighborhood  of  Hamburgh  at  that  time,  and 
aome  of  them  fell  in  the  way  of  the  poot,  who  after- 
wards related  many  curious  anecdotes  of  them. 
There  were  sincere  and  honest  men  among  them, 
who  with  the  energy  of  the  national  character, 
and  an  enthusiasm  for  liberty,  had  plun<red  into 
the  desperate  cause  of  the  rebellion  two  years 
before,  and  did  not  despair  of  liberty  and  equality 
in  Ireland  even  then.  S,^mo  of  them  were  in 
private  life  most  amiablo  persons,  and  their  fate 
was  every  way  entitled  to  sympathy.  The  |K)et, 
from  that  compassionate  feeling  which  is  an 
amiable  characteristic  of  his  nature,  wrote  the 
••  Exile  of  Erin,*'  from  the  impression  their  situ- 
ation and  circumstances  made  upon  his  mind. 


It  was  set  to  an  old  Irish  air  of  the  most  touching 
pathos,  and  will  perish  only  with  the  language. 

Campbell  travelled  over  a  great  part  of  Ger- 
many and  Prussia,  visiting  the  universities  and 
acquiring  a  knowledge  of  German  literatures 
From  the  walls  of  a  convent  he  commanded  a 
part  of  the  field  of  Hohenlinden  during  tliat 
sanguinary  contest,  and  proceeded  afterwards 
in  the  track  of  Moreau's  army  over  the  scene  of 
combat  This  impressive  sight  produced  the 
celebrated  ** Battle  of  Hohenlinden;**  an  ode 
which  is  as  original  as  it  is  spirited,  and  stands 
by  itself  in  British  literature.  The  poot  telb  a 
story  of  the  phlegm  of  a  German  postilion  at 
this  time,  who  was  driving  him  post  by  a  place 
where  a  skirmish  of  cavalry  had  happened,  and 
who  alighted  and  disappeared,  leaving  the  car 
riago  and  the  traveller  alone  in  the  cold  (fin 
the  ground  was  covered  with  snow)  for  a 
siderable  space  of  time.  At  length  he 
back,  and  it  was  found  that  he  had  been  em- 
plojring  himself  in  cutting  off  the  long  taib  of 
the  slain  horses,  which  he  coolly  placed  cm  the 
vehicle  and  drove  on  his  route.  Campbell  waa 
also  in  Ratisbon  when  the  French  and  Anstriaa 
treaty  saved  it  from  bombardment — a  most  anx- 
ious moment. 

In  Germany,  Campbell  made  the  friendship  at 
the  two  Schlegcls,  of  many  of  the  most  noted 
literary  and  political  characters,  and  was  fbr 
tunate  enough  to  pass  an  entire  day  with  the 
venerable  Klopstock,  who  died  just  two  yeara 
afterwards.  The  proficiency  of  Campbell  in  tha 
German  language  was  rendered  very  considorabU 
by  this  visit,  and  liis  own  indefatigable  perse 
verance  in  study.  He  eagerly  road  all  the  worka 
he  met  with,  some  of  them  upon  very  abstruse 
topics,  and  suffered  no  obstacle  to  inter%*ene  be- 
tween himself  and  his  studies,  wherever  he  might 
chance  to  be.  Though  of  a  cheerful  and  lively 
temper  and  disposition,  and  by  no  means  averse 
from  the  pleasures  wliich  arc  so  attractive  in 
the  morning  of  existence,  they  were  rendered 
8ubser>'icnt  to  the  higher  views  of  the  mind,  and 
were  pursued  for  recreation  only,  nor  suffered 
to  distract  his  attention  a  moment  from  the  great 
business  of  his  life. 

The  travels  of  Campbell  in  Germany  occupied 
about  thirteen  months;  when  ho  returned  to 
Enirland,  and  for  tlie  first  time  visited  London. 
Ho  soon  afterwards  composed  those  two  noble 
marine  odes,  »*T!ie  Battle  of  the  Baltic,'*  and  •*  Ye 
Mariners  of  Enirlnnd,"  which, with  his** Hohen- 
linden," stand  unrivalled  in  t!»e  English  tongue  • 
and  though,  as  Byron  lamented,  Campbell  has 
written  so  little,  they  are  enough  alone  to  place 
him  unforgotten  in  the  shrine  of  the  muse«» 
In  1803  the  poet  married  Miss  Sinclair,  a  lady  €4 
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Beattwli  dMemt  and  considereble  penontl  baantj, 
bol  of  whom  he  wu  deprived  by  deatli  in  1888. 
Hie  neidenee  wae  at  Sydenham,  and  the  entire 
■eifhborbood  of  that  pleannt  Tillage  leckoned 
ilaalf  in  the  eirclo  of  his  friends ;  nor  did  he  qnit 
Ilia  rwal  retieat  ontil,  in  1831,  literary  ponnits 
demanded  hie  reaidence  in  the  metropolia.  It  was 
•i  Sydenham,  in  a  house  looking  towards  the  res- 
orroir,  that  the  poet  prodoced  his  greatest  work, 
'Gertmde  of  Wyoming,**  written  in  the  Spen- 
Btana.   It  is  a  simple  Indian  tale,  hot  the 
and  beanty  of  the  tliooghts  and  ex- 
ate  scarcely  equalled,  certainly  not  sur- 
in  any  English  poet.  The  speech  of  Oata^ 
I  to  have  fbrnished  Byron  with  a  hint  for 
the  style  and  form  of  several  of  his  stories.  About 
the  same  time  CampbeU  was  appointed  professor 
of  poetry  in  the  Royal  Institution,  where  he  de- 
fivered  lectures,  which  have  since  been  published. 
Be  alao  ondertook  the  editorship  of  selections  fVom 
Ike  British  poets,  intended  as  specimens  of  each, 
and  aeeompanied  with  ciitical  remarks,  extend- 
■if  to  several  volumes.   These  remarks  show  the 
•ffsdition  of  the  author,  but  they  also  proclaim 
that  faetidinninnss  of  taste  and  singular  sensi. 
tiveaeee  regarding  all  he  publishes,  which  is  so 
dbtingnishlnj  a  characteristic  of  tliis  poet.    He 
and  re-refines,  until  his  sentences  appear 
lost  eonneiion  with  each  other,  in  his 
ty  to  render  them  as  perfbct  as  possiMe. 
ailer  tho  publication  of  his  Seloclions  ho 
again  vijited  Gcriuany,  and  iipcnt  some  time  in 
Vienna,  where  ho  acquired  a  considerable  know- 
ledge of  the  Aui«trian  court  and  itii  manners,  and 
closely  observed  that  unrclaxinsr  despotism  by 
which  it  govern!*.     He  remained  lonfr  at  Bonn, 
where  hi^  friend,  A.  W.  Schleirel,  reHides,  and 
passed  his  time  in  cultivating  t)io  intimacy  of 
other  literary  men  there.   Leaving  his  son  under 
the  care  of  a  tutor  in  Bonn  Univeniity,C*'ami>belI 
returned  to  Eni^land  in  1820,  to  undertake  the 
editorship  of  tiie  Sew  Monthly  Masatine^  a  pub- 
lieatJoa  which  speedily  came  into  extensive  cir- 
eolation,  and,  with  RlackwooTt  Maeaxine^  which 
espouses  the  oppoiiite  side  in  politico,  takes  the 
lead  in  Enffliffh  nien!«trtial  literature.  Totlie  New 
Utmthly  .Vaffwstn^C'-ampbell  )ia*i  contributed  little, 
indeed  nolliin;^  moro  than  i:*  before  the  public 
«iLh  his  name.     Ho  i^  Ao\\\  and  even  idle  in  his 
habits  of  buyinr.td.     To  tix  hi<«  attniition  dourly 
for  any  cont^iderahlft  time  to  literary  labor  is  a 
dificult  tJiinv,  and  conifiOKition  Rocms  ratlier  a 
ta*K  than  a  pleaiture,  since  the  fir?  of  his  youth 
has  cooled.     He   is  fond  of  tlie  Hocioty  of  hiit 
friends  and  of  tlie  social   hour;   his  stock  of 
anecdotes  and  tttorics,  which  is  extensive,  is  oflon 
displayed  on  those  occasions,  but  it  is  humor 


rather  than  wit  with  which  they  are  eeaaonedL 
Of  all  the  natives  of  Scotland,  however,  he  haa 
least  of  the/»lot«  of  the  country  in  his  delivery, 
which  is  surprising,  when  it  is  considered  he  wae 
above  twenty-ooe  years  of  age  before  he  quitted 
it,  and  shows  how  accurately  he  must  have  at- 
tuned hb  ear  to  the  English  pronnncialioD  eariy 
in  life.  Besides  his  knowledge  of  the  Latin  and 
Greek  languages,  CampbeU  is  a  good  German 
scholar,  has  acquired  a  considerable  knowledge 
of  Hebrew,  and  speaks  French  fluently. 

During  the  residence  of  Campbell  at  Sydenham, 
thore  were  several  indivlduab  in  that  riDage  who 
were  fond  of  inviting  literary  men  to  their  tablef, 
and  were  conspicuous  for  their  conriviality. 
Numerous  choice  spirits  used  to  meet  -together 
thore,  and  among  them  was  CampbolL  The 
repartee  and  joke  were  exchanged,  and  many  a 
practical  trick  played  off  which  now  forms  the 
burden  of  an  aftor-dinner  story  wherever  the 
various  individuals  then  present  are  scattered. 
Many  of  these  have  been  since  distinguished  in 
the  literary  world ;  among  them  were  the  &ee- 
tioos  brothers,  the  Smiths,  James  and  HoraoOi 
Theodore  Hook,  and  others;  but  it  appeare 
Campbell  was  behind  none  of  them  in  the  aeet 
with  which  he  entered  into  the  pleasantriee  of 
the  time,  and  many  an  anecdote  is  recorded  of 
him  on  these  occasions,  to  which  some  biographer 
will  doubtless  do  justice  hereafter. 

In  1824  Campbell  published  his  **  Theodric,  a 
Domestic  Tale,**  the  least  popular  of  his  works. 
Many  pieces  of  great  merit  came  out  in  tho  same 
volume,  among  which  are  tlie  **  Lines  to  J.  P. 
Kemble,**  and  those  entitled  the  **La8t  Man.** 
The  fame  of  Campbell,  howe\'er,  must  rest  on 
his  previous  publications,  which,  though  not 
numerous,  are  so  correct,  and  were  so  fastidious, 
ly  revined,  that,  while  they  remain  as  standards 
of  purity  in  the  Enfrlish  tongue,  they  sufficiently 
explain  why  their  author's  compositions  are  so 
limited  in  number,  **  since  he  who  wrote  so  cor- 
rectly could  not  bo  expected  to  write  much.** 

By  his  marriatre  (^ampbell  had  two  sons.  One 
of  thorn  diod  before  attainin<r  his  twentieth  year 
s  the  other  while  at  Bonn,  where,  as  already  oh- 
■  server!,  he  was  placed  for  his  education,  exhibit- 
od  sytnntnnis  of  an  erring  mind,  which,  on  his 
!  return  to  England  soon  afterwards,  rii)ened  into 
I  mental  deranjeinent  of  the  milder  species.  This 
:  di^aso,  it  is  probable,  he  inherited  on  his  mother's 
'side,  as  on  hi'*  father's  no  symptoms  of  it  had 
,cver  been  shown.    Alter  several  years  passed  iu 
tliis  way,  during  which  tlio  mental  disease  consid- 
erably relaxed,  so  that  yonnfif  Camplioll  became 
wholly  inoffpusive,  his  father  received  him  into 
\  his  house.    Tlie  ollbcts  ot*  such  a  si^^ht  upon  a 
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mind  of  the  most  exquisite  sensibility,  like  the 
poet*8,  may  be  readily  imagined ;  it  was,  at  times, 
a  source  of  the  keenest  suffering. 

We  must  now  allude  to  an  event  in  Campbcirs 
life,  which  will  cause  him  the  gratitude  of  mil- 
lions of  unborn  hearts,  and  the  benefits  of  which 
are  incalculable.  It  is  to  Campbell  that  England 
owes  the  London  University.  Four  years  before 
it  was  made  public,  the  idea  struck  his  mind,  ^rom 
having  been  in  the  habit  of  visiting  the  univer- 
sities of  Germany,  and  studying  their  regulations. 
He  communicated  it  at  first  to  two  or  three  friends 
only,  until  his  ideas  upon  the  subject  became  ma- 
ti£re,  when  they  were  made  public,  and  a  meeting 
upon  the  business  convened  in  London,  which 
Mr.  Campbell  addressed,  and  where  the  establish, 
ment  of  such  an  institution  met  the  most  zealous 
support  Once  in  operation,  the  men  of  the  city, 
headed  by  Mr.  Brougliam,  lost  not  a  moment  in 
advancing  the  ^reat  and  useful  object  in  view. — 
The  undertaking  was  divided  into  shares,  which 
were  rapidly  taken.  Mr.  Brougham  took  the  lead- 
ing  part,  and  addressed  the  various  meetings  on 
the  subject  Mr.  Campbell,  ill  fitted  for  ateady 
exertion,  seems  to  have  left  the  active  arrange- 
ments  to  others  better  qualified  for  them  by  habits 
of  business,  and  contented  himself  with  attend- 
ing tlie  committees.  With  a  rapidity  unexampled 
the  London  University  has  been  completed ;  and 
Campbell  has  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  his 
projected  instrument  of  education  in  full  opera- 
tion, in  less  than  three  years  aflcr  he  made  the 
scheme  public. 

In  person,  Campbell  is  below  the  middle  stat- 
ure, well  made,  but  slender.  His  features  indi- 
cate great  sensibility,  and  that  fastidiousness  for 
which  he  is  remarkable  in  everything  he  under- 
takes. His  eyes  are  large,  peculiarly  striking,  and 
of  a  deep  blue  color,  his  nose  aquiline,  his  ex- 
pression generally  saturnine.  He  has  long  worn 
a  peruke,  but  the  natural  color  of  his  hair  is 
dork.  His  step  is  light,  but  firm ;  and  he  appears 
to  possess  much  more  energy  of  constitution  than 
men  of  fifly-two,  who  have  been  studious  in  their 
nabits,  exhibit  in  general.  His  time  for  study  is 
mostly  during  the  stillness  of  night,  when  he  can 
yn  wholly  alMtracted  from  external  objects.    He 


exhibits  great  fondness  for  recondite  subjects; 
and  will  frequently  spend  days  in  minute  inves- 
tigations  into  languages,  which  in  the  result  are 
of  no  moment :  but  his  ever-delighted  theme  is 
Greece,  her  arts  and  literature.  There  he  is  at 
home ;  it  was  his  earliest  and  will  probably  be 
his  latest  study.  There  is  no  branch  of  poetry  or 
history  which  has  reached  us  from  the  **  mother 
of  arts**  with  which  he  is  not  familiar.  He  has 
severely  handled  Mitford  for  his  singular  praise 
of  the  Lacedemonians  at  the  exjtense  of  the  Athe- 
nians, and  his  preference  of  their  barbarous  and 
obscene  laws  to  the  legislation  of  the  latter  peo- 
ple. His  Lectures  on  Greek  Poetry  are  almady 
before  the  public,  having  appeared  in  parts  in 
the  New  Monthly  Magazine,  He  also  publishod 
*^ Annals  of  Great  Britain,  from  tho  accessioo  of 
George  the  Third  to  the  Peace  of  A  mi^ns  ;**  and 
is  the  author  of  several  articles  on  Poetry  and 
Bolles-Lettres  in  the  Edinburgh  Enofiopadia.  In 
addition  to  the  profits  derived  fhmi  these  literary 
labors,  our  Poet  enjoys  a  pension  from  Govern- 
ment, supposed  to  have  been  granted  to  him  Ibr 
writing  political  paragraphs  in  an  evening  papery 
in  support  of  Lord  Grenville*s  administratiaii. 

Campbell  was,  as  has  been  before  cbservWt 
educated  at  Glasgow,  and  received  the  bonor  of 
election  for  Lord  Rector,  three  successive  jeai% 
notwithstanding  the  opposition  of  the  profeHon 
and  the  excellent  individuals  who  were  plaosd 
against  him ;  among  whom  were  the  late  minister 
Canning  and  Sir  Walter  Scott  The  student!  of 
Glasgow  College  considered  that  the  celebrity  of 
the  poet,  his  liberal  principles,  his  being  a  felkivr. 
townsman,  and  his  attention  to  their  intereetiy 
entitled  him  to  the  preference. 

Finally,  C^ampbell  has  all  tlie  characteristiesi/ 
the  genus  irrUabde  about  him.  He  is  the  creatort 
of  impulses,  and  oflen  does  things  upon  the  spur 
of  the  moment,  which  upon  reflection  he  recalli^ 
He  is  remarkable  for  absence  of  mind ;  is  charita^ 
ble  and  kind  in  his  disposition,  but  of  quick  tom* 
{ler:  his  amusements  are  few,  the  friend  and 
conversation  only.  His  heart  is  perhaps  one  of 
the  best  that  beats  in  a  human  bosom ;  it  is,  in 
efibct,  that  which  should  belong  to  the  poet  of 
**  Gertrude,**  his  favorite  personification. 
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IN  TWO  PARTa 


PARTL 

ANALYSia 

with  a  oominnRiQ  betmen  the 
olycti  in  a  landirap>,  and  thoae 
of  felidCf  ffUch  tha  imagination  de- 
la  witamplata  tha  influanoa  of  antidpasion 
dM  rUfcar  immooi  m  nait  dalineatcd  an  alln- 
ia  BBda  to  tha  well-known  fiction  in  Pagan  tra* 
thai,  when  all  the  guudian  deitiet  of  man- 
iha  world,  Hope  alone  wao  left  ho- 
of thie  piion  in  ntnatiooi 
■wemin  on  hk  watch— 
anldier  BMrcfaing  into  battle— alimion  to  the 
adventureo  of  Byron. 
Hm  inipiration  of  Hope,  as  it  actuates  the  eflbrti  of 
whether  in  the  department  of  aciencc,  or  of 
ic  felicity,  how  intimately  connected 
with  riewa  of  future  happineae— picture  of  a  mother 
watching  her  infiuit  when  asleep— picturei  of  the 
pfiaoncr,  the  maniac,  and  the  \%*aiiderer. 

Froca  the  consolations  of  individual  misery,  a 
made  lo  prospects  of  political  improve- 
m  the  future  stole  of  societ)' — the  wide  field 
iiat  is  yet  open  for  the  progrera  of  humanizing  arts 
atooag  unctviiixed  nations— from  these  views 
meliofation  of  society,  and  the  extensicm  of  liberty 
■hI  tmlh  over  despotic  and  barbarous  countries,  1^ 
a  nelancboly  contrast  of  ideas,  we  are  led  to  reflect 
apno  the  hard  &te  of  a  brave  people  recently  con- 
I  in  their  struggles  ibr  imiependence— ^escrip- 
of  the  capture  of  Warsaw,  of  the  last  contest 
of  the  oppmsors  and  the  oppreived,  and  the  mas- 
sacre of  the  Polish  patriots  at  the  bridge  of  Prague — 
aportrophe  to  the  self-interented  pnemios  of  human 
■aprovfment — the  wrongs  of  Africa — the  barbarous 
pobcy  of  Europeans  in  India — prophecy  in  the  Hin- 
doo mythuKifry  of  the  eipected  dmcentof  the  Deity 
to  rfin-v  the  miseries  of  their  race,  and  to  take 
vexkgeajM  e  on  the  violators  of  justice  nnd  mercy. 


At  cummer  eve,  vi-ben  Heaven's  ethereal  bow 
with  bright  arch  the  glittering  hills  below. 
Why  to  yon  mountain  turns  the  musing  eye, 
Wbosa  eon-brifbl  Mmmic  minglei  i»ith  the  sky  I 
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Why  do  dioae  olifii  of  shadowy  thit  appear 
More  sweat  than  all  tha  landscipe  nailing 
"Tis  distance  lends  enchantment  to  die  TieWp 
And  lobea  the  mountain  in  in  amre  hiia. 
Thus,  with  delight  we  linger  to  survey 
The  piomiaed  joys  of  life's  tmmeamred  way. 
Thus,  from  a&r,  ekch  dim-diaoover*d  aoena 
More  pleasing  seems  than  all  the  past  hath  bean*. 
And  every  form,  that  Fancy  can  repair 
From  dark  oblivion,  glows  divindy  there. 

What  potent  spirit  guidea  the  rapCarad  aya 
To  pierce  the  shades  of  dim  fbtority  t 
Can  Wisdom  lend,  with  all  her  heavei^y  power. 
The  pledge  of  Joy*s  andcipated  hour? 
Ah,  no !  she  darkly  sees  the  &te  of  main— 
Ilor  dim  horiam  bounded  to  a  span ; 
Or,  if  she  hold  an  image  to  the  view, 
T  is  Nature  pictured  too  severely  true. 
With  thee,  sweet  Hon !  resides  the  heavenly  light 
That  pouia  remotest  rapture  on  the  sight : 
Thine  is  the  charm  of  Life's  bewildered  way. 
That  calls  each  slumbering  passion  into  play. 
Waked  by  thy  touch,  1  see  the  sister  band. 
On  tiptoe  ^'atohing,  start  at  thy  command. 
And  fly  where'er  thy  mandate  bids  them  steer, 
'o  Pleasure's  path,  or  Glory's  bright  career. 


Primeval  Hopk,  the  Aiinian  Muses  say. 
When  Man  and  Nature  moum'd  their  first  decayf 
When  every  form  ol  death,  and  every  woe. 
Shot  from  malignant  stars  to  earth  below ; 
When  Murder  hared  her  arm,  and  rampant  War 
Yoked  the  red  dragons  of  her  iron  cor , 
When  Peace  and  Mercy,  banish'd  from  the  plain* 
Sprung  on  the  \newless  windb  to  Heaven  again; 
Ail,  all  forsook  the  friendless  giulty  mind. 
But  Hope,  the  charmer,  linger'd  still  behind. 

Thus,  while  Elijah's  burning  wheels  >nepare 
From  Carmel's  heights  to  sweep  the  fields  of  ai« 
The  pro{>het*s  mantle,  ere  his  flight  began, 
Dropt  on  the  world — a  sacred  gill  to  man. 

Auspicious  Hope  !  in  thy  sweet  garden  grow 
Wraatha  fix  each  toil,  a  charm  for  every  woai 
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Won  by  their  sweets,  in  Nature's  languid  hour. 
The  way»\%orn  pilgrim  seeks  thy  summer  bower ; 
There,  as  the  wild  bee  murmurs  on  the  x^ing, 
What  peaceful  dreams  thy  handmaid  spirits  bring ! 
What  viewless  ibrms  th'  ^Eolian  organ  play, 
And  sweep  the  furrow'd  lines  of  anxious  thought 
away ! 

Angel  of  life !  thy  glittering  wings  explore 
Earth's  loneliest  bounds,  and  Ocean's  wildest  shore. 
Lo!  to  the  wintry  winds  ihe  pilot  yields 
His  bark,  careering  o'er  unfaihom'd  fields ; 
Now  on  Atlantic  waves  he  rides  afar. 
Where  Andes,  giant  of  the  western  star, 
With  meteor-standard  to  the  ^%inds  unfurl'd. 
Looks  from  his  throne  of  clouds  o'er  half  the  world! 

Now  far  he  sweeps,  where  scarce  a  summer  smiles 
On  Bchring's  rocks,  or  Greenland's  naked  isles : 
Cold  on  his  midnight  watch  the  breezes  blow. 
From  wastes  that  slumber  in  eternal  snow ; 
And  waft,  across  the  wave's  tumultuous  roar. 
The  wolTs  long  howl  from  Oonalaska's  shore. 

Poor  child  of  danger,  nursling  of  the  storm. 
Sad  are  the  woes  that  wreck  thy  manly  form ! 
Rocks,  waves,  and  winds,  the  shatter'd  bark  delay ; 
Thy  heart  is  sad,  thy  home  is  &r  away. 

But  Hope  ran  here  her  moonlight  vigils  keep, 
And  sing  to  charm  the  spirit  of  the  deep : 
SwiA  as  yon  streamer  lights  the  starry  pole. 
Her  visions  warm  the  watchman's  pensive  soul ; 
His  native  hills  that  rise  in  happier  climes. 
The  grot  that  heard  his  song  of  other  times. 
His  cottage  home,  liis  bark  uf  slender  sail. 
His  glossy  lake,  and  broomwood-blossom'd  vale, 
Rush  on  his  thought ;  he  sweeps  before  the  wind. 
Treads  the  loved  shore  he  sigh'd  to  leave  behind ; 
Meets  at  each  step  a  friend's  familiar  face, 
And  flies  at  last  to  Helen's  long  embrace ; 
Wipes  from  her  cheek  the  rapture-speaking  tear. 
And  clasps,  with  many  a  sigh,  his  children  dear! 
While,  long  neglected,  but  at  length  caress'd, 
His  &ithful  dog  salutes  the  smiling  guest, 
Pbints  to  the  master's  eyes  (where'er  they  roam) 
His  wistful  face,  and  whines  a  welcome  home. 

Friend  of  the  brave!  in  peril's  darkest  hour, 
Intrepid  Virtue  looks  to  thee  for  power ; 
To  thee  the  heart  its  trembling  homage  yields. 
On  stormy  floods,  and  camage-cover'd  fields. 
When  front  to  front  the  banner'd  hosts  combine, 
Halt  ere  they  close,  and  form  the  dreadful  line. 
When  all  is  still  on  Death's  devoted  soil. 
The  march-worn  soldier  mingles  for  the  toil ; 
As  rings  his  glittering  tube,  he  lifis  on  high 
The  dauntless  brow,  and  spirit'Speaking  eye, 
Hailn  in  his  heart  the  triumph  yet  to  come, 
And  hears  tliy  stormy  music  in  the  drum ! 

And  such  thy  strength-inspiring  aid  that  bore 
The  hardy  Byron  to  his  native  shore— <1) 
In  horrid  climes,  where  Chiloe's  tempesui  sweep 
Tumultuous  murmurs  o'er  the  troubled  deep, 
"T  H4S  his  to  mourn  Misfortune's  rudest  shock, 
fioouiged  by  the  winda,  and  cradled  oo  the  fodb 


To  wake  each  joyless  mom.  and  seardi  again 
The  famish'd  haunts  of  solitary  men; 
Whose  race,  unyielding  as  their  native  tUma, 
Know  not  a  trace  of  Nature  but  the  form ; 
Yet,  at  thy  call,  the  hardy  tar  pursued. 
Pale,  but  intrepid,  sad,  but  imsubdued. 
Pierced  the  deep  woods,  and  haiUng  frani  afiur 
The  moon's  pale  planet  and  the  northern  star ; 
Ptiused  at  each  dreary  cry,  unheard  before. 
Hyenas  in  the  wild,  and  mermaids  on  the  shore ; 
Till,  led  by  thee  o'er  many  a  cliflT  sublime. 
He  foimd  a  warmer  world,  a  milder  clime, 
A  home  to  rest,  a  shelter  to  defend. 
Peace  and  repose,  a  Briton  and  a  friend !  (2) 

Congenial  Hora!  thy  passion-kindling  power. 
How  bright,  how  strong,  in  youth's  untroubled  boor 
On  yon  proud  height,  vAih  Genius  hand  in  ham^ 
1  see  thee  light,  and  wave  thy  golden  wood. 

'*  Go,  child  of  Heav'n !  (thy  winged  words  prodafai) 
'T  is  thine  to  search  the  boundless  fields  of  fiona! 
Lo !  Newton,  priest  of  nature,  shines  afar. 
Scans  the  wide  world,  and  numbers  every  star! 
Wilt  thou,  with  him,  mysterious  rites  a(^y. 
And  watch  the  shrine  with  wonder-beaming  eft! 
Yes,  thou  shalt  marie,  with  magic  art  profoinid« 
The  speed  of  light,  the  cireling  march  of  aoond ; 
With  Franklin  grasp  the  lightning's  fiery  win^ 
Or  yield  the  l)nre  of  Heav'n  another  string.  (3) 

"The  Swedish  sage  (4)  admires  in  yonder 
His  winged  insecui,  and  his  rosy  flowers ; 
Calls  from  their  woodland  haunts  the  savage 
With  sounding  horn,  and  counts  them  on  the 
So  once,  at  Heaven's  command,  the  wand*reni 
To  Eden's  shade,  and  heard  their  various 


"  Far  from  the  world,  in  yon  sequester'd  cliiiM^ 
Slow  pass  the  sons  of  Wisdom,  more  sublime ; 
Calm  as  the  fields  of  Heav'n  his  sapient  eye 
The  loved  Athenian  lifls  to  realms  on  high. 
Admiring  Plato,  on  his  spotless  page. 
Suimpe  the  bright  dictates  of  the  Father  sage : 
'  Shall  Nature  bound  to  Earth's  diurnal  span 
The  fire  of  God,  th'  immortal  soul  of  man  f 

"  Turn,  child  of  Heav'n,  thy  raptnre-lighten*d  eje 
To  Wisdom's  walks, — the  sacred  Nine  are  nigh: 
Hark!   from  bright  spires  that  gild  the  DelpliiHi 

height. 
From  streams  that  wander  in  eternal  light. 
Ranged  on  their  hill,  Harmonia's  daughters  swell 
The  mingling  tones  of  horn,  and  harp,  and  shell ; 
Deep  from  his  vaults,  the  Loxian  murmun  How,  (5) 
And  Pythia's  auful  organ  peals  below. 


**  Beloved  of  Heav'n!  the  smiling  Muae  shall 
Her  moonlight  halo  on  thy  beauteous  head ; 
Shall  swell  thy  heart  to  rapture  unconfined. 
And  breathe  a  holy  madness  o'er  thy  mind. 
I  see  thee  roam  her  guardian  pow'r  beneath 
And  talk  with  spirits  on  the  midnight  heath , 
Inquire  of  guilty  wand'rere  whence  they 
And  ask  each  blood-stain'd  form  his  earthly 
Then  weave  in  rapid  vene  the  deeds  they  tell. 
And  read  the  trembUng  worid  the  laies  of  heU. 
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*WhMi  Ycnni^  flutHiod  in  domli  of  totf  niMi 
FInifi  from  htr  folden  urn  the  veaper  dew. 
And  bidi  ftod  neii  her  gliniiiieriiig  noon  eDiploy« 
Bhered  to  lofve,  end  welks  of  tender  joj; 
A  milder  mood  the  goddeet  diell  recelC 
And  nft  ae  dew  ihf  tonee  of  miiiic  ftll ; 
While  Bennly't  deeply-picCiiied  tmiles  impert 
A  paqg  more  deer  than  pleeaiue  to  the  heart— 
Warm  as  thf  aigfas  ahall  flow  the  Leahian  itrain. 
And  plead  in  Beauty*a  ear,  nor  pleed  in  vain. 

«0r  wilt  thoo  Orphean  fajrmna  more  aaded  deem, 
Aed  aieep  thf  aong  in  MercT'a  mellow  itreem  7 
To  pmmre  djfopi  the  radiant  ejre  begoile-^ 
For  Bemnty't  leeie  are  loreUer  than  her  imile ; — 
Ob  Nalare'a  thnbfaing  anguiih  poor  reliefT 
And  tench  impaauoo'd  aoub  the  joj  of  grief? 

*  Yea;  to  thj  tongne  ihall  aemph  worda  be  given, 
And  power  on  earth  to  plead  the  cauae  of  Heayen ; 
Hw  paood,  the  ooki  uitroubled  heart  of  ttone, 
Thai  never  muwd  on  aorrow  but  ila  own, 
rnlocfci  a  generoua  atore  at  thy  command, 
Lfte  Iioi«b*s  rodui  beneath  the  prophet'a  hand.  (6) 
Hw  livinf  lamber  of  hia  kindred  eartfi, 
ChanaVi  into  eonl,  receiTei  a  aeoood  birtfi, 
Feela  ifaf  dicad  power  another  heart  aflbrd, 
WltoBe  paaMOQ-toueh'd  harmoniooa  atringa  aocotd 
IhM  ae  dw  dieling  apherea  to  Nature's  plan ; 
Aad  mtoi.  tkm  brother,  livea  the  fiiend  of  man. 

'Bqgkt  ae  the  pillar  roae  at  Heaven's  command, 
When  Inael  nmrch'd  along  the  deaert'land, 
■■tod  ihwugh  the  night  on  lonely  i^ilda  a&r, 
Aad  told  the  patlu— a  neveMelting  Rtar: 
Be,  heavenly  Genioi,  in  thy  courae  divine, 
Hope  is  diy  star,  her  light  is  ever  thine." 


Power!  when  rankling  cares  annoy 
The  sarrtd  home  of  Ilyraencan  joy ; 
When  doom*d  to  Ptn-erty's  sequestered  doll, 
"nie  wedded  pair  of  love  and  virtue  dwell, 
rnpitied  by  the  world,  unknown  to  fame. 
Their  woes,  their  wishes,  and  their  hearts  the  same— 
Oh.  there,  prophetic  Hope  !  thy  rniile  bestow. 
And  cYiare  the  pane*  that  worth  Rhoultl  never  know — 
There,  as  the  parent  deals  his  scanty  stnre 
Ti>  friendlfw  bohes.  and  weeps  to  eive  no  more, 
Tell,  that  his  manly  rare  shall  yet  ossuai^e 
TSeir  £i(her's  wmngv,  and  shield  his  latter  age. 
What  ihoiieh  lor  him  no  Hybla  sweets  distil, 
Nor  bloomy  vines  wave  purple  on  the  hill ; 
TelL  that  when  silent  years  have  poss'd  away. 
That  wh«n  hi*  eye  (rmws  dim.  his  tresses  grey. 
These  b«2sy  hands  a  lovelier  cot  shall  build. 
And  derk  with  fiurer  flowers  his  little  field. 
And  rail  &*>m  Heaven  pmpitioiis  dews  to  breathe 
Arcwiian  beauty  on  the  barren  heath  ; 
Te!1.  that  while  lirve's  spontaneous  smile  endears 
Hbe  da>ii  of  peace,  the  sabbath  of  his  years, 
H'vlih  shall  prolong  to  many  a  festive  hour 
The  social  pleasures  of  his  humble  bower. 

Lo  *  at  the  couch  wh^re  mfant  beauty  sleeps, 
Iler  silefit  watch  the  mournful  mother  keeps ; 
Ar.  svhile  the  lovely  babe  unconscious  lies, 
Mlea  oo  her  slumbering  child  with  penave  ejres. 


And  vreavea  a  aong  of  melancfaoly  joyi— 
**  Sleep,  image  of  thy  &ther,  deep,  my  beyi 
No  lingering  hour  of  aorrow  ahaU  be  thine ; 
No  sigh  that  rends  thy  fiuher'a  heart  and  mifWy 
Bright  as  hia  manly  aire  the  son,  shall  be 
In  form  and  soul ;  but,  ah !  more  bleat  than  he ! 
Thy  fiune,  thy  worth,  thy  filial  love,  at'laat. 
Shall  aoothe  his  aching  heart  for'all  die 
With  many  a  amilo  my  aoKtode  repay, 
And  chaso  the  world's  ungenaroaa  acom  away. 

"And  aay,  when  anmmon^  flom  the  wuiU  tad 
thee 
I  lay  my  head  beneath  the  willow-tree, ' 
Wilt  ihiu^  sweet  mourner!  al  my  atooe  appear. 
And  soothe  my  parted  spirit  Bngeiiiig  near? 
Oh,  wilt  thon  come,  at  evening  hour  to  shed 
The  tears  of  Memoiy  o*er  my  narrow  bed ; 
With  aching  temples  oo  thy  hand  recl^Ded. 
Muae  on  the  laat  fiueweU  I  leave  hehindi 
Breathe  a  deep  aigh  to  winda  that  mnrmtir  low 
And  think  on  all  my  love,  and  all  my  woer 

So  epeaks  Afiection,  ere  the  inftnt  eye 
Can  look  regard,  or  brighten  in  rrplyi 
But  when  the  cherub  lip  hath  learnt  to  chum 
A  mother's  ear  by  that  endearing  name ; 
Soon  as  the  playful  innocent  can  prove 
A  tear  of  pity,  or  a  smile  of  love. 
Or  cons  hia  murmuring  task  beneath  her  care^ 
Or  lisps  with  holy  look  his  evening  preyer. 
Or  gazing,  mutely  pensive,  sits  to  hear 
The  mournful  ballad  warbled  in  his  ear; 
How  fondly  looks  admiring  Hope  the  while 
At  every  artless  tear,  and  every  smile! 
How  glows  the  joyous  parent  to  deecry 
A  guileless  bosom,  true  to  sympathy! 

Where  is  the  troubled  heart,  oonsign'd  to  share 
Tumultuous  toils,  or  solitary  care. 
Unblest  l^  visionary  thoughts  that  stray 
To  count  the  jo>'s  of  Fortune's  better  day! 
liO,  nature,  life,  and  liberty  relume 
The  dim-eyed  tenant  of  the  dungeon  gloom, 
A  long-lost  friend,  or  hapless  child  restored. 
Smiles  at  his  blazing  hearth  and  social  board ; 
Warm  from  his  heart  iho  teors  of  rapture  flow. 
And  virtue  triumphs  o'er  remembcr'd  woe. 

Chide  not  his  peace,  proud  Reason!  nor  destroy 
The  shadowy  forms  of  uncreated  joy. 
That  urge  the  lingering  tide  of  life,  and  pour 
SpontancK>us  slumber  on  his  midnight  hour. 
Hark!  tho  wild  muiinc  sings,  to  chide  the  gale 
That  wafts  so  slow  her  lover's  distant  sail : 
She,  sod  spectatress,  on  the  wintry  shore 
Watch'd  the  rude  surge  his  shroudless  corse  that  bora. 
Knew  the  pale  form,  and,  shrieking  in  amaze, 
Clasp'd  her  cold  hands,  and  6x'd  her  maddening  gaae« 
Poor  widow'd  wretch !  't  was  there  sho  wept  in  vaiiL 
Till  Memory  fled  her  agonizing  brain ; — 
But  Mercy  gave,  to  charm  the  sense  of  woe. 
Ideal  peace,  that  truth  could  ne'er  bestow; 
Warm  on  her  heart  the  jo\-s  of  Fancy  beam. 
And  aimless  Hope  delights  her  darkest  dream. 

Oft  when  yon  moon  hos  climb'd  the  midnight  iiqf 
And  the  lone  sea-bird  wtkc^  its  wildest  cry, 
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Piled  on  the  iteep,  her  bhisng  iagott  bum 
To  hail  the  berk  that  never  can  return ; 
And  itill  she  iwaita,  but  scarce  ibrbean  to  weep 
llia^  oooatant  love  can  linger  on  the  deep^ 

And,  roaik  the  wretch,  whoae  wanderings  never 
knew 
1  he  world's  regtid,  that  soothes,  though  half  untrue. 
Whose  erring  heart  the  luh  of  sorruw  bore. 
But  found  not  pitjr  when  it  err'd  no  more. 
Yon  friendleas  man,  at  whose  dejected  eye 
7*h'  unieeling  proud  one  looks— «nd  passes  by, 
Condemn'd  on  Penury's  barren  path  to  room, 
8ooni*d  by  the  world,  and  lefl  without  a  home — 
Even  he,  at  evening,  should  he  chance  lo  stray 
Down  by  the  hamlet's  hawthorn-scented  way, 
Where,  round  the  oot's  romantic  glade,  ara  seen 
The  bloanm'd  bean-field,  and  the  sloping  green, 
Leans  o'er  its  homUe  gate,  and  thinks  the  while — 
Oh!  that  for  me  aome  home  like  this  would  smile. 
Some  hamlet  shade,  to  yield  my  sickly  form 
Health  in  the  bceeie,  and  shelter  in  the  storm ! 
There  should  my  hand  no  stinted  boon  assign 
To  wretched  hearts  with  sorrow  auch  as  mine ! — 
That  generous  wish  can  soothe  unpitied  care. 
And  Hops  half  mingles  viith  the  poor  man's  prayer. 

Hope  !  when  I  mourn,  with  sympathizing  mind. 
The  wrongs  of  fate,  the  woes  of  human  kind, 
Thy  blissful  omens  bid  my  spirit  see 
The  boundless  fields  of  rapture  yet  lo  be , 
I  watch  the  wheels  of  Nature's  mazy  plan. 
And  learn  the  future  by  the  past  of  roan. 

Come,  bright  Improvement !  on  the  car  of  Time, 
And  rule  the  spacious  world  from  clime  to  clime ; 
7*hy  handmaid  arts  shall  every  wild  explore, 
Trace  every  wave,  and  culture  every  shore. 
On  Erie's  banks,  where  (igera  steal  along. 
And  the  dread  Indian  chants  a  dismal  song. 
Where  human  fiends  on  midnight  errands  walk. 
And  bathe  in  brains  the  murderous  tomahawk ; 
There  shall  the  flocks  on  thymy  pasture  stray, 
And  shepherds  dance  at  Summer's  opening  day ; 
Each  wandering  genius  of  the  lonely  glen 
Shall  start  to  view  the  glittering  haunts  of  men. 
And  silence  watch,  on  woodland  heights  around. 
The  village  curfew  as  it  tolls  profound. 

In  Lybian  groves,  where  damned  rites  are  done. 
That  bathe  the  rocks  in  blood,  and  veil  the  sun. 
Truth  shall  arrest  the  murd'rous  arm  profane : 
Wild  Obi  flies  (7) — ^the  veil  is  rent  in  twain. 

Where  barbarous  hordes  on  Scythian  mountains 
roam. 
Truth,  Mercy,  Freedom,  yet  shall  find  a  home; 
Where'er  degraded  Nature  bleeds  and  pines. 
Prom  Guinea's  coast  to  Sibir's  dreary  mines,  (8) 
IVuth  shall  pervaile  the  unfathom'd  darkness  there. 
And  light  the  dreadful  features  of  despair. — 
Ifark !  the  stem  captive  spurns  his  heavy  load. 
Ant*  aiMlu  the  image  hack  that  Heaven  bestow'd ! 
Fierce  m  his  eye  the  fire  of  volor  hums. 
And,  at  the  slave  deports,  the  man  returns. 

Oh*  sacred  TVuth!  thy  triumph  ceased  awhile, 
And  IIorK.  thy  sister,  ceised  with  thee  to  smile. 


When  leagued  Oppression  pour'd  to  Northem 
Her  whisker 'd  pandoors  and  her  fierce  huosaia. 
Waved  her  dread  standard  to  the  breeze  of  jnorii, 
Peal'd  her  loud  dmm,  and  twang'd  her  trumpet  horn 
Tumultuous  horror  brooded  o'er  her  van. 
Presaging  wrath  to  Poland— «nd  to  man !  (^ 

Warsaw's  last  champion  from  her  height  sonrey'd. 
Wide  o'er  the  fields,  a  waste  of  ruin  laid^ — 
Oh!  Heaven!  he  cried,  my  bleeding  country  aare!^ 
Is  there  no  hand  on  high  to  shield  the  brave  ? 
Yet,  though  destruction  sweep  these  lovely  plaina. 
Rise,  fellow-men !  our  country  yet  remains ! 
By  that  dread  name,  we  wave  the  sword  on  high! 
And  swear  for  her  to  live ! — with  her  to  die ! 

He  said,  and  on  the  ramparl-heights  army'd 
His  trusty  warriors,  few.  but  undismay'd ; 
Firm'poced  and  slow,  a  horrid  front  they  fi>rm. 
Still  OS  the  breeze,  but  dreadful  as  the  storm ; 
Low  murmuring  sounds  along  their  banners  fly. 
Revenge,  or  deaths— the  watch-word  and  reply ; 
Then  peal'd  the  notes,  omnipotent  to  charm. 
And  the  loud  tocsin  toll'd  their  last  alarm ! — 


In  vain,  alas !  in  vain,  ye  gallant  few ! 
From  rank  to  rank  your  voUey'd  thunder  flew 
Oh,  bloodiest  picture  in  the  book  of  Time^ 
Sarmatia  fell,  unwept,  without  a  crime ; 
Found  not  a  generous  friend,  a  pitying  im. 
Strength  in  her  arms,  nor  mercy  in  her  w<oe! 
Dropped  from  her  nerveless  grasp  the  shalter*d 
Closed  her  bright  eye.  and  curb'd  her  high 
HoPK,  for  a  season,  bade  the  world  ftreweU, 
And  Freedom  shriek'd — as  Kosciusko  fell! 


The  sun  went  down,  nor  ceased  the 
Tumultuous  murder  shook  the  midnight  air— > 
On  Prague's  pn>ii(l  arch  the  fires  of  ruin  glow. 
His  blood-dyed  enters  murmuring  far  bek>w; 
The  storm  prevails,  the  rampart  yields  aw^» 
Bursts  the  wild  cry  of  horror  and  dismay! 
Hark !  as  the  smouldering  piles  with  thunder  ftll* 
A  thousand  shrieks  for  hopelrw  mercy  call  2 
VMXh  shook — red  meteom  flash'd  along  the  sky. 
And  conscious  Nature  shudder'd  at  the  cry! 

Oh !  righteous  Heaven !  ere  Freedom  found  a  grtve^ 
Why  sle{»C  the  swonl,  omnipotent  to  save  f 
Where  was  thine  arm.  O  vcnpreancc !  where  thy  rod 
That  smote  the  foes  of  /ion  and  of  God ; 
That  crush'd  proud  Ammon,  wlien  his  iron  car 
Was  yoked  in  wrath,  and  thunder'd  fn)ra  afiirf 
Where  was  the  storm  that  slumber'd  till  the  boat 
Of  blood-stain'd  Pharaoh  len  tlirir  trembling 
Then  barlo  the  deep  and  uild  cx>min(>tiun  flow. 
And  heaved  lui  ocean  on  their  march  below? 


Deporte<l  npirits  of  the  miiihty  dead ! 
Ye  that  at  Marathon  and  I^nctra  bled ! 
Friends  of  the  world !  restore  your  swords  to 
Fight  in  his  sacred  cause,  and  lead  the  van ! 
Yet  for  Sarmatia's  tears  of  blood  atone. 
And  make  her  arm  pui»<ant  as  your  own ! 
Oh !  once  again  to  Free<lom's  cause  return 
The  patriot  Tell— the  Bruce  of  Bannockhura! 
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httdi  fit  •  «iiil— -tnd  dsrt  be  free! 
A  link  whilob  akiog  thy  mddtmog  plaimb 
thm  rtMlw  night  of  Denlalkn  raignt ; 
TtuA  thdi  iMtore  the  light  by  Nature  giTen, 
Aad,  like  Ptaneiheiie,  biSig  the  fire  of  Heeven! 
10  the  doet  OppnaioD  ihell  be  hurrd, 
her  neture*  witber*d  fiom  the  world ! 


Te  tbu  die  tmng  mom  infidioai  neilu 
Aad  Inle  the  li^it—4)eceiiBe  your  deede  era  dark; 
Te  diet  eipawling  truth  inTidioiie.  Ticw» 
And  dunk,  or  iM,  the  eong  of  Hon  nnlnie ; 
BMhape  your  litde  handi  premne  tofpon 
Ae  BMivh  of  GeniiMi  and  the  powen  of  man ; 
BMhapa  ye  watch,  at  Pride*k  unhallow'd  thrine^ 
Her  Tidim,  newly  data,  and  thw  divine : — 
*  Here  ehall  thy  triomph,  Gentoe,  oeaee ;  and  here 
Virtue^  cIom  yonr  abort 


Tpmml  in  vain  ye  tiaee  the  wiard  ring; 
In  vain  ye  Unit  Ifind'a  nnwearied  spring : 
Wkal!  can  ye  lull  the  winged  winde  aileep^ 
dw  railing  world,  or  chain  the  deep? 
wHd  wnve  contanuia  your  aoeptred  handi 
when  Gannie  gave  connnand! 


€■1  ^y  doom  no  brighter  loal  aUowf 
Hie  a  blot  00  Hature'e  brow? 
WiMli  priiaaHl  bannw  ne*er  be  fhri'd  ? 

1  tyianii  ceaea  but  wiOi  the  woild  f 
wt9  ■qr  VMnnpnei  eaerea  irntti,  oeiteai 
FIbM  UTed-<ir  Sidney  died  r 


Or,  warm  widi  Fuiey^  energy,  lo  glow. 
And  rival  all  but  Shakfpeare's  name  bdow! 

And  ny,  lopemal  Fowen!  who  deeply  ecu 
Heaven'e  dark  decree^  anfiuhom*d  yet  by  man. 
When  ■hall  the  world  odl  down,  to  deaoM  her  ihaaM^ 
That  embryo  spirit,  yet  without  a  iwiwu 
That  fiiend  of  Nature,  whoie  avengu^g  haoda 
Shall  bum  the  Lybian*s  adamantfaie  bandat 
Who,  ftemly  marking  CO  hii  nitrw  aoQ 

The  blood,  die  teen,  the  angridi  add  dM  loiL 
Shall  bid  each  righteous  heart  #inlt»  Id  sat 
Peace  to  the  dave,  and  Tsngannca  on  die  final 


Tafiad  adorera  of  departed  fiune, 
Wko  wnm  at  Sdpio's  worth,  or  TuIIy's  name ! 
Te  thai,  in  frnded  riaian,  can  admire 
The  swead  of  JBhUm,  and  the  Theban  lyre! 
Wmpi  in  hisioric  ardor,  who  adore 
Sneh  dearie  haunt,  and  wcll-remember'd  shore, 
Where  Vahir  toned,  amid  her  chosen  throng, 
The  llracian  trumpet  and  the  Spartan  song : 
Or,  wandering  thence,  behold  the  later  charms 
Of  England's  glory,  and  Helvetia's  arms ! 
See  Roasan  fire  in  Hampden's  bosom  swell. 
And  frte  and  freedom  in  the  shaft  of  Tell ! 
flqr,  ye  find  mlots  to  the  worth  of  yore, 
Htfh  V'alor  left  the  world — to  live  no  more? 
flo  more  shall  Brutm  bid  a  tyrant  die, 
%nd  sternly  smile  with  vengeance  in  his  eye  f 
dampden  no  more,  when  tuficring  Freedom  calls, 
£neoimter  Fate,  and  triumph  as  ho  fiills ; 
Xor  Tell  diaclote,  through  peril  and  alarm, 
TVe  might  that  slumbers  in  a  peasant's  arm  f 

Tee !  in  that  generous  cause,  ibr  ever  strong, 
The  pntriot  •  virtue  and  the  poet's  song, 
SuU.  as  the  tide  of  aaes  rolls  away. 
Shall  charm  the  world,  unconscious  of  decay ! 

Tea  ?  there  are  hearts,  prophetic  Hope  may  trust. 
That  slumber  jret  in  imcrpated  dust, 
Ordain'd  to  fire  ih'  adoring  sow  of  earth 
Woh  every  charm  of  wisdom  and  of  worth ; 
Ordain'd  to  light,  with  intellectual  day, 

of  Natnre  aa  they  play 


Yet,  yet,  degraded  mail !  di^  a^aeled  dn^ 
That  braaka  your  bitter  eapb  ii  ftr  away; 
Trade,  wealdi,  and  ftahkn,  ask  yon  adil  la  Um^ 
And  holy  men  give  Seriptiua  ftr  dM  dead ; 
Scourged,  and  debased,  no  Britm  etooos  la  sava 
A  wretdi,  a  coivaid;  yai^  baoaaaa  a  nave! 


Eternal  Natope !  whan  thy  glnc  hand 
Had  heaved  the  flooda,  and  mM  die  tremhUqg  hnd 
When  lift  sprung  stardng  at  thy  phsde  caB, 
Endless  her  fimas,  and  man  die  Imd  of  all! 
Say,  was  that  lonny  fimn  inspired  fay  thee. 
To  wear  eternal  chains  and  bow  die  kneef 
Wes  man  ordain'd  the  slave  of  man  to  toil. 
Yoked  with  the  brutes,  and  ftttePd  to  the  oofl; 
Weigh'd  in  a  tyranffe  baknce  widi  his  goUt 
No ! — ^Nature  stamp'd  is  in  a  heavenly  mould  1 
She  bade  no  wretch  his  thankless  labor  uigo. 
Nor,  tremblingt  take  the  pittance  and  the  sconiga 
No  homeless  Lybian,  on  the  stonny  deep. 
To  call  upon  Us  country's  name,  and  weep! 

Lo !  once  in  triumph,  on  his  botmdless  plain. 
The  quiver'd  chief  of  Congo  loved  to  reign ; 
With  fires  proportion'd  to  his  native  sky. 
Strength  in  his  arm,  and  lightning  in  his  eye ; 
Soour'd  with  wild  feet  his  sun-illumined  aone. 
The  spear,  the  lion,  and  the  woods,  his  own ! 
Or  led  the  combat,  bold  without  a  plan. 
An  artless  savage,  but  a  fearless  man ! 

The  plunderer  came ! — alos !  no  glory  smOea 
For  Congo's  chief  on  yonder  Indian  isles ; 
For  ever  fitll'n !  no  son  of  nature  now. 
With  freedom  charter'd  on  his  manly  brow ! 
Faint,  bleeding,  bound,  he  weeps  the  night  away. 
And  when  the  seo^wind  wafts  the  dewless  day. 
Starts,  with  a  bursting  heart,  fi>r  ever  more 
Tb  curse  the  sun  that  lights  their  guilty  shore ! 

The  shrill  horn  blew ;  (10)  at  that  alarum  knell 
His  guardian  angel  took  a  last  frrewell ! 
That  funeral  dirge  to  darkness  hath  resign'd 
The  fiery  grandeur  of  a  generous  mind ! 
Poor  fttter'd  man !  I  hear  thee  whispering  low 
Unhallow'd  vows  to  Guilt,  the  child  of  Woe .' 
Friendless  thy  heart ;  and  canst  thou  harbor  thai  a 
A  wish  but  death — a  passion  but  despair  7 

The  widow'd  Indian,  when  her  lord  cipires. 
Mounts  the  dread  pile,  and  breves  the  funeral  fires 
So  ftlls  the  heart  at  Thraldom's  bitter  sigh! 
So  Virtaa  dies,  die  aponae  of  Liberty! 
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Bat  not  to  Lybia*B  barren  climes  done, 
TV)  Chili,  or  the  wild  Siberian  zone. 
Belong  the  wretched  heart  and  haggard  eye. 
Degraded  worth,  and  poor  miafortune'i  tigh ! — 
Ye  orient  realms,  where  Ganges'  waters  run ! 
Pfolific  fields !  dominions  of  the  sun ! 
How  long  your  tribes  have  tromblcd  and  obey'd! 
flow  long  was  Timour's  iron  sceptre  sway'd,  (11) 
Whose  maishall'd  hosts,  the  lions  of  the  plain, 
Fiom  Scythians  northern  mountains  to  the  main, 
Raged  o'er  your  plunder*d  shrines  and  altars  bare, 
With  blazing  torch  and  gory  cimeter, — 
Stunn'd  with  the  cries  of  death  each  gentle  gale, 
And  bathed  in  blood  the  verdure  of  the  vale! 
Yet  oould  no  pangs  the  immortal  spirit  tame. 
When  Brama's  children  perish'd  for  his  name ; 
The  martyr  smiled  beneath  avenging  power. 
And  braved  the  tyrant  in  his  torturing  hour! 

When  £urope  sought  your  sulgecl  realms  to  gain, 
And  streUih'd  her  giant  sceptre  o'er  the  main. 
Taught  her  pnnid  barks  the  winding  way  to  shape, 
And  braved  the  stormy  spirit  of  the  Cape ;  (12) 
Children  of  Brama!  then  was  Mercy  nigh 
TV)  wash  the  stain  of  blood's  eternal  dye  ? 
Did  Pence  descend,  to  triumph  and  to  save. 
When  fteebom  Britons  cross'd  the  Indian  wave  f 
Ah,  no! — to  more  than  Rome's  ambition  true, 
The  nurse  of  Freedom  gave  it  not  to  you ! 
Sbe  the  bold  route  of  Europe's  guilt  began, 
And«  in  the  march  of  nations,  led  the  van ! 


Rich  in  the  gems  of  India's  gaudy  sone. 
And  plunder  piled  from  kingdoms  not  their  ovm. 
Degenerate  trede !  thy  minions  could  despise 
The  heart-bom  anguish  of  a  thousand  cries ; 
Could  lock,  with  impious  hands,  their  teeming  store, 
While  famish'd  nations  died  along  the  shore :  (13) 
Could  mock  the  groans  of  fellow-men.  and  bear 
The  curse  of  kingdoms  peopled  with  despair; 
Could  sUirap  disgrace  on  man's  polluted  name. 
And  barter,  with  their  gold,  eternal  shame ! 

But  hark !  as  bow'd  to  earth  the  Bramin  kneels. 
From  heavenly  climes  propitious  thunder  peals ; 
Of  India's  &te  her  guardian  spirits  tell, 
Prophetic  murmurs  breathing  on  the  shell. 
And  solemn  sounds,  that  awe  the  list'ning  mind. 
Roll  on  the  azure  paths  of  every  wind. 


I  Earth,  and  her  trembling  isles  in  Ooean*s  bed. 
Are  shook ;  and  Nature  rocks  beneath  his  tread! 

**  To  pour  redress  on  India's  injured  realm. 
The  oppressor  to  dethrone,  the  proud  to  whelm; 
To  chase  destruction  from  her  plunder'd  shore 
With  arts  and  arms  that  triumph'd  once  before, 
I  The  tenth  Avatar  comes!  at  Heaven's  oommaiid 
Shall  Seriswattee  wave  her  hallow'd  wand  I 
And  Camdeo  bright,  and  Ganesa  sublime,  (15) 
Shall  bless  with  joy  their  own  propitious  clime!— 
Ck)me,  Heavenly  Powers !  prime\^l  peace  realore ! 
Love  I — Mercy ! — Wisdom ! — rule  for  evermore  T 


PART  n. 


ANALYSIS. 
Apostrophk  to  the  power  of  Love — its  inthwitt 
connexion  wiih  generous  and  social  sensibilitjTi^ 
allusion  to  that  beautiful  passage  in  the  beginmogof 
the  book  of  (lienesis,  which  represents  the  hapfMiem 
of  Paradise  itself  incomplete,  till  Love  was  ntpar- 
added  to  its  other  blessings — the  dreams  of  fimiri 
felicity  which  a  Uvely  imagination  is  apt  to  dMfirii, 
when  Hope  is  animated  by  refined  attachment    ihii 
disposition  to  combine,  in  one  imaginary  toaiM  of 
residence,  all  that  is  pleasing  in  our  eaiinMt^^of  Hi^ 
piness,  compared  to  the  skill  of  the  great  aitiil  «lb 
personified  perfect  beauty,  in  the  picture  dVeBaf,  If 
an  assemblage  of  the  most  beautiful  faaluni'lM 
could  find — a  summer  and  winter  evening  daacribid* 
as  they  may  be  supposed  to  arise  in  the  nipd  of  MM 
who  wishes,  with  enthusiasm,  for  the  union  of  f  * 
ship  and  retirement. 

Hope  and  Imagination  inseparable  agent 
in  those  contemplative  moments  when  our  ii 
lion  wanders  beyond  the  boundaries  of  this 
our  minds  are  not  unattended  with  an  imi 
that  we  shall  some  day  have  a  wider  and^ 
prospect  of  the  universe,  instead  of  the 
we  now  enjoy. 

The  last  and  nxwt  sublime  influence  of  Hope  m  the 
concluding  topic  of  the  poem — the  preduminanoe  of 
a  belief  in  a  future  stale  over  the  terrors  attendant 
on  disBiolution — the  baneful  influence  of  that  soap* 
tical  philosophy  which  bars  us  from  such  oomibrta— 
allusion  to  the  fate  of  a  suicide — episode  of  Omnd 
and  Ellinore— conclusion. 


•*  Foes  of  mankind !  (her  guardian  spirits  say,) 
Revolving  ages  bring  the  bitter  day, 
When  Heaven's  unerring  arm  shall  fall  on  you. 
And  blood  for  blood  these  Indian  plains  bedew ; 
Nine  times  have  Brama's  wheels  of  lightning  hurl'd 
His  awful  presence  o'er  the  alarmed  world ;  u4) 
Nine  times  hath  Guilt,  through  all  his  giant  frame, 
ConvuUive  trembled,  as  the  Mighty  came ; 
Nine  times  hath  suflTering  Mercy  spared  in  vain— 
But  Heaven  shall  burst  her  starry  gates  again ! 
He  comes !  dread  Brama  shakes  the  sunless  sky 
With  murmuring  wrath,  and  thunders  from  on  high, 
Heaven's  fiery  hone,  beneath  his  warrior  form. 
Paws  the  light  clouds,  and  gallops  on  the  storm ! 
Wide  waves  his  flickering  sword;  bin  bright  arms 

glow 
Like  nuuner  suiw,  aad  light  the  world  balowi 


In  jojrous  youth,  wliat  soul  hath  never  known 
Tlioughl,  feeling,  tw»tc,  harmonious  to  its  own  ? 
Who  halh  not  paused  while  Beauty's  pensive  €f9 
Ask'd  from  hiM  heart  the  homage  of  a  sigh  ? 
Who  hath  not  own'd,  with  rapture-smitten  frame 
The  power  of  grace,  the  magic  of  a  name  ? . 

There  be,  perhaps,  who  barren  hearts  avow 
Cold  as  the  nxiks  on  Tomeo's  hoary  brow ! 
There  be,  whose  loveless  wisdom  never  fiul'd. 
In  self-adoring  pride  securely  mail'd  : — 
But,  triumph  not,  ye  peace-cnamour'd  few ! 
Fire,  Nature,  Genius,  never  dwelt  with  you ! 
For  you  no  fancy  consecrates  the  scene 
Where  rapture  uiter'd  vows,  and  wept  between  $ 
T  is  yours,  unmoved,  to  sever  and  to  meet ; 
No  pledge  is  sacred,  and  no  home  is  sweet ! 
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Aul  («/  Di>l  n 


Who  llul  waulii  uk  B  faoirt  lo  dailnnB  wtid, 
Tha  WBTvliv  oJiii,  llw  iluiulMr  uT  iJw  (Jcad  I 
<i  hliH  uT  NiUuni  iixsda  aliiiy, 
mvi  fun  tbn  nm  uT  joy  '■ 
And  ■)'.  wdimil  our  hopn,  nriihooi  our  fmim. 
Wilhoul  ihf  Ih4d«  thai  pbghlod  love  end<4in, 
Wilbuut  lit*  imile  from  porUftl  beauty  won. 
Oh :  ribat  wen  duo  f — ■  world  witbout  «  ran. 

Till  llynen  tnughl  hii  loTs-delighled  hour, 
lliof*  dwiil  DO  joy  in  Eden's  toar  bower '. 
1b  VBin  ihii  tiBwIcB  Kraph  Uugering  ihere. 
Al  Marry  midaighl  rhann'd  Ihe  nlenl  air, 
to  nin  ths  witd-Unl  canil'd  on  ihc  lUwp. 
Td  hail  ihf  aun.  alow  whwliog  froiu  ihe  dwp: 
In  vBin.  M  BWilie  Ihe  •oliUUY  ihadr. 
Afc-nalu 


V  |>lay'd ; 


:r  wind  rhai  *hook  the  ttpenglrHl  tree, 
1^  wbuja'.nn^  wnve.  ihf  munnui  ol"  iho  bee  i — 
ftiU  alunlir  paa'd  lbs  [nnlancliol]r  day. 
Aad  Hill  Um  imiieer  win  Dol  when  Uj  «Iny. 
Tb*  imU  wwaKl!~-4he  ennlea  was  a  wild  ; 
Anl  HMh  llw  hmmli  aigh'd — tiU  woman  uniled '. 

TrvBt  A*  nd  power  In  geiwmu  hcarla  mey  bruij 
IMknnB  ancuiili  on  lui  liery  wmg ; 
■■I'd  bom  (Mighl  by  ftie'a  unrifnely  band. 
By  — lihliM  ku.  or  piiilEH  command  ; 
Or  ^MiB'd  Id  gm  on  heaaiiv  thai  ulom 
.Tb«  HDils  of  iRiunph.  or  the  frown  of  ■ram  ; 
Wtula  Mnnoi7  walrhn  oW  lh«  asd  review, 
Vpn  llul  fMled  like  Ihci  inoming  dew  i 
TWr*  mar  deiart — and  \i6)  and  naiure  tetm 
A  !■!  ii»ii  ftth,  ■  wildnew,  and  a  dream '. 

Sot  an  ilu-  Millie  mind  for  ever  brood, 
Tb  willmg  iK-liiD  n(  a  ni'ury  nuxtd, 

Aad  clood  pioag  Gemui  brigbieniii)!  inio  dnj'  f — 

ttaaw  U  Ih*  mHnnl  (bought  IhnI  e'er  brlray'd 

TW  uxn  of  manhood  lo  d  mynle  ibade '. — ;ltt) 

tf  Hon^a  ereolive  ipiril  tannoi  niL* 

OM  UOfAy  aacmd  ta  tby  Tuture  dan, 

fcacn  Iha  ^all  riuwd  Ibal  hauni  Iho  glomay  ibiioe, 

or  hnpal^  knre  ID  munnnr  and  repine ! 


And  at  he  Hijourn'd  on  llis  Jlgean  iilea, 

Wuo'd  ai\  ihcir  love,  and  treasured  all  ihelr 
Then  glow'd  iho  Unia.  puro,  pTBciotiM,  and  refined. 
Andniorcattharnmeeiri'iJ  heavenly,  when  ronibinad' 
Love  oil  iho  pieLuro  Bmiled  I  Eipreuion  pour'd 
iler  mingling  epiiii  ihcre— and  Greece  oduied! 

So  lliy  Tair  hand,  enamour'd  Fuirf ',  gleani 
Tlie  Ireainred  piciurra  of  a  Ihousnd  ■ceoci  i 
Thy  panml  iracw  on  Ihe  loynr^s  Ihoughl 
Sgme  coltngP'hnniep  from  towns  «nd  loi]  mnOt<^ 
Where  love  and  lore  may  c'laiio  allnrnate  houn, 

RemoiB  (Km  hmy  LjJc'i  beKilder'd  way. 

O'er  atl  hii  hean  nholl  Toils  and  Beouty  nnj! 

Free  on  Ihe  iiuiny  alope.  or  winding  ■Jiore, 

Wilh  hemtii  >ie|j>  lo  wander  and  adore  '. 

Them  iball  be  love,  when  genial  mnrn  appean, 

Liko  penKive  Boauly  mniling  in  ber  ii?&rs. 

To  WBicb  the  bnt^bioning  roaei  of  Ihe  itky, 

And  muae  on  Naiure  with  B  Pofl'a  eye] — 

And  when  Ihe  lun'ii  Inil  splendor  ligbu  the  docp, 

Tiie  mmdi  and  waves,  and  niunnunng  wind*  ailMj^ 

When  biry  harp*  ih'tleaperian  planel  hail. 

And  the  lone  cuckoo  ligbi  along  Ihe  vale, 

ilu  palb  shHll  be  where  ilreamy  mounioini  awiU 

Their  Hhudowy  grandeur  o'er  the  narrow  dell. 

Where  rnouldeniig  pilea  and  foma  inlervensi 

Miiigluig  wiih  darker  tinii  Ihe  hving  greeni 

No  circling  hilli  hia  nmih'd  eye  lo  bound. 

Heaven,  Ijuih,  out  Oeeon.  blazing  all  around. 


d  II(«TDil'>  fair  harbinger 
Kb  Mar  to  blot  ihy  memory'i  piciured  pi 


KBfa 


)i  Ihy  wild  heart  h 


ehaplm 


K  of  unvaried  b1 


lftt}at*  ponue*  an  everueviout  race. 
Tkaa  M  iIm  winding  linnunenu  of  grxre); 
Im  aciU  may  Hon  brr  lalinnon  employ 
Tk  BMlrh  {nta  Ilraten  antirijated  joy, 
And  all  h*r  kindred  energia  Imparl 
Ibai  bum  iha  brighiHi  in  the  pumi  beui 

Wbon  fim  the  Rhodwi'i  mimic  art  array'd 
1^  quevD  at  Beauly  in  her  Cypnan  thade, 
Tba  happf  maalar  ninglal  on  hit  pife 
Eadi  ip^  thai  charm'd  him  in  Ihe  fiiir  of  Creeca. 
Ta  fauliJiM  Naiura  Una.  he  •lolo  a  gmni 
Tttrn  amy  (iuw  futm  and  *w«cler  hn  : 


dimly  b< 


The  moon  U  up — iho  wal 
And  Aonn  Ihe  vale  hit  sobui 

The  iltll  iwvei  fall  of  miuic  Gir  away  ; 
And  o(l  ha  lingen  Innn  hii  home  lulnle 
To  WBich  the  dying  noiei '. — and  aun,  and  mute ! 

Lei  Winlar  oomol  lel  polar  apiriu  iweep 
Tlie  darkening  world,  and  lempeit-iioublcd  deep! 
Tliough  bnundlBH  mowi  the  wiiher'd  heolh  defim 
And  the  dim  aun  acarce  wondera  through  ihe  tbKV. 
Yel  *haM  iho  imile  of  aocisl  love  repay. 


ie  ice^hoin'd  waiera  aliunbering  on  Ibe  (hare, 

Qw  bright  the  rogou  in  hit  Utile  lioll 

axe  on  the  hearib,  and  warm  Ihe  piclnred  mill 

How  bleal  be  nomee.  in  Love'a  Gtmiliar  tone, 
The  kind,  fiiir  friend,  t^  Naiuro  murk'd  h)>  own; 
And,  in  ilte  wavelm  mirror  of  hia  mind. 
\'iewt  the  Heel  yr^n  of  plconirr  lelt  behind, 
Sinee  Anna'i  empire  o'er  hia  heart  began! 
Slice  fint  ho  call'd  her  bii  beGwe  Ihe  holy  num. 


And  Ic 


bairun 


whalt 


Now.  while  ihe  mooning  nighl-wind  mgee  high. 
Aa  iweep  ibe  ahoi-atara  down  tbo  troubled  aky 
While  liery  h»ii  In  llenven'i  wide  cirrle  play. 
And  bollje  in  Inrld  llfhl  Ihe  mllky-wny. 
Safe  l>oin  the  norm,  ihe  me'cor,  omf  the  ghowar. 
Soma  pleoalns  pogo  >hall  clrnrm  the  folenm  hoiiN— 
It<> 
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With  pathos  shall  command,  with  wit  heguiie, 
A  geneious  tear  of  anguish,  or  a  smil»— 
Thy  woes,  Arion !  (17)  and  thy  simple  tale, 
(Ter  all  the  heart  shall  triumph  and  prevail ! 
Charm'd  as  they  read  the  verse  too  ndly  true, 
How  gallant  Albert,  and  his  weary  crew. 
Heaved  all  their  guns,  their  foundering  bark  to  save. 
And  toil'd— and  shriek'd — and  perish'd  on  the  wave! 

Yes,  at  the  dead  of  night,  by  Lonna*s  steeps 
The  seaman's  cry  was  heard  along  the  deep ; 
There*  on  his  funeral  waters,  dark  and  wild, 
The  dying  &ther  blest  his  darling  child ! 
Oh!  Mercy,  shield  her  innocence,  he  cried. 
Spent  on  the  prayer  his  bursting  heart,  and  died ! 

Or  they  will  learn  how  generous  worth  sublimes 
The  robber  Moor,  (18)  and  pleads  for  all  his  crimes ! 
How  poor  Amelia  kiss'd,  with  many  a  tear, 
Hjs  hand  blood<stain*d,  but  ever,  ever  dear! 
Houg  on  the  tortured  bosom  of  her  lord. 
And  wept  and  pray'd  perditicm  from  his  sword ! 
Nor  sought  in  vain!  at  that  heart-piercing  cry 
Hie  strings  of  Nature  crack*d  wiUi  agony ! 
He,  with  delirious  laugh,  the  dagger  hurl'd, 
And  burst  the  ties  that  bound  him  to  the  world ! 

Turn  from  his  dying  words,  that  smite  with  steel 
The  shuddering  thoughts,  or  wind  them  on  the  wheel — 
Turn  to  the  gcatler  melodies  that  suit 
Thalia's  harp,  or  Pto*s  Arcadian  lute : 
Or,  down  the  stream  of  Truth's  lustoric  page. 
From  clime  to  dime  descend,  from  age  to  age ! 

Yet  there,  perhaps,  may  darker  scenes  obtrude 
Than  Fancy  fashions  in  her  wildest  mood ; 
There  shall  he  pause  with  horrent  brow,  to  rate 
What  millions  died — that  Caesar  might  be  great  !(19) 
Or  learn  the  late  that  bleeding  thousands  bore, 
March'd  by   their  Charles  to  Dnieper's  swampy 

shore ;  (20) 
Faint  in  his  wounds,  and  shivering  in  the  blast. 
The  Swedish  soldier  sunk— and  groan 'd  his  last ! 
File  afler  file  the  stormy  showers  benumb. 
Freeze  every  staridard-dieet,  and  hush  the  drum ! 
Horseman  and  horse  coniess'd  the  bitter  pang, 
And  arms  and  wurriors  fell  with  hollow  clang ! 
Yet,  ere  he  sunk  in  Nature's  last  repose. 
Ere  life's  warm  torrent  to  the  fountain  froze. 
The  dying  man  to  Sweden  tum'd  his  eye, 
lliought  of  his  home,  and  closed  it  uith  a  sigh ! 
Imperial  Pride  look'd  sullen  on  his  plight. 
And  Charles  beheld — nor  shudder'd  at  the  sight! 

Above,  below,  in  Ocean,  Earth,  and  Sky, 
Thy  fiiiry  worlds.  Imagination,  lie, 
And  Hope  attends,  companion  of  the  woy. 
Thy  dream  by  nighl,  thy  visions  of  the  day ! 
In  yonder  pensile  orb,  and  every  sphere 
l^hat  gems  the  starry  girdle  of  the  year; 
In  those  unm^urod  worlds,  she  bids  tnee  tell. 
Pure  from  their  God,  created  millions  dwell. 
Whose  names  and  natures,  unreveal'd  below. 
We  yet  shall  learn,  and  wonder  as  we  know ; 
For  as  Inna'ji  saint,  (31)  a  giant  form, 
l^roned  on  her  lowers,  conversing  with  the  storm 
(When  o'ar  each  Runic  altar,  weed-entwined. 


The  vesper-dodt  tolls  moomfbl  to  die  wiiid)^ 
Counti  every  wave-wom  isle,  and  moontun 
From  Kilda  to  the  green  leme's  shore ; 
So,  when  thy  pure  and  renovated  mind 
This  perishable  dust  hath  leA  behind. 
Thy  seraph  eye  shall  count  the  starry  tnin. 
Like  distant  isles  embosom'd  in  the  main ; 
Rapt  to  the  shrine  where  motion  first  begaiw 
And  Ught  and  life  in  mingling  torrent  ran ; 
From  whence  each  bright  rotundity  was  hnrl'dt 
The  throne  of  God — the  centre  of  the  world ! 

Oh !  vainly  wise,  the  moral  muse  hath  anqf 
That  suasive  f lors  hath  bat  a  Syren  umgue ! 
True ;  she  may  sport  with  life's  untutor'd  day 
Nor  heed  the  solace  of  its  last  decay. 
The  guileless  heart  her  happy  mansion  tpmn. 
And  part,  like  Ajut— never  to  return !  (22) 

But  yet,  methinks,  when  Wisdom  shall 
The  grief  and  passions  of  our  greener  age. 
Though  dull  the  close  of  life,  and  far  away 
£ach  flower  that  hail'd  the  dawning  of  the  day; 
Yet  o'er  her  lovely  hopes,  that  once  were  dear. 
The  time-taught  spirit,  pensive,  not  severe. 
With  milder  grieft  her  aged  eye  shall  fill. 
And  weep  their  falsehood,  though  she  h>ve  themUfll 

Thus,  with  Ibrgiving  tears,  and  reconciled. 
The  king  of  Judah  moum'd  his  rebel  child ! 
Musing  on  days,  when  yet  the  guiltless  boy 
Smiled  on  his  sire,  and  fill'd  his  heart  with  jogr! 
My  Absalom!  the  voice  of  Nature  cried : 
Oh !  that  for  thee  thy  father  could  have  diad ! 
For  bloody  was  the  deed,  and  rashly  done. 
That  slew  my  Absalom ! — my  son ! — ^my  son ! 

Unfiiding  Hope  !  when  life's  last  embers  bum 
When  soul  to  soul,  and  dust  to  dust  return ! 
Heaven  to  thy  charge  resigns  the  awful  hour ; 
Oh !  then,  thy  kingdom  comes !  immortal  Power ! 
What  though  each  spark  of  earth-bom  rapture  1^ 
The  quivering  Up,  pale  check,  and  closing  eye ! 
Bright  to  the  soul  thy  seraph  hands  convey 
The  morning  dream  of  life's  eternal  day-~ 
Then,  then,  the  triumph  and  the  trance  begin. 
And  all  the  phceuix  spirit  bums  within ! 

Oh !  deep-enchanting  prelude  to  repose, 
The  dawn  of  bliss,  the  twilight  of  our  woes? 
Yet  half  I  hear  the  panting  spirit  ngh. 
It  is  a  dread  and  awful  thing  to  die ! 
Mysterious  worlds,  untravell'd  by  the  sun. 
Where  I'ime's  far-wandering  tide  has  never  nm. 
From  your  uniathora'd  shades,  and  viewless  sphen^ 
A  warning  cumos,  unheard  by  other  ears. 
'Tis  Heaven's  commanding  trumpet,  long  and  loudt 
Like  Sinai's  thunder,  pealing  from  the  cloud ! 
While  Mature  hears,  with  terror-mingled  trust. 
The  shock  that  hurls  her  fabric  to  the  dust ; 
And,  like  the  trembling  Hebrew,  when  he  trod 
The  roaring  waves,  and  call'd  upon  his  God, 
With  mortal  terrura  clouds  immortal  bliss. 
And  shrieks,  and  hovers  o'er  the  dark  abyss ' 

Daughter  of  Faith !  awake,  arise,  illume 
The  draad  nnknown,  the  ehaoi  of  the  torah} 
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lU;  ttd  diipri,  y«  ■pedm^kmbtap  Unt  roll 
CSBMriui  dwIoMH  on  Um  parting  mil! 
FIf •  lilw  thfi  WMNMyod  hermU  of  dimtj. 
ChMod  Qo  hk  nigfaMeed  by  the  otar  of  «ltf! 
Tko  ttrifo  ■  o*tr    the  pengi  of  Natme  dote. 
And  lil»*s  Imi  raptwe  triumphe  o'er  her  woeK 
Huk !  M  the  tpirit  eyei,  with  cegle  gaze, 
Tlw  noon  of  Heaven  nndanled  bf  the  btoie, 
Od  heavenly  wnida  that  waft  her  to  the  tky. 
Final  the  meet  tonee  of  ttar-bom  mekidy; 
Wild  as  that  haOow'd  anthem  tent  to  hail 
Bethlehem'e  ahepherds  m  the  lonely  vale. 
When  Jotdan  h«iih*d  hia  wavea,  and  midni^  ilill 
Watch'd  on  the  holy  towen  of  Zkm  hill! 


Sonl  of  the  jwt!  companion  of  the  dead! 
Where  ia  thy  home,  and  whither  art  thou  fled  I 
Vaek  to  in  heavenly  Murce  thy  being  goes, 
Iwift  aa  the  eomei  wheels  lo  whence  he  roee ; 
lhHHB*d  on  hit  airy  path  awhile  lo  bum, 
And  doom'd,  like  tbieeb  to  travel,  and  retnm^— 
Hari!  ftam  the  worid*a  exploding  cenlie  driven. 
With  aoundi  that  ihook  the  firmament  of  Heaven, 
GvaeiB  the  fiery  giant,  fiMi  and  fiv , 
(hi  bickering  wheeb,  and  adamantine  car ; 
IVbm  planet  whirl*d  to  planet  more  remote. 
Be  vimlB  raalma  beyond  the  reach  of  thought; 
Bm  wbieling  homeward,  when  hit  ouurw  it  run, 
Iha  fed  yoke,  and  mingles  with  the  lun ! 
Mdi  the  traveller  of  earth  imfurrd 
nmuMing  winga,  emeiging  ftom  the  world ; 
And  o*er  the  path  by  mortal  never  trod, 

to  her  aource,  the  boiom  of  her  God ! 


Oh !  IJTM  there.  Heaven !  brneeth  thy  dreed  expanse, 
One  hopeleM.  dark  idolator  of  Chance, 
Gmtciil  lo  teed,  with  plf^asurrs  unrefined. 
The  lukewarm  paeons  of  a  lowly  mind ; 
Villa,  mouldering  earthward,  *reft  of  every  trust, 
la  joylem  unioii  wedded  lo  the  dust. 
Could  all  his  parting  energy  diHrnin, 
And  call  this  barren  wtirld  siifncient  bliw  ? — 
There  live,  alas !  of  hoaven-direrti>d  mien. 
Of  cultured  m>u1.  and  napicnt  eye  serene. 
mifto  hail  thee.  Man !  the  pilgrim  of  a  day, 
Spouoe  of  die  iK-orm.  and  Itftither  of  the  rlay, 
Frad  as  the  leaf  in  Autumn's  yellow  bower, 
DoM  in  the  laixul.  or  dew  upon  the  flower; 
A  friendless  slave,  a  child  without  a  sire. 
Whose  mortal  life,  and  momentary  fire, 
Ijghts  to  the  grave  his  rlumce-created  form. 
As  orvon- wrecks  illuminate  the  sliirm ; 
And.  when  the  giui>  trcmt'tKlouK  dajih  is  o*er. 
To  night  and  silence  sink  iur  evermore  !^ 

Are  these  the  pi>mpons  tidincs  ye  proclaim. 
Lights  of  the  worlil.  and  demi-i^Kls  of  Fame  f 
b  th»  yiMir  iriumfth — iliix  your  pmiid  applause. 
Children  <if  Truth,  and  chnmpionn  of  her  cause? 
For  this  has  ScieiK'e  searchM.  on  wiary  Hing. 
By  shore  ami  M.*a — earh  mut«f  and  living  thing! 
lAonch'd  Hiih  Iberia's  {slot  from  the  steep. 
To  w«rl<f«  unknown,  and  isles  bevimd  the  deep? 
Or  iwinii  the  cope  her  living  chariot  driven. 
Aud  wHeeI'd  in  triumph  through  the  signs  of  Heaven? 
1«  L 


Oh!  atar-eyed  Sdence,  hast  thoa  wandered  then^ 
To  waft  us  home  the  memage  of  deapalrf 
Then  bind  the  pahn,  thy  sageVi  blow  to  anil. 
Of  blasted  leaf)  and  deadi-distilling  fttut! 
Ah  me !  the  laurell'd  wreath  thai  Murder  reav^ 
Blood-nursed,  and  watered  by  the  widow's  teaiib 
Seems  not  so  ibuU  so  tainted,  and  so  diead. 
As  waves  the  nightshade  round  the  sceptic  hand. 
What  is  the  bigot's  torch,  the  tyrant's  chain  t 
I  smile  on  death,  if  Heaven-ward  Hon  remain! 
But,  if  the  warring  winds  of  Nature's  stnla 
Be  all  the  fidddeas  charter  of  my  life. 
If  Chance  awaked,  inexonble  power. 
This  frail  and  feverish  being  of  an  hour ; 
Doom'd  o'er  the  world's  precaiions  acene  to  tmmg^ 
Swift  as  the  tempest  travels  on  the  deep^ 
To  know  Delight  but  by  her  parting  smile. 
And  toil,  and  wish,  and  weep  a  little  while ; 
Then  melt,  ye  elements,  that  ibrm'd  in  vain 
This  troubled  pulse,  and  visionary  brain ! 
Fade,  ye  wild  flowers,  memoriab  of  my  doom. 
And  siidu  ye  stars,  that  light  me  to  the  tomb! 
Truth,  ever  lovely^— since  the  world  began. 
The  foe  of  tyianis,  and  the  friend  of  maiw— 
How  can  thy  words  from  balmy  slnmber  atait 
Reposing  Virtue,  piUow'd  on  the  heart ! 
Yet,  if  thy  voice  the  noto  of  thunder  roii'd. 
And  that  were  true  which  Nature  never  told. 
Let  Wisdom  smile  not  on  her  oonquer'd  fiekl ; 
No  rapture  dawna,  no  treasure  is  reveal'd ! 
Oh!  let  her  read,  nor  loudly,  nor  elate. 
The  doom  that  ban  us  from  a  better  &te ; 
But,  sad  as  angels  for  the  good  man'a  sin. 
Weep  to  record,  aud  blush  to  give  it  in ! 

And  well  may  Doubt,  the  mother  of  Dismny, 
Pause  at  her  manyr's  tomb,  and  read  the  lay. 
Down  by  the  wilds  of  yon  deserted  vale, 
It  darkly  hints  a  melancholy  talc ! 
There,  as  the  iKimeless  madman  sits  alone. 
In  hollow  winds  he  heare  a  spirit  moan ! 
And  there,  they  say,  o  wizanl  orj^c  crowds, 
When  tlie  Mtnm  lights  her  ^atch-tower  in  the  dondii 
Poor  lost  Alonxo!  Fate's  neglected  child  ! 
Mild  be  the  doom  of  Heaven — as  thou  wert  mild! 
For  oh!  thy  heart  in  holy  mould  was  cast. 
And  all  ihv  dooiU  were  blamclcm,  but  llie  last 
P(K>r  lust  Aloiizo!  still  I  seem  to  hear 
Thu  clod  that  struck  thy  hollow-soundirtg  bier! 
When  Friendship  (.aid,  in  speechless  sorrow  druwn'dt 
Thy  midnight  rites,  but  not  on  liallow'd  ground ! 

Cease,  every  joy.  to  glimmer  on  my  mind, 
But  leave-— oh !  leave  the  light  of  IlorE  behind ! 
What  though  my  winged  houn*  oi  bliia  have  beeiw 
like  angel-viBits.  few  and  far  between. 
Her  nuiHing  m<MMl  shidl  ever}'  pang  appease, 
AikI  charm — y\  hen  pleasures  Uwe  the  power  to  pleaaal 
YeB,  let  each  rapture,  dear  to  Nature,  flee : 
(^Inse  not  the  light  of  Fortune's  stormy  pch — 
Mirth,  Music,  Friendship,  Love's  propitious  smilob 
riuise  every  care,  and  charm  a  little  while, 
Kcstatic  throbs  the  fluttering  heart  employ. 
And  all  her  strings  arc  harmonized  to  joy!-^ 
But  why  so  sliort  is  Love's  delighted  liour' 
Why  &deB  the  dew  on  Beauty's  sweetest  flower  f 
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Why  can  no  h3rmned  chann  of  muaic  heal 
The  sleepless  woes  impossion'd  spirits  feel  ? 
Can  Fancy's  fairy  hands  no  veil  create, 
To  hide  the  sad  realities  of  fato  7 

No!  not  the  quaint  remark,  the  sapient  rule, 
Nw  all  the  pride  of  Wisdom's  worldly  school, 
Have  ix>wer  to  soothe,  unaided  and  alone. 
The  heart  that  vibrates  to  a  feeling  tone ! 
When  stcpdame  Nature  every  bliss  recalls, 
Fleet  as  the  meteor  o'er  the  Jcsert  falls ; 
When,  'reft  of  all,  yon  wid  w'd  fire  appears 
A  lonely  hermit  in  the  vale  of  years ; 
Say,  can  the  world  one  joyous  thought  bestow 
To  Friendship,  weeping  at  the  couch  of  Woe  ? 
No !  but  a  brighter  soothes  the  last  adieu, — 
Souls  of  impossion'd  mould,  she  speaks  to  you  ! 
Weep  not,  she  says,  at  Nature's  transient  pain. 
Congenial  spirits  part  to  meet  again ! 

What  plaintive  sobs  thy  filial  spirit  drew. 
What  sorrow  choked  thy  long  and  last  adieu! 
Daughter  of  Conrad !  when  he  heard  his  knell. 
And  bade  his  country  and  his  child  farewell ! 
Doom'd  the  long  isles  of  Sydney-cove  to  see. 
The  martyr  of  his  crimes,  but  true  to  thee  ? 
Thrice  the  sad  father  tore  thee  from  his  heart. 
And  thrice  return'd,  to  bless  thee,  and  to  pert ; 
Thrice  from  his  trembling  lips  he  murmur'd  low 
The  plaint  that  own'd  unutterable  woe ; 
Till  Faith,  prevailing  o'er  his  sullen  doom. 
As  bursts  the  mom  on  night's  unfathom'd  gloom. 
Lured  his  dim  eye  to  deathless  hopes  sublime. 
Beyond  the  realms  of  Nature  and  of  Time ! 

**  And  weep  not  thus,"  he  cried,  "  young  Ellenore, 
My  bosom  bleeds,  but  soon  shall  bleed  no  more ! 
Short  shall  this  half-extinguish'd  spirit  bum. 
And  soon  these  limbs  to  kindred  dust  return! 
But  not,  my  child,  with  life's  precarious  fire. 
The  immortal  ties  of  nature  shall  expire ; 
These  shall  resist  the  triumph  of  decay. 
When  time  is  o'er,  and  worlds  have  passed  away! 
Cold  in  the  dust  tliis  perish'd  heart  may  lie, 
But  that  which  warm'd  it  once  shall  never  die ; 
That  spark  unburied  in  its  mortal  frame 
With  living  light,  eternal,  and  the  same. 
Shall  beam  on  Joy's  interminable  years, 
Unveil'd  by  darkness — unaasuagcd  by  tears ! 

**Tet  on  the  barren  shore  and  stormy  deep, 
One  tedbus  watch  is  Conrad  doom'd  to  weep ; 
But  when  I  gain  the  home  without  a  friend. 
And  press  the  uneasy  couch  where  none  attend, 
This  last  embrace,  still  cherish'd  in  my  heart, 
Sliall  calm  the  struggling  spirit  ere  it  part ! 
Thy  darling  form  shall  seem  to  hover  nigh. 
And  hush  the  groan  of  life's  last  agony! 

**  Farewell !  when  strangers  lift  thy  father's  bier. 
And  place  my  nameless  stone  without  a  tear ; 
When  each  returning  pledge  hath  told  my  child 
lliat  Conrad's  tomb  is  on  the  desert  piled ; 
And  when  the  dream  of  troubled  Fancy  seei 
l*»  lonely  rank  graa  waving  in  the  breeze ; 
Who  then  will  soothe  thy  grief,  when  mine  ia  o'er  7 
Who  will  protect  thae,  helpless  Ellenore  7 


Shall  secret  scenes  thy  filial  sorrows  hide, 
Scom'd  by  the  world,  to  &ctious  guilt  allied  f 
Ah!  no:  methinks  tlie  generous  and  the  good 
Will  woo  thee  from  the  shades  of  solitude ! 
O'er  friendless  grief  compassion  shall  awake. 
And  smile  on  Innocence,  for  Mercy's  sake !" 

Inspiring  thought  of  rapture  yet  to  be. 
The  tears  of  Love  were  hopeless,  hut  for  thee ! 
if  in  that  frame  no  deathless  spirit  dwell. 
If  that  faint  murmur  be  the  last  farewell. 
If  Fate  unite  the  faithful  but  to  part. 
Why  is  their  memory  sacred  to  the  heart? 
Why  do€»  the  brother  of  my  childhood  seem 
Restored  awhile  in  every  pleasing  dream? 
Why  do  I  joy  the  lonely  sjiot  to  view, 
Uy  artless  friendship  bless'd  when  life  was  new? 

Eternal  Hope  !  when  yonder  spheres  sublime 
Peal'd  their  first  notes  to  sound  the  march  of  TiBM 
Thy  joyous  youth  began — but  not  to  fade« — 
When  all  the  sister  planets  have  decay 'd ; 
When  wrapt  in  fire  the  realms  of  ether  glow. 
And  Heaven's  lost  thunder  shakes  the  world  below 
Thou,  undismay'd,  shalt  o'er  the  ruins  smile. 
And  light  thy  torch  at  Nature's  funeral  pile  I 


NOTES. 


Note  1,  page  2,  col.  1 

And  luch  thy  streneth-iraipirinf  aid  that  bore 
Tbo  hardy  Byron  tu  hw  naiive  shore. 

The  following  picture  of  his  o\%ii  distre«,  given 
by  Byron  in  his  simple  and  interesting  narrative 
justifies  the  description  in  page  2. 

After  relating  the  barlmrity  of  the  Indian  cacique 
to  his  child,  he  proceeds  thus  : — "  A  day  or  two  afler. 
we  put  to  sea  again,  and  crossed  the  great  bay  I  meD> 
lioned  we  had  been  at  the  bottom  of^  wlien  we  first 
hauled  away  to  the  westward.  The  land  here  w«b 
very  low  and  sandy,  and  something  like  the  mouth 
of  a  river  which  dischargotl  itself  into  the  t«a,  and 
which  had  been  taken  no  notice  of  by  us  before,  tm 
it  was  so  shallow  that  the  Indians  were  obliged  lo 
take  everything  out  of  their  canoes,  and  carry  them 
overland.  We  rowed  up  the  river  four  or  five  l^iguea, 
and  then  took  into  a  branch  of  it  that  ran  first  to  lh« 
eastward,  and  then  to  the  northvvonl :  here  it  became 
much  narrower,  and  the  stream  excessively  rapid,  so 
that  we  gained  but  little  way,  though  we  wrought 
very  hard.  At  night  we  landed  u|x>n  its  bnnks,  tad 
had  a  most  uncomfortable  lodging,  it  being  a  perfect 
swamp,  and  we  had  nothing  to  cover  us,  though  it  rain- 
ed excessively.  The  Indians  were  little  better  off  than 
we,  as  there  was  no  wood  here  to  make  their  uigwaim; 
so  that  all  they  could  do  was  to  prop  up  the  bark, 
which  tfiey  carry  in  the  bottom  of  their  canoeo,  and 
shelter  themselves  as  well  as  they  could  to  the  leeward 
of  it  Knowing  the  difficulties  they  had  to  enootmte 
here,  they  had  provided  themselves  with  some  aeal 
but  we  had  not  a  morsel  to  eat,  afler  the  heavy  fik 
tigues  of  the  day,  excepting  a  sort  of  root  we  saw  lb* 

123 


THE  PLBASUBES  OF  HOPE. 


II 


Indini  mik*  ow  oC  wfaidi  WM  Ttry  dingraeable  to 
iwtaaie.  We  labored  mil  nest  day  agtimt  the  fttrMin. 
■ad  liuvd  as  we  had  done  the  day  before.  The  neit 
day  brought  oi  to  the  eairying-plaos.  Here  wai  plenty 
of  wood,  but  noihing-to  be  got  ibr  amtenance.  We 
pmmtd  this  night,  aa  we  had  liequendy  duoe,  undera 
tree ;  but  what  weioflered  at  tUt  time  it  not  easy  to 
be  eipfiuwid.  I  had  been  three  daya  at  the  oar  wilh- 
ant  any  kind  of  nonriahment  except  the  wretched 
root  abore  mentioned.  I  had  no  shirt,  for  it  had  rot- 
ted off  by  bits.  AU  my  clotbes  consisted  of  a  short 
grieko  (something  like  a  beai^ekin),  a  piece  of  red 
cblh  which  had  once  been  a  waistcoat,  and  a  rsgged 
pair  of  Irowaeis,  without  shoes  or  stockings 

Note  3,  page  2,  col.  2. 
-ft  BritiMi  and  s  frteod. 


** 


Don  Ftfricb  Gedd,  a  Scotch  physician  in  one  of 
die  Spanish  seulements.  hospitably  relieved  Byron 
■ad  his  wretched  associates,  of  which  the  eanuDodote 
in  the  waimest  terms  of  gratitude. 


Note  3,  page  3,  coL  2. 

Or  f  Wd  the  Ifis  of  Haavta  anolbsr  ■Irtai. 

The  aeren  strings  of  ApoUo's  harp  were  the  sym- 
bnlical  repraoentatioQ  of  the  seven  planets.  IlerKh- 
•n,  by  iliscovering  an  eighth,  might  be  said  to  add 
.anthar  string  to  the  instrument. 

Note  4»  page  2,  odL  2. 
TbsSwwIUi 


Note  5.  page  2,  ooL  3. 
Omp  flbsi  Mb  vftoiii,  tlMLoxiaa  moraMn  flow. 
Lonas  ia  the  name  fiequently  given  to  Apollo  by 
Orwk  wriM^ra ;  it  is  met  with  more  than  onot  in  the 
CbcsphonD  of  iEschylos. 

Note  6,  page  3,  col.  1. 

fnlnrks  a  raiMtrona  itore  at  ihj  command, 
]jik^  lloreb'i  rock*  tniieath  tho  propbat'a  hand. 

Exodus,  chap,  xvii,  3,  5,  G. 


Note  7.  pn^  4,  col.  1. 
WiU  Obi  Hit*. 
Amon^  the  negroes  of  the  West  Indies,  Obi,  or 
Obiah.  is  the  name  of  a  moi^ical  power,  which  ia  lie- 
lieved  by  them  lo  nfloct  the  object  of  its  malignity 
with  diamal  calamitiea.  Such  a  lielicf  must  undoubt- 
edly have  been  deduced  from  the  superstitious  my* 
thology  of  their  kinsmen  on  the  coast  of  Africa.  I 
have,  therefore,  personified  Ohi  as  the  evil  spirit  of 
the  African,  althnugh  the  hiatory  of  the  African  tribes 
mentioiis  the  evil  spirits  of  their  religious  creed  by  a 
diflarent  appellation. 

Note  8,  page  4,  col.  1. 
-Sibir*!  dreary  miofa. 


Mr.  Bell,  of  Antermony,  in  his  Travels  through 
Siberia,  informa  us  thnt  the  name  of  the  country  is 
unrversally  pronounced  Sibir  by  the  Russians. 

Note  9,  page  4,  col.  2. 

Pi  waning  wrath  to  Poland— snd  to  man ! 

The  history  of  the  partition  uf  Poland,  of  the  maa> 

sarre  in  the  suburbs  of  Warsaw,  and  on  the  bridge 

of  Prsgue.  the  triumphant  entry  of  Suwarrow  into 

the  Pubah  «»pital,  and  the  insult  offered  to  human 


nature  by  the  blasphemoiai  thanks  ofiered  up  to 
lleaven,  for  vi<itories  obtained  over  men  fighting  in 
the  sacred  cause  of  liberty,  by  murdaren  and  oppnm 
on,  are  events  j;enera]ly  known. 

Note  10,  page  5,  coL  2. 
Tba  duxU  hon  blaw. 
The  negroes  in  the  West  Indies  are  snmmanad  to 
their  morning  work  by  a  shell  or  horn. 

Note  11,  page  6,  ooL  1. 
How  looff  wss  TisoMMir'a  inm  aceptre  awaj*d  1 

To  elucidate  thb  passage,  I  shall  subjoin  a  qtiota 
tion  from  the  preface  to  Lettertfrcm  a  Hmdoo  Rajak, 
a  work  of  elegance  and  celebrity. 

**  The  impostor  of  Mecca  had  established,  aa  one 
of  the  principles  of  his  doctrine,  the  merit  of  extend- 
ing it,  either  by  penniasion  or  the  sword,  to  all  parts 
of  the  earth.  How  steadily  this  io(junction  was  ad- 
hered to  by  his  followers,  and  with  what  aticoesB  it 
ifi*as  pursued,  is  well  knoi^n  to  all  who  are  in  dw 
least  conversant  in  history. 

**  The  same  ovemt'helming  torrent  which  had  in- 
vmdated  the  greater  part  ot  Africa,  hunt  its  way 
into  the  very  heart  of  Europe,  and  covering  many 
kingdoms  of  Asia  with  tmbounded  desolation,  diree^ 
ed  its  baneful  oourse  to  the  flourishing  provinoea 
of  Hindostan.  Here  these  fierce  and  hardy  adven- 
turers, whose  only  improvement  had  been  in  the 
science  of  destruction,  who  added  the  fuify  of  fonati- 
cism  to  the  ravages  of  war,  found  the  great  end  of 
their  conquest  opposed,  by  objects  which  neither  the 
ardor  of  their  persevering  zoal,  nor  savage  barbarity, 
could  surmount  Multitudes  were  sacrificed'  by  the 
cruel  hand  of  religious  persecution,  and  whole  ooim- 
tries  were  deluged  in  blood,  in  the  vain  hope,  that 
by  the  destruction  of  a  part,  the  remainder  might  be 
persuaded, or  terrified,  into  the  profrvsion  of  Mahom- 
ediam.  But  all  these  sanpuiiiory  cHorta  were  incfifeo- 
tual ;  and  at  length,  being  fully  convinced,  that  though 
they  might  extir{iale,  they  could  never  hope  to  con- 
vert, any  numlKT  of  the  Hindu*,  they  relinquished 
the  impracticable  idea  ^vilh  which  they  had  entered 
upon  their  career  of  conquest,  and  conlented  them- 
aelvea  uith  the  ocquiremcnt  of  the  civil  doimmnn 
and  almoet  universal  empire  of  Hindostan."— >2>t<erf 
from  a  Hindoo  Rajah,  by  Eliza  Hamilton. 

Note  13,  page  G,  cf)l.  1. 
And  bravrd  tha  atormy  npirit  of  the  Cape. 

See  the  deacriptitm  of  the  Cnpo  of  Good  H<^, 
translated  from  Camoens.  b>'  Mickle. 

Note  13,  page  6,  col.  1. 
While  famiab'd  nations  died  alonit  the  abore. 

The  following  accoimt  of  Britinh  conduct,  and  its 
consequences,  in  Bengal,  will  afford  a  suHicient  idea 
of  the  foot  alluded  to  in  this  poaiMige. 

After  deacribing  the  monopoly  of  aalt,  betel-nut, ano 
tobacco,  the  historian  proceeds  thus : — "  Monev,  in 
this  current,  came  but  by  drops;  it  could  not  quench 
the  thirst  of  those  who  waited  in  India  t<i  receive  it. 
An  expedient,  such  as  it  waa,  rcmnine<l  to  quicken 
its  pace.  The  natives  could  live  with  little  salt,  but 
could  not  want  food.  Some  of  (ho  agents  saw  them 
selves  well  situated  fur  cullectinR  (he  rice  into  sloraa 
they  did  so.    They  knew  the  Gcntoos  would  rather 
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'iples  of  iliri 


Duld  Ihcreliiip 


die  Ihsn  Tiolnie  Ihe  prii 
■aling  fl«h.  The  altefno 

Iween  giving  nhnl  Ihe)'  uiui,  or  aying,  i  m  iriTiitini- 
Juiti  aonh ; — -^fy  t\M  roliivaEed  ih«  Innd.  and  bqw 
the  hurvHt  ai  (hediipomlDf  olhcn.planml  in  iluubl 
^-Korcilj  emu«1.  Than  llie  inonii|iol)'  via  easnT 
muufed — lirknei*  amued.  In  loine  ilunricu  iho 
lanpiid  living  led  Iha  IndiHof  ihairnnmarouadeul 
taburitdr—SlurlHittarii'ifaa  Englidt  TrtmiattiaHM 
n  (b  £u(  Imiia,  ftfe  145. 

Nola  14.  pofe  G,  odL  1- 
KlH  IhM.  km  Bnu'l  <*lwh  rf  lithlnin*  Koiri 

Among  the  inbliine  licinn  of  ihe  Hiwloo  mylbol- 
C«y,  il  ■  CHIC  aHicta  of  helieC  ihai  ilia  Deilf  Bnmn 
hm  daannded  nine  tiiiiea  upon  the  Kvrlil  in  vnrinui 
ttrou.  and  Ihat  he  it  yai  lo  appear  a  lenih  lime,  in 
Itw  figure  of  a  wnmor  apona  while  hnn*.  lo  cul  off 
■II  incorrigible  oflenden.  Avaiar  ia  Ihc  word  iwed  lu 
viprefl  hill  deufBiil. 

NoIfllS,  pogeCml-l 
Wilt  fV"""!!"  win  h».luillD"'<l-«Dd  I 

Camclao  ia  ihe  God  of  Lnvo.  in  the  mythiJopf  of 
Iha  WiidoiB.    Gnnen  and  Seriiwaiiee 
lb*  psgvi  deiiieL  Janufl  uid  Minerve- 
Nole  16.  page  7.  oil.  1. 


NolP  n.  page  8.  »L  1. 

Tbr  wiw.  Atioo. 

dcoaer.  in  hii  pneni  TU  Siipinrrrk,  apcalt 

elf  hjr  ihp  nmne  of  Arion.  See  FiLCOHtn't  i 

I,  Canto  III. 


Nolo  IS,  psgo  8,  DoL  1. 
Tin  roblnr  Hoof  I 
le  Scniixn's  Ingcdy  of  7^  RaHtrt,  tc 
Nola  19,  page  8.  cot.  1. 


Noie  30,  page  B,  toi.  L 
Mueh'd  bf  l)mi  Clurbi  u  Unirpei'i  mspi  iban> 
-In  ihia eilremily" MjFi  the  biugnpherofChulM 
Xtl.  ofBwedeii.  iiicBkine  ofhti  mililiuy  eiploiK  b» 
fbre  Ihe  baiile  of  Fuliowa),  *■  ihe  memurable  wiiuet 
of  170!),  which  una  iijll  more  remarkahl*  iu  llal 
pari  ofEuniiic  ihon  in  Kninco.  dolroyed  numbenof 

^nniied  lo  amk» 


long  m 


m.g  ihi. 


if  ihrn:  nwrrhra  ihni  H 


.   II  » 


n  felidi 


NoU  31,  page  9,  cd.  I. 


The  mlivra  of  ihe  itland  of  lona  have  in  optnlM 
lal  on  eerlain  evening*  every  ye«r  Ihe  loWlMjr 
liiil  Columba  ia  aeen  on  ihe  lopof  ihechnrchapini 
ciuiiing  die  ■urrounding  iilairda.  la  lee  ilnl  tfa*7 
ave  nul  bcoa  •link  by  the  power  of  wiujicmA. 
Note  33,  page  8.  «il.  2. 

Srp  (he  hiitory  uf  Ajur  anu  Akmhuut,  ia  71* 


®ertrutir  of  ^J^uomlm, 

IN  THREE  PARTS. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


MorroT  the  popular  hii(nri»  of  England,  aa  well 
V  of  ihe  Amerieon  war.  give  an  aulhenlic  a«-ount 
of  lh«  duolaiion  of  Wyoming,  in  Penniylvania.  which 
took  ptac«  in  17T8,  by  an  incunion  of  ihe  Indiana. 
The  Scenery  and  Incidenla  of  Iha  following  Poem 
■r*  omnecled  Kith  Ihat  event.  The  leatiniania  of 
hiMotuina  and  timvellen  fonmr  in  deaeribing  the  in- 
Am  coiony  ai  one  of  the  happieat  apota  of  human 
•iHtanccfbr  ihe  hoapitableand  innocent  nunnen  of 
iha  inhabilann,  the  beauty  of  Ihe  country,  nnd  the 
BXtniuii  lenility  of  the  aoil  and  climate.  In  an  evil 
hear.  Ihe  juncDon  of  Kunpean  «-ith  Indian  atna, 
converted  Ihii  lermtrial  paradiia  inio  a  frightful 
Mta.  Mr,  IiiAAC  WliJ>  inrarma  ua.  that  the  luiiu 
af  iMny  of  the  villagw.  peribraiixi  wiih  halla.  and 
bearing  mariu  of  conaagraiion.  wera  adll  preaerved 


Oft  Snaqiwhiinna'i  aide,  fair  Wyoming! 
Allhough  Ihe  vrild-fluwer  on  thy  ruin'd  irall 
And  tmn^B  homn.  ■  tad  remembrance  bring 
or  what  thy  genlle  people  did  befall ; 
Yet  ihou  wen  once  the  loveliral  land  of  all 
Thai  «e  Ihe  Ailantic  wave  iheir  moin  reaum. 
^wrei  land !  may  I  Ihy  loil  delight*  n^call. 
And  isint  ihy  Gettriide  in  her  huH-er*  of  yore, 
Wbne  beau7  waa  Ihc  love  of  Penmylvaua'aafaa 
II. 


GERTRUDE  OF  W\OMINa 


And  «f9  AoM  wmmf  iHwmtMiw  Iwlfwqr  down 
Would  oeho  Ihgoloi  fiom  mm  mauitio  lowib 


m. 

Thflo,  wiMra  of  iDdkn  bilk  die  dsyligfal  takM 
His  laoTo,  iiow  migiit  yoa  the  flamiiigo  tee 
Dbporting  like  a  meteor  on  tlie  lekei 
And  pfajfiiil  eqiiiiTel  oo  his  nnt-grown  Ireei 
And  erery  eoimd  of  life  wm  foil  of  glee, 
FffOB  merry  mock-bird*!  nng.  (1)  or  hum  of  men ; 
While  lieerii*niiig.  leering  nought  their  revelry. 
The  wild  deer  arch*d  hie  neck  from  gledee,  and  dien, 
Vnhannted,  eought  hii  woode  and  wibleraeni  again. 

IV. 
And  fcaroe  had  Wyoming  of  war  or  crime 
Hceid,  but  in  truiiatlantic  etory  nmg. 
Fur  here  the  onto  met  fiom  ev'ry  clime, 
And  Bpoke  in  fiicndihip  er'ry  distant  longnex 
Men  from  the  blood  of  warrii^  Europe  eprang. 
Were  bat  divided  by  the  running  brook; 
And  happy  where  no  Rheniih  trumpet  MUg. 
Cta  plains  no  aeging  mine'e  volcano  shook. 
The  blue-eyed  German  changed  his  swoid  to  pron- 


V. 


liorfrr 

Would  sound  lo  many  a  native  roundelay— 

Bm  who  is  he  thet  yet  a  deerer  land 

Rcaemben,  over  hUls  and  iar  awayf 

GflccnAlbin!*  what  though  he  no  more  rarvay 

Thy  shipe  at  anchor  on  the  quiet  shors, 

T^  peUocfas*  rolling  fiom  the  mountain  bay, 

Hiy  lone  sepolchnil  caim  upon  the  moor. 

And  distant  it\m  that  hear  the  loud  Corbrechtan 


roar!'(2) 


VI. 


Alas !  poor  raledonia's  mountaineer, 
Thai  uaii**i  Rtem  edict  e'er,  and  feudal  grief, 
lied  fi>n-cd  him  from  a  home  he  loved  so  dear! 
Yrl  found  he  here  a  home,  and  glad  relief, 
AihI  plied  the  beverage  fiom  his  own  fair  sheaf, 
Hut  tired  his  Highland  blood  ifiith  mickle  glee : 
And  flnglend  sent  her  men.  of  men  the  chieC 
WU)  taught  thi»e  sires  of  Empire  yet  to  he, 
Tw  plant  the  tree  of  life, — to  plant  fiur  Freedom's 
tree! 

VII. 
Here  was  not  mingled  in  the  city's  pomp 
Of  bfe*«  eitrpmes  the  grandeur  and  the  gloom ; 
Judrment  av^>?ke  not  here  her  dismal  trump. 
Nor  veal'd  in  blood  a  frllow-creature*s  doom 
Nor  moum'd  the  captive  in  a  livmg  tumb. 
On«»  venerable  roan,  beloved  of  all, 
Sufiked.  where  iniiocenre  was  yet  in  bloom. 
To  swuy  the  striie.  that  seldom  might  be&ll : 
And  Albert  was  their  judge  in  patriarchal  hall. 

VIII. 

flow  reverend  was  the  look,  serenely  aged. 
He  borr.  this  gentle  Pennsyh'anian  sire, 
Miliere  all  but  kindly  fer\'ors  were  assuaged, 
I'ndimm'd  by  weakness'  shide,  or  turbid  ire! 


And  thoni^  amidst  tha  oafan  of  thoogjbt  9otit% 
Some  high  and  haughty  features  might  batr^f 
A  soul  impetuous  once,  't  was  earthly  five 
That  fled  composure's  intelleccoal  ray. 
As  ^tam*9  fires  grow  dim  befcre  tha  riang  diqr 

I  boast  no  song  in  magic  wonders  rife. 

But  yet,  oh.  Nature!  is  there  nougjbt  lo  priat 

Familiar  in  thy  bosom  scenes  of  lifet 

And  dwells  in  daylight  truth's  salubrious  skica 

No  form  with  which  the  soul  may  sympathiaef 

Young,  innocent,  on  whose  sweet  forehead  mild 

The  parted  ringlet  dwne  in  simplest  guise, 

An  inmate  in  the  home  of  Albert  smiled. 

Or  blest  his  noonday  walk— she  was  his  only  chU 

X. 

The  roee  of  England  bloom'd  onGertiude'k  chaeli 
What  though  these  shades  had  seen  her  birdu  horiira 
A  Briton's  independence  tanght  lo  seek 
Far  westein  worids ;  and  there  his  household  te 
The  light  of  social  love  dkl  kmg  inspire 
Aim!  many  a  halcyon  day  he  lived  lo  sea 
Unbroken  but  by  one  misfeftune  dire. 
When  fete  had  reA  his  mutual  hearl^-bot  sha 
Was  gone— and  Gertrude  dimh'd  a  widow'd  fethai^ 
knee. 

XL 

A  loved  bequest^    and  I  may  half  impart- 
To  them  that  feel  the  strong  paternal  tie. 
How  like  a  new  enstence  to  bis  heart 
That  living  flower  uproee  beneath  his  eya^ 
Dear  as  she  was  fiom  dkerub  infency, 
From  hours  when  she  would  roiuid  his  garden  play 
To  time  when  as  the  ripening  years  went  by. 
Her  lovely  mind  could  culture  well  repay. 
And  more  engaging  grew,  from  pleasing  day  to  day. 

xn. 

I  may  not  paint  those  thousand  infent  cbarme ; 
(rnconscious  fescioation,  undesign'd !) 
The  orison  repeated  in  his  arms. 
For  C^  to  bless  her  sire  and  all  mankind ; 
The  book,  the  bosom  on  his  knee  reclined. 
Or  how  sweet  feiry*lore  he  heard  her  con, 
(The  playmate  ere  the  teacher  of  her  mind) : 
All  unoompenion'd  else  her  heart  had  gone. 
Till  now,  in  Gertrude's  eyes,  their  ninth  blue  summse 
shone. 

xm. 

And  summer  was  the  tide,  and  sweet  the  hour, 
Wlien  sire  and  daughter  saw,  with  fleet  descent. 
An  Indian  from  his  bark  approach  their  bower. 
Of  buskin'd  limb,  and  swarthy  lincamenl,  (3) 
The  rod  wild  feathers  on  his  brow  were  blent. 
And  bracelets  bound  the  arm  that  help'd  to  light 
A  boy,  who  seem'd,  as  he  beside  him  went. 
Of  Christian  vesture,  and  complexion  bright. 
Led  by  his  dusky  guide,  like  morning  brougbt  b^ 
night. 

XIV. 

Yet  pensive  seem'd  the  boy  for  one  so  young— 
The  dimple  from  his  polish'd  cheek  had  fled 
When,  leaning  on  his  forestrbow  unstrung, 
Th'  Oneyda  warrior  to  the  planter  sakU 
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And  liud  his  hand  upon  the  stripling's  head, 
''Poece  be  to  thee!  my  words  this  belt  approve;  (4) 
The  paths  of  peace  my  steps  have  hither  led :  (5) 
Thb  little  nuraling,  take  him  to  thy  love, 
And  shield  the  bird  luiHedged,  since  gone  the  parent 
dove. 

XV. 

'*  Chriitian !  I  am  the  ibcman  of  thy  foe ; 

Our  wampum  league  thy  brethren  did  embrace:  (6) 

Upon  the  Michigan,  three  moons  ago. 

We  launch'd  our  pirogues  fur  the  bison  chase 

And  with  the  Hurons  planted  for  a  space. 

With  true  and  &ithful  hands,  the  olive^talk ; 

But  snakes  are  in  the  boeoms  of  their  race. 

And  though  they  held  with  us  a  friendly  talk. 

The  hollow  peace-tree  fell  beneath  their  tomahawk! 

XVI. 
"  It  was  encamping  on  the  lake*8  far  port, 
A  cry  of  Areouski '  broke  our  sleep. 
Where  storm 'd  an  ambush'd  foe  thy  nation's  fort. 
And  rapid,  rapid  whciops  came  o'er  the  deep ! 
But  long  thy  country's  war-sign  on  the  steep 
Appear'd  through  ghastly  intervals  of  light. 
And  deathfully  their  thunders  seem'd  to  sweep, 
Till  utter  darkness  s\%'allow'd  up  the  sight, 
Ai  if  a  ihower  of  blood  had  quench'd  the  fiery  fight! 

XVII. 

**  It  slept— it  rose  again— on  high  their  tower 

Sprung  upwards  like  a  torch  to  light  the  skies, 

liken  down  again  it  rain'd  an  ember  shower. 

And  louder  lamentations  heard  we  rise : 

As  when  the  evil  Manitou,'  (7)  that  dries 

Th'  Ohio  woods,  consumes  them  in  his  ire, 

In  vain  the  desolated  panther  Hies, 

And  howls  amidst  his  wilderness  of  fire : 

Alas!  too  late,  we  reach'd  and  smote  those  Hurons  dire! 

XVIII. 

"  But  as  the  fox  beneath  the  nobler  hound. 

So  died  their  warriors  by  our  battle-brand ; 

And  from  the  tree  we,  with  her  child,  unbound 

A  lonely  mother  of  the  Christian  land — 

Her  lord — the  captain  of  the  British  band — 

Amidst  the  slaughter  of  his  soldiers  lay. 

Scarce  knew  the  wid<iw  our  dehv'ring  hand ; 

Upon  her  child  she  sobb'd,  and  swoon 'd  away 

Or  shriek'd  unto  the  Ckxi  to  whom  the  Christians  pray. 

XIX. 
"Our  virgins  fed  her  with  their  kindly  bowls 
Of  fever-balm  and  sweet  sagamit^ :  (8) 
But  she  was  journeying  to  the  land  of  souls. 
And  liiled  up  her  dying  head  to  pray 
That  we  should  bid  an  ancient  friend  convey 
Her  orphan  to  his  home  on  England's  shore ; 
And  take,  she  said,  this  token  fiir  away, 
To  one  that  will  remember  us  of  yore, 
>Vhen  he  beholds  the  ring  that  Waldegrave's  Julia 
wore. 

XX. 

••  And  I,  the  eagle  of  my  tribe,*  (9)  have  rush'd 
With  this  lorn  dove.'* — A  sage's  self-command 
Had  quell'd  the  fears  from  Albert's  heart  that  gush'd ; 
But  yet  his  cheek — his  ogitated  liand — 

1  Tbs  ladiaa  God  of  War.       8  Maaiioa,  Spirit  or  Dsitr. 
3  TIm  IbAsh  art  disthnaislml  both  ponoaalr  sad  bf 


That  shower'd  upon  the  stranger  of  the  land 
No  common  boon,  in  grief  but  ill-beguiled 
A  soul  that  was  not  wont  to  be  unmann'd : 
"And  stay,"  he  cried,  **dcar  pilgrim  of  the  wild! 
Preserver  of  my  old,  my  boon  companion's  child'- 

XXI. 

"  Child  of  a  race  whose  name  my  booora  warms. 
On  earth's  remotest  bounds  how  welcome  here ! 
Whose  mother  oA,  a  child,  has  fiU'd  these  arms. 
Young  as  thyself,  and  innocently  dear. 
Whose  grandsire  was  my  early  life's  compeer. 
Ah,  happiest  home  of  England's  happy  clime! 
How  beautiful  ev'n  now  thy  scenes  appear, 
As  in  the  noon  and  sunshine  of  my  prime ! 
How  gone  like  yesterday  these  thrice  ten  years  of  tiBM 

XXII. 

"And,  Julia!  when  thou  wert  like  Gertrude  now. 

Can  I  forget  thee,  fav'rilc  child  of  yore? 

Or  thought  I,  in  thy  fiither's  house,  when  thou 

Wert  lightest-hearted  on  his  festive  floor. 

And  first  of  all  his  hospitable  door 

To  meet  and  kiss  me  at  my  journey's  end  ? 

But  where  was  1  when  Waldegrave  y^ta  no  moref 

And  thou  didst  pale  thy  gentle  head  extend. 

In  woes,  that  ev'n  the  tribe  of  deserts  was  thy  (nendf 

XXIII. 
He  said — and  strain'd  unto  his  heart  the  boy; 
Far  difilerently,  the  mute  Oneyda  took  (10) 
His  calumet  of  peace,'  (11)  and  cup  of  joy; 
As  monumental  bronze  unchanged  hb  loc^ : 
A  soul  that  pity  touch'd,  but  never  shook ; 
Train'd  from  his  tree-rock'd  cradle*  to  his  bier,  (13*. 
The  fierce  extremes  of  good  and  ill  to  brook 
Impassive  (13) — fearing  but  the  shame  of  fear^ 
A  stoic  of  the  woods — a  man  without  a  tear. 

XXIV. 

Yet  deem  not  goodness  on  the  savage  stock 
Of  Outalissi's  heart  disdain'd  to  grow ; 
As  lives  the  oak  unwither'd  on  the  ruck 
By  storms  above,  and  barrenness  below : 
He  scom'd  his  own,  who  felt  another's  woe : 
And  ere  the  wolf-skin  on  his  back  he  flung. 
Or  laced  his  moccasons,  (14)  in  act  to  go, 
A  song  of  porting  to  the  boy  he  sung, 
Who  slept  on  Albert's  couch,  nor  heard  his  (nendly 
tongue. 

XXV. 

''Sleep,  wearied  one!  and  in  the  dreaming  land 

Shouldst  thou  to-morrow  with  thy  mother  meet,  (15) 

O!  tell  her  spirit,  that  the  white  man's  hand 

Hath  pluck'd  the  thorns  of  sorrow  frr)m  thy  feet ; 

While  I  in  lonely  wilderness  shall  greet 

TPhy  little  foot-prints — or  by  traces  know 

The  fountain,  where  at  noon  I  thought  it  sweet 

bjr  the  nams  of  particular  animnlt.  whom  qualiliM  they  sfleet 
to  mw^mble.  either  for  cunninc.  ttrenxth,  iwiftrxti.  or  other 
qualities  :--«•  the  easle.  the  lerpont.  the  fox.  or  bear. 

1  Calumet  •/  peaec— The  Calumet  ie  the  Indian  name  ftir  Iha 
ornamented  pipe  of  frtendahip,  which  thoy  aoioke  aa  a  plodgo 
of  amitj. 

S  Trm-r0tk*d  eretfl*.— The  Indian  sBoCben  MMpead 
chiMieo  in  their  cradles  from  Ibt  boughs  of  tnm,  •mi  Isl 
be  roekid  by  tbo  wind 

126 


GERTRUDE  OF  WYOMING. 


15 


T»  fttd  ihM  villi  die  qmirj  of  wj  bow, 

And  pooled  thft  loOH-lioni,' or  ■law  die  moantBiiHoe. 


XXVL 

*  Adku !  ewocc  tcion  of  the  rning  nm ! 
But  rfKHild  efflictioD*!  ttonni  thy  UaaoiiH  mockp 
Then  eome  agsin — nj  own  adopted  one ! 
And  I  will  fimft  ihee  on  a  noUe  stock. 
The  eroeodile,  the  eondor  of  the  rock,  (16) 
Shan  be  the  paetiine  of  ihy  lylvan  wan ; 
And  I  will  leech  thee,  in  the  battle*!  ■faork. 
To  ptLj  with  Hnran  blood  thy  iatherli  scan. 
And  gmcoiate  hie  loid  rejoidog  in  the  ftanr* 


XXVTL 

ft>  finifdi'd  he  die  ihyme  (howe*er  unoooth) 
That  iroe  to  nature*!  fenrid  ftelings  tan ; 
(And  aong  i*  but  the  eloquence  of  truth :) 
Then  furih  upruee  that  lone  wayfiuing  man ;  (17) 
Boi  daootlea  he,  nor  chart,  nor  journey*!  plan 
In  wood!  required,  whoee  trained  eye  wae  keen 
Aa  eagle  of  the  wiklemcM,  to  !can 
Hie  palh.  by  mountain,  !wamp,  or  deep  rayine. 
Or  ken  hr  fiiendly  hots  on  good  MTannae  green. 

XXVIIL 

Old  Albeit  WW  him  from  the  valley'!  nd^— 
Hii  pirogue  laonch'd — hie  pilgrimage  begun^ 
Far.  like  the  red-bird*!  wing,  he  !eem*d  to  glide ; 
Then  diTcd.  and  vaniih'd  in  the  woodland!  dun. 
Oft,  to  that  !pot  by  tender  memory  won. 
Would  Albert  climb  the  promontory*!  height, 
f  f  but  a  dna  ail  glimmer'd  in  the  nm ; 
But  never  more,  to  blei!  hJ!  longing  nght, 
IVm  Ootaliau  hail'd,  with  bark  and  plumage  bright 


PART  11. 


I. 

A  TALi.rT  from  the  river  ihorc  withdrawn 
Wan  Albert*!  home,  twt>  quiet  wood!  between, 
Whnae  lofty  verdure  overlooked  his  lawn ; 
And  water!  to  their  rentinc-place  Rerene 
Tame  freith'ning.  aiid  refleetinf;  all  the  scene 
'A  mirror  in  the  depth  of  flowery  shelves); 
So  sweet  a  spot  of  earth,  you  might,  {I  ween) 
Ilave  guess'd  some  coiif^regatiofi  of  the  elves. 
To  sport  b>'  summer  moons,  had  shaped  it  (or  (t  tm- 
!elvc!. 

11. 

Vm  wanted  not  the  eye  far  scope  to  muse, 
N<»r  vi*riw  openM  by  the  wand 'ring  stream ; 
Both  where  at  ei'enin;  Allei^hany  views, 
Throijsrh  ndffo^  btimiiiff  in  hf*r  wextem  beam, 
I^e  aOer  lake  intenninnbly  plenm : 
And.  past  tliOM^  settlem'  haunts,  the  eye  might  room 
Where  earth's  unliving  silence  all  would  seem; 
Save  where  on  rocks  the  beaver  iMiilt  his  dome. 
Or  buffftlo  remote  k>w'd  (ar  from  human  hfMnc. 


m. 


I  Prma  a  0««er  ihip*^  like  n  b<>ni.  wiiirh  rhitraobriMMl  pre- 
tmm  lo  l«  of  the  Mm  k  mrf.  ihe  Indmii*  in  thrir  traveb  diimich 
ip^sssft  ttftca  tad  s  drausht  of  dew  purof  than  any  oUier 


But' silent  not  that  advem  eactem  path. 
Which  !aw  Aurora*!  hilb  th*  horiaon  crown ; 
There  wai  the  river  heard,  in  bed  of  wrath 
(A  precipice  of  foam  fhim  mountain!  brown). 
Lake  tumnlt!  heard  fiom  !ome  fa^di!tant  town ; 
But  !oft*nnig  ui  approach  he  left  hi!  gk)oni. 
And  murmur'd  pleeiantly,  and  laid  him  down 
To  kiM  thoee  ea!y  curving  banke  of  bloom. 
That  lent  the  windward  air  an  exquiiito  peiAiiiie 

IV. 

It  !eem*d  o!  if  thoee  !cene!  e^'eet  influence  had 
On  Gertrude*!  !oul,  and  kindnc!!  like  their  own 
In!pired  tho!e  eye!  aflectioiuto  and  glad, 
That  seem'd  to  love  whate'er  they  kmk'd  upon ; 
Whether  with  Hebe*!  mirth  her  feature!  !boae. 
Or  if  a  sliade  more  pleeang  them  o*erca!t, 
(As  if  for  heav'nly  mnaing  meant  akme  0 
Yet  K)  becomingly  th*  eipremon  pa!l. 
That  each  aucceeding  k>ok  wa!  knrelier  than  die 

V. 

Nor  gneH  I,  wae  diat  Penmylvanian  home. 

With  all  it!  picturesque  and  balmy  grace. 

And  fields  that  wore  a  luxury  to  roam, 

Lo!t  on  the  mwI  that  look*d  fiom  !uch  a  ftee! 

Knthunait  of  the  wood! !  when  yean  apace 

Had  bound  thy  lovely  wairt  with  woman*!  noe^ 

The  !unHi!e  path,  at  mom,  I  eee  thee  trace 

To  hill!  with  high  magnolia  overgrown. 

And  joy  to  breathe  the  grove!,  romantic  and  aloiia 

VI 

l^e  sun-riso  drew  her  thought!  to  Europe  (bilh. 

That  thus  apostrophized  it!  viewlcM  !cene : 

"  I^nd  of  my  father's  love,  my  mother's  birth! 

The  home  of  kindred  I  have  never  seen ! 

We  know  not  other— oceans  ore  between : 

Yet  say!  far  frietully  hcaru^  from  whence  we  cam 

Of  us  does  ofl  remembrance  inter\'ene ! 

My  mother  sure — my  sire  a  thought  may  claim  ^— 

But  Gertrude  is  to  you  an  unregarded  name. 

VIL 

''And  yet,  loved  Rngland !  when  thy  name  I  trace 
In  many  a  pilgrim's  tale  and  poet's  frong. 
How  can  I  choose  but  wish  for  one  embrace 
Of  them,  the  dear  unknown,  to  whom  belong 
My  mother's  Iof>kM — pwrliaps  her  likcnes!  strong? 
Oh,  parent!  with  wlial  reverential  awe, 
Fn)m  features  of  thine  own  related  throng. 
An  image  of  thy  (ace  my  soul  could  draw! 
And  see  thee  once  again  whom  I  too  shortly  saw  !* 

VIII. 

Vet  deem  not  Gertrude  sigh'd  for  foreign  joy ; 
To  soothe  a  f  iiher's  couch  her  only  care. 
And  keep  his  rev'iend  head  from  all  annoy : 
For  this,  methinks,  her  liomewanl  ste(«  repair, 
Smiii  as  the  moniini;  wreath  had  Ixiiuid  her  hair 
While  yet  the  wild  deer  tnxl  in  spangling  dew 
While  b!*atmen  carrtll'd  to  the  frcuh-blown  air. 
j  And  wikmJk  a  horizontal  shadow  threw, 
[And  early  fox  appear'd  in  momentary  view. 
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IX. 

Apart  there  wai  a  deep  untrodden  grot. 
Where  ofl  the  reading  hours  sweet  Gertrude  wore ; 
Tradition  had  not  named  its  lonely  spot ; 
But  here  (methinks)  might  India's  sons  explore 
Their  fathers'  dust,'  or  Uf>,  perchance  of  yore. 
Their  voice  to  the  great  Spirit  .■ — rocks  sublime 
To  human  art  a  sportive  semblance  bore, 
And  yellow  lichens  color'd  all  the  clime, 
like  moonlight  battlements,  and  towers  deci^d  by 
time. 

X. 

But  high  in  amphitheatre  above. 
His  arms  the  everlasting  aloes  threw : 
Breathed  but  an  air  of  heav'n.  and  all  the  grove 
As  if  with  instinct  living  spirit  grew, 
Rolling  its  verdant  gulf  of  every  hue ; 
And  now  suspended  was  the  pleasing  din. 
Now  from  a  murmur  &int  it  swell 'd  anew. 
Like  the  first  note  of  organ  heard  within 
Cathedral  aisles— ere  yet  its  symphony  begin. 

XI. 

It  was  in  this  lone  valley  she  would  charm 
The  ling'ring  noon,  where  flow'rs  a  couch  had  strewn ; 
Her  cheek  reclining,  and  her  snowy  arm 
On  hillock  by  the  palm*tree  half  o'ergrown: 
And  aye  that  volume  on  her  lap  is  thrown  . 
Which  every  heart  of  human  mould  endears ; 
With  Shakspeare's  self  she  speaks  and  smiles  alone, 
And  no  intruding  visitation  feon. 
To  ihame  the  unconscious  laugh,  or  stop  her  sweet* 
est  tears. 

xn. 

And  nought  within  the  grove  was  beard  or  seen 
Bat  Mock-doves  plaining  through  its  gloom  profound, 
Or  winglet  of  the  fairy  humming-bird. 
Like  atoms  of  the  rainbow  fluttering  round ; 
When,  lo !  there  entcr'd  to  its  inmost  ground 
A  youth,  the  stranger  of  a  distant  land ; 
He  was,  to  weet,  for  eastern  mountains  bound ; 
Rut  late  th'  equator  suns  his  cheek  had  tann'd. 
And  California's  gales  his  roving  bosom  fann'd. 

XIIL 

A  steed,  whose  rein  hung  loosely  o*er  his  arm. 
He  led  dismounted ;  ere  his  leisure  pace, 
Amid  the  browm  leaves,  could  her  ear  alarm, 
Close  he  had  come,  and  worshipp'd  for  a  space 
Those  downcast  featiu'es : — she  her  lovely  face 
Uplift  on  one,  whose  lineaments  and  frame 
Were  youth  and  manhood's  intermingled  grace : 
Iberian  seem'd  liis  boot — ^his  robe  the  same. 
And  well  the  Spanish  plume  his  lofty  looks  became. 

XIV. 

For  Albert's  home  he  sought — ^her  finger  fair 
Has  pointed  where  the  father's  mansion  stood. 
Returning  from  the  copse  he  soon  was  there ; 
And  soon  has  Gertrude  hied  from  dork  greenwood ; 
lioT  joyless,  by  the  converse,  understood 
Between  the  man  of  age  and  pilgrim  young, 
Tltf  t  gay  oongenialitir  of  mood,  . 


And  early  liking  from  aoquaintanoe  sprang ; 
Full  fluently  conversed   their  guest  in  Enf^amr 
tongue. 

XV. 

And  well  could  he  his  pilgrimage  of  taat« 

Unfold, — and  much  they  loved  his  fervid  ilrun. 

While  he  each  fair  variety  retraced 

Of  climes,  and  manners,  o'er  the  eastern  main. 

Now  happy  Switzer's  hills — ^romantic  Spain,i — 

Gay  lilied  fields  of  France,— or,  more  refined. 

The  sofl  Ausonia's  monumental  reign ; 

Nor  less  each  rural  image  he  design'd 

Than  all  the  city's  pomp  and  home  of  homan-kia^ 

XVI. 

Anon  some  wilder  portraiture  he  draws ; 

Of  Nature's  savage  glories  he  would  speaks— 

The  loneliness  of  earth  that  overawes, — 

Where,  resting  by  some  tomb* of  old  Cacique, 

The  lama-driver  on  Peruvia's  peak. 

Nor  living  voice  nor  motion  marks  around ; 

But  storks  that  to  the  boundless  forest  shriek. 

Or  wild-cane  arch  high  flung  o'er  gulf  profbond,' 

That  fluctuates  when  the  storms  of  £1  Dorado  sound 

XVIL 

Pleased  with  his  guest,  the  good  man  still  would  ply 
Each  earnest  question,  and  his  converse  court ; 
But  Gertrude,  as  she  eyed  him,  knew  not  why 
A  strange  and  troubling  wonder  stopt  her  short. 
*'  In  England  thou  hast  been, — and,  by  report. 
An  orphan's  name  (quoth  Albert)  maysl  have  knowik 
Sad  tale ! — when  latest  fell  our  frontier  fbrt^— 
One  innocent— one  soldier's  child^-alone 
Was  spared,  and  brought  to  me,  who  loved  him  m 
my  own. — 

XVIII. 

**  Young  Henry  Waldegrave !  three  delightful  yenn 

These  very  walls  his  infant  sports  did  see ; 

But  most  I  loved  him  when  his  parting  tears 

Alternately  bedew'd  my  child  and  me : 

His  sorest  parting,  Gertrude,  was  from  thee ; 

Nor  half  its  grief  his  little  heart  could  hold : 

By  kindred  he  was  sent  fur  o'er  the  sea. 

They  tore  him  from  us  when  but  twelve  yean  oUL 

And  scarcely  for  his  loss  have  I  been  yet  cooaoladf* 

XIX. 

His  face  the  wanderer  hid — but  could  not  hide 
A  tear,  a  smile,  upon  his  cheek  that  dwell  ^— 
"  And  speak!  mysterious  stranger!"  (Gertrude  criedi 
"  It  is ! — ^it  is ! — I  knew — I  knew  him  well ! 
"T  is  Waldrgrave's  self,  of  Waldegrave  come  toldl!* 
A  burst  of  joy  the  father's  lips  declare  ; 
But  Gertrude  speechless  on  his  bof*ora  fell ; 
At  once  his  open  arms  embraced  the  pair, 
Was  never  groupe  more  blest,  in  this  wide  world  of 
core. 

XX. 

"  And  will  ye  pardon  then  (replied  the  youth) 
Your  Waldegrave's  fcigmcd  name,  and  false  attire  f 
1  durst  not  in  the  neighborhood,  in  truth. 
The  very  fortunes  of  your  house  irM]uire ; 


1  It  It  s  eoatom  oflhs  Indian  tribes  to  visit  the  tombs  of  their 
taeenora  in  the  eahhrsled  psrts  of  AsBsrica,  who  have  been 
eorisd  for  apwaidi  oTs  esotaiy. 


1  The  bhdrea  over  narrow  atreanM  in  manjr  parts  oft 
America  are  said  to  lie  built  of  cane,  which,  however  atrong  •• 
sappurt  the  pawenrrr,  are  jret  wavrd  in  the  arttation  ofllM 
storm,  and  frequeotlr  add  to  the  efiisct  of  a  mooalamoes  latf 
picturesque  sccoerr. 
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LhC  «M  tfart  kaew  iM  night  noM  tidii^  diiv 

Impwc  and  I  aqr  wnakntm  all  betimy; 

for  had  I  Imi  aqr  Geftrmle  ■nd  way  nra, 

I  mnM  but  oV  yonr  tonifat  to  wwp  a  dtf-» 

UalDBoini  I  ■ami  to  w«e|s  unknown  to  paa  stray; 

XIL 

**Bkit  hera  ye  IiTe*— y«  bloi'nw— in  ««di  dew  fSkee 
Thm  dnngifig  haiid  of  linM  I  may  not  blame ; 
For  there,  it  hath  bat  died  m.ira  reverend  graces 
And  here  of  beauty  peHected  the  fiame; 
And  ivtVL  I  know  your  hearti  iire  stiD  the  tame 
IV^y  ONild  not  change— ye  k]i*k  the  verf  way, 
Ae  when  an  orphan  fint  to  yon  I  came. 
And  have  ye  heard  of  my  poor  gnide.  I  pray? 
Nay,  wherefixe  weep  ye,  fiiendi*  jo  todi  a  joyou 
dayr 


"And  art  tfwo  beret  or  ii  it  bat  a  dreamt 
And  wik  thoa,  Waldegrave,  wilt  thoo  lei.va  nenoMT 
•  Noi»  never!  ifaoa  that  yet  doet  lovelier  teem 
Than  aught  on  earth — riian  ev*n  thyself  of  yote 
I  will  not  part  thee  Irom  thy  fiuher*«  ■hoie . 
Bat  we  rimll  cheriih  him  with  mutaal  amei 
And  band  in  bend  again  the  path  eiplore. 
Which  every  my  of  young  remerobninoe  wamn, 
WlaJe  then  diah  be  my  own,  with  all  thy  truth  and 


PART  lEL 


xxnL 

At  mom.  as  if  beneath  a  galaxy 
Of  orer-arrhing  frrovet  in  bloMomt  white, 
Wh«rr  all  u-at  od'rom  icent  and  hnrmony, 
And  fflatlnne  to  the  heart,  ner\*e,  ear,  and  sight ; 
Thrre  if  oh,  gentle  Love !  I  read  aright 
The  utterance  that  leal'd  thy  ncred  bond, 
*T  was  Itit'ning  to  these  accents  of  delight. 
She  hid  upon  his  breast  those  eyes,  beyond 
Expression's  pow'r  to  paint,  all  languishingly  fond. 

XXIV. 

*  riow'r  of  my  life,  so  lovely,  and  so  lone ! 
Whom  I  would  rather  in  this  desert  meet, 
Scominc.  and  scom'd  by  fbrtunc'i  pow*r,  than  own 
Her  pnmp  and  splendora  lavish'd  at  ray  feet ! 
Tom  not  froai  me  thy  breath,  more  exquisite 
Than  odors  cast  on  Heaven's  own  dirinc — to  please 
Give  me  thy  love,  than  luxury  more  sweet. 
And  more  than  all  the  H-ealth  that  loads  the  breeze, 
H'ben  CoromandePs  ships  return  fiom  Indian  seas." 

XXV. 

Hien  wtMild  that  home  admit  them — ^happier  &r 
That  smndeur's  most  magnificent  saloon, 
HlvU.  here  and  there,  a  solitary  star 
Flitth'd  in  the  dark'ning  firmament  of  June ; 
And  *i1ence  twoaght  the  soul-felt  hour,  full  soon, 
Io^:f.k^lle  which  1  nay  not  portray ; 
For  never  did  the  hvmenean  moon 
A  r*'*!'!*  "f  hearts  more  saore*!  sway. 
In  all  that  slept  beneath  her  soft  voluptuous  ray. 
17 


O  Love!  in  snch  a  vnldemem  as 

Where  transport  and  security  entwine, 

Here  is  the  empire  of  thy  perfect  bliss, 

And  here  thou  art  a  god  indeed  divine. 

Here  shall  no  forms  abridge,  no  honrs  confine 

The  views,  the  walks,  that  boundless  joy  inspire! 

Roll  on,  ye  days  of  laptured  influence,  iliine! 

Nor,  blind  with  eGstacy*s  celestial  fire. 

Shall  love  behold  the  spark  of  earth'bom  time  eipin 

IL 

Three  little  moons,  bow  short !  amki  the  grove 

And  pastoral  savannas  they  consume! 

While  she,  beside  her  buskin'd  youth  to  rove. 

Delights,  in  fancifully-wild  coatume. 

Her  lovely  brow  to  shade  with  Indian  plidme ; 

And  forth  in  huntereecming  vest  they  Ikro; 

Bat  not  to  chase  the  deer  in  forest  gloom ; 

T  is  but  the  breath  of  heav*n — the  blessed  air— 

And  interchange  of  hearts  unknown,  unseen  to  ihaiik 

m. 

What  though  the  sportive  dog  ofl  round  than  iKitob 
Or  &wn,  or  wild  bird  bursting  on  the  wing; 
Yet  who,  in  love's  own  presence,  would  devote 
To  death  those  gentle  throats  that  wake  the  iptiiti^ 
Or  writhing  from  the  brook  its  victim  bring  f 
No  .* — nor  le^fear  one  little  warbler  roose ; 
But,  fed  by  Gertrude's  hand,  still  let  them  aing^ 
A  xfuaintance  of  her  path,  amidst  the  boughs. 
That  shade  ev'n  now  her  love,  and  witnesB*d  ffait 
her  \'ou-s. 

IV. 

Now  labyrinths,  which  but  themselves  can  pierce, 
Methinks,  conduct  them  to  some  pleasant  ground* 
Where  welcome  hills  shut  out  the  universe. 
And  pines  their  lawny  \%'alk  encompass  round ; 
Tliere,  if  a  pause  delicious  converse  found, 
T  was  but  when  u'er  each  licart  th*  idea  stolen 
(Perchance  awhile  in  joy's  oblivion  drown'd) 
That,  come  what  may,  while  life's  glad  pulses  roD, 
IndisaoIubJy  thus  shoulu  soul  bo  kiiil  to  soul. 

V. 

And  in  the  virions  of  romantic  youth. 
What  years  of  endless  bliss  are  yet  to  flow! 
But,  mortal  pleasure,  wliat  art  thou  in  truth  f 
nrhe  torrent's  smoothneia,  ere  it  diish  below ! 
And  must  I  change  my  song  f  and  must  I  show, 
Sweet  Wyoming !  the  day  when  thou  wert  doom*dL 
Guiltless,  to  mourn  thy  loveliest  bow'rs  laid  low! 
When  whera  of  yesterday  a  garden  bloiffn'd. 
Death  overspread  hia  pall,  and   black*uing 
gloom'd. 

VI. 

Sad  was  the  year,  by  proud  oppression  driven. 
When  Transatlantic  Liberty  arose. 
Not  in  the  sunshine,  and  the  smile  of  Heaven* 
But  wnpc  in  whirlwinds,  and  begirt  with  woei 
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Amidit  the  strife  of  fralricidal  foes; 
Iler  birth-etar  was  the  light  of  burning  plains ;  i 
Her  baptism  is  the  weight  of  blood  that  flows 
From  kindred  hearts — the  blood  of  Bhlitdi  veins — 
And  famine  tracks  her  steps,  and  pestilential  pains. 

VII. 

Yet,  ere  the  storm  of  death  had  raged  remote. 
Or  siege  unseen  in  heav'n  reflects  its  beams. 
Who  now  each  dreadful  circumstance  shall  note, 
That  fills   [Mile   Gertrude's  thoughts,  and  nightly 

dreams  \ 
Dismal  to  her  the  forge  of  battle  gleams 
Portentous  light?  and  music's  voice  is  dumb; 
Save  where  the  fife  its  shrill  reveille  screams. 
Or  midnight  streets  re-echo  to  the  drum. 
That  speaks  of  maddening  strife,  and  blood^etainM 

fields  to  come. 

VIII. 
It  was  in  truth  a  momentary  pang ; 
Yet  how  comprising  myriad  shapes  of  woe ! 
First  when  in  Gertrude's  ear  the  summons  rang, 
A  husband  to  the  battle  doom'd  to  go ! 
**  Nay,  meet  not  thou  (she  cries)  thy  kindred  foe ! 
But  peaceful  let  us  seek  fair  England's  strand  !** 
"Ah.  Gertrude  !  thy  beloved  heart,  I  know, 
Would  feel,  like  mine,  the  stigmatizing  brand! 
Could  I  forsake  the  cauKe  of  Freedom's  holy  band. 

IX. 
**  But  shame — but  flight — a  recreant's  name  to  prove, 
To  hide  in  exile  ignominious  fears ; 
Say,  ev'n  if  this  I  brook'd,  the  public  love  . 
Thy  father's  bosom  to  his  home  endears : 
And  how  could  I  his  few  remaining  years. 
My  Gertnide,  sever  from  so  dear  a  child  V* 
So,  day  by  day,  her  boding  heart  he  cheers ; 
At  last  that  heart  to  hope  is  half  l)e^uilcd, 
And,  polo   through  tears  supprees'd,  the  mournful 
beauty  smiled. 

X. 
Night  came, — and  in  their  lighted  bow'r,  full  late. 
The  joy  of  converse  had  endured — when,  hark! 
Abrupt  and  loud  a  summons  shook  their  gate ; 
And,  heedlews  of  the  dog's  obstrop'rous  bark, 
A  form  has  rush'd  amidst  them  from  the  dark. 
And  spreaa  nis  arms. — and  fell  upon  the  floor : 
Of  aged  strength  his  limbs  rctain'd  the  mark ; 
But  desolate  he  look'd,  and  famimh'd,  poor. 
As  ever  shipwTeck  d  wretch  lone  Icfl  on  desert  shore. 

XI. 
Upiisen,  each  wond'ring  brow  is  knit  and  arch'd : 
A  spirit  from  the  deod  they  deem  him  first : 
To  speak  he  tries ;  but  quiv'ring.  pale,  and  parch'd. 
From  lips,  as  by  some  pow'rless  dream  accursed. 
Emotions  unintelligible  burst ; 
And  long  his  filmed  eye  is  red  and  dim ; 
At  length  the  pitj'-pwfTcr'd  cup  his  thirst 
Had  half  assuaged,  and  nerved  his  shuddering  limb. 
When  Albert's  hand  he  grasp'd ; — but  Albert  knew 
not  him — 

xn. 

••  And  hast  thou  then  forgot,"  (he  cried  forlorn. 
And  eyed  the  group  with  half  indignant  air.) 
**0h  '  hast  thou,  Christian  rhief,  forgot  the  mom 
When  I  with  thee  the  cup  of  peace  did  share  ? 


k  ABndlDg  to  Um  misuriss  thatattaoded  the  Amflrican  sivU  war. 


Then  stately  was  this  head,  and  dark  this  hair. 
That  now  is  white  as  Appalachia's  mow ; 
But,  if  the  weight  of  fifteen  yean'  despair. 
And  age,  hath  bow'd  me,  and  the  torturing  ibe. 
Bring  me  my  boy — and  he  will  his  deliverer  know!**— 

XIII. 
It.  was  not  long,  if^ith  eyes  and  heart  of  flame. 
Ere  Henry  to  his  loved  Oneyda  flew : 
**  Bless  thee,  my  guide!" — but,  backward,  as  he  came. 
The  chief  his  old  bewilder'd  head  withdrew. 
And  grasp'd  his  arm,  and  look'd  and  look'd  him 

through. 
'Twas  strange — nor  could  the  group  a  smile  control^ 
The  long,  the  doubtful  scrutiny  to  view : — 
At  last  delight  o'er  all  his  features  stole, 
**  It  is — ray  own,"  he  cried,  and  clasp'd  him  to  his 

soul. 

XIV. 

"  Yes !  thou  recall'st  my  pride  of  years,  finr  then 

The  bowstring  of  my  spirit  was  not  slack. 

When,  spite  of  woods,  and  floods,  and  ambuah'd  meilv 

I  bore  thee  like  the  quiver  on  my  bock. 

Fleet  as  the  whirlwind  hurries  on  the  rack ; 

Nor  foeman  then,  nor  cougar's  crouch  I  fear'd,' 

For  I  was  strong  as  mountain  cataract : 

And  dost  fhou  not  remember  how  we  cheer'd. 

Upon  the  lost  hill-top,  when  white  men's  hutiappear'df 

XV. 

"  Then  welcome  be  my  death-aong,  and  my  death ! 

Since  I  have  seen  thee,  and  again  embraced." 

And  longer  had  he  spent  his  toil-worn  breftth; 

But  with  affectionate  and  eager  haste. 

Wos  every  arm  oulstretch'd  around  their  guest. 

To  welcome  and  to  bless  his  aged  head. 

Soon  was  the  hospitable  banquet  placed ; 

And  Gertnide's  lovely  hands  a  balsam  shed 

On  wounds  w  ith  fcvcr'd  joy  that  mora  profusely  bled 

XVI. 

"  But  this  is  not  a  time," — he  started  up. 
And  smote  his  breast  with  woe-denouncing 
**  Thin  is  no  time  to  fill  the  joyous  cup. 
The  Mammoth  comes,  (18) — the  fi>e,  the  M< 

Brandt,* 
With  all  his  howling  desolating  band  ;— 
nrhese  eyes  have  seen  their  blade,  and  burning 
Awake  at  once,  and  silence  half  your  land. 
Red  is  the  cup  they  drink,  but  not  with  wine; 
Awake,  and  watch  to-night,  or  sec  no  rooming ahina! 

XVII. 

•*  Scorning  to  wield  the  hatchet  for  his  bribe, 

'Gainst  Brandt  himself  I  went  to  battle  forth: (19* 

Accursed  Brandt !  he  lef\  of  all  my  tribe 

Nor  man,  nor  child,  nor  thing  of  living  birth : 

No !  not  the  dog.  that  watch'd  my  household  hewA* 

t>icaped  that  night  of  blood,  upcm  our  plains! 

"ah  pcrinh'd  ! — I  alone  am  left  on  earth ! 

To  whom  nor  relative  nor  blootl  remains. 

No!  not  a  kindred  drop  tliat  runs  in  human  veins! (90) 

1  Coufar,  th«  American  tigrr. 

8  Brandt  «r«i  th«  leader  of  thoae  Mohawkc,  and  other 
seas,  who  laid  waate  this  part  of  Ponnay Wania. — Vide  BSis 
18,  at  tb«  sod  of  this  pown. 
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XVIIL 

•  Bnt  go!— «iid  rouse  yom  wAirion;— Ar,  if  right 
Thew  oid  bewiMei^d  eyes  eould  guess,  by  signs 
or  striped  end  starred  honneis,  on  yoo  height 
or  eesiem  cedsis,  o'er  the  creek  of  pirMs— 
Soose  tart  embsltled  by  your  oountry  shinesi . 
Deep  rostfs  th*  Innsvigsble  golf  below 
Im  sqosicd  rock,  snd  pslissded  lines. 
Go !  seek  the  light  its  wsrlike  bcMons  show; 
Whilst  I  in  smbush  wtit,  ftr  ▼engesDoa,  tnd  the  6ef ' 


Scarce  had  he  niter'd— whenheav*n*sTei9S  eitmm 

Rrrerbermtes  the  bomVs  descending  star«— 

And  soonds  that  mingled  laughs    and  sfaoolf— and 


To  fieeae  the  Mood,  in  one  disoordant  jar. 
Rang  to  the  pealing  thunderbolts  of  war. 
Whoop  after  whoop  with  rack  the  ear  assail'd! 
As  if  unearthly  fiends  had  bunt  their  bar ; 
While  fftpMlly  the  marksman's  shot  pievaird>— 
And  aye,  ss  if  lor  death,  some  lonely  trumpet  ivatl*d. 


Then  look'd  they  to  the  hills,  where  fire  o'erhung 
THe  bandit  groups,  in  one  Vesuvian  glare; 
Or  swept,  fitf  seen,  the  towV,  whose  clock  nnmng, 
ToU  legible  that  midnight  of  despair. 
She  &ims^    she  fidters  not«— th'  heroic  &ir^-^ 
As  he  the  swoid  and  plume  in  haste  array'd. 
Out  short  embrace— he  clasp'd  his  dearest  car^— 
Bat  hark,  what  nearer  wardnmi  shakes  the  glade  Y 
Joy,  joy!  Columbia's  fiiends  are  trampling  through 
the  shade! 

XXI. 
Thrn  caro^  of  every  race  the  mingled  swarm. 
Far  ruiiK  the  gmvcs,  and  gleam'd  the  midnight 
Wi:h  doinhraii,  javelin,  and  naked  arm ; 
A*  wamora  wheePd  their  culverins  of  bram, 
S;4tinff  frum  the  WfXNls,  a  bold  athletic  moM, 
Whiim  virtue  fireii.  and  liberty  tombiiiet: 
.\rvl  flnt  the  uild  Moravian  yagcni  poM, 
His  plumrti  htwt  the  dark  Iberian  joins — 
And  Sc*itia*fl  xword  beneath  the  Highland  thistle 
shines. 

XXII. 

And  in.  the  hiwkin'd  hunters  of  the  deer. 

To  Albert's  home,  with  shout  and  cymbal  throng:— 

Rotnied  by  their  warlike  pomp,  and  mirth,  and  cheer, 

Old  OiitaliMq  wtikti  his  baltle-aong, 

A  TV  J.  bt-aiine  with  his  war-club  cadence  strong, 

Til!«  ht>%v  bin  deep«tung  indignation  smarts, 

(!if  iKf  m  that  wrapt  bin  house  in  flames,  ere  long, 

T'l  whet  a  dagger  on  their  stony  hearts. 

And  nnile  avenged  ero  yet  his  eagle  spirit  parts. 

XXIII. 

Calm,  opposite  the  Christian  fiither  rose. 
Pale  on  his  venerable  brow  its  m>'s 
Of  nnrt>T  light  the  conflagration  throws ; 
One  hand  upon  his  lovely  child  he  lays. 
And  one  ih'  nncover*d  crowd  to  silence  sways; 
While,  ihouffh  the  battle  flash  is  fa-nter  driv*n^— 
rnawed.  with  eye  onstartlcd  by  the  blaze. 
He  fiir  his  bleeding  country  prays  to  Heav'n^-^ 
ftmy%  that  the  men  of  bkml  themselves  may  be  fer- 
gif'tk 


XXIV. 
Short  time  is  now  fer  gratulating  speech : 
And  yet,  beloved  Gertrude,  era  began 
Thy  oottii|iy*s  flight,  yon  distant  tnw*n  to  read^ 
Look'd  not  on  thee  the  rudest  partisan 
With  brow  relax'd  to  feve  f  And  muimius  ran, 
As  round  and  round  their  willing  laiUts  they  drrWr 
From  beauty*ii  sif^t  lo  shield  the  hostile  van. 
Grateful,  on  them  a  placid  look  she  threw. 
Nor  wept,  but  as  she  bade  her  mother's  grave  adieu! 

XXV. 

Past  was  the  flight,  and  welcome  seem'd  the  lower. 
That  like  a  giant  standard-bearer  frown'd 
Defiance  on  the  roving  Indian  power. 
Beneath,  each  bold  and  promontory  mound 
With  embrasure  emboss'd,  and  armor  crown'd, 
And  arrowy  friese,  and  wedged  ravelin. 
Wove  like  a  diadem  its  tracery  round 
The  lofty  summit  of  that  moimtain  green : 
Here  stood  secure  the  group,  and  eyed  a  distant  scent* 

XXVI. 
A  scene  of  death!  where  fires  beneath  the  sun. 
And  blended  arms,  and  white  pavilions  glow; 
And  fiur  the  business  of  destruction  done 
Its  requiem  the  war>hom  seem'd  to  blow : 
There,  sad  spectatress  of  her  country's  woe! 
The  lovely  Gertrude,  safe  from  present  harm. 
Had  laid  her  cheek,  and  clasp'd  her  hands  of  snow 
On  Waldegrave's  shoulder,  half  within  his  arm 
Enclosed,  that  felt  her  heart,  and  hush'd  its  wild  alarm! 

xxvn. 

But  short  that  contemplation— sad  and  short 
The  pause  to  bid  each  much-loved  scene  adieu ! 
Beneath  the  very  shadow  of  the  fort. 
Where  friendly  swords  were  drawn,  and  bannenflewi 
Ah !  who  could  deem  that  foot  of  Indian  crew 
Was  near? — yet  there,  with  lust  of  rourd'rous  deedib 
Gleam'd  like  a  basilisk,  from  woods  in  view, 
The  ambush 'd  foemon's  eye — !iis  volley  speeds, 
And  Albert — Albert — fiillfi!  the  dear  old  &tlier  bleeds! 

xxvin. 

And  tranced  in  giddy  horror  Gertnide  swoon'd ; 
Yet,  while  she  clasps  him  lifeless  to  her  zone. 
Say,  burst  they,  Iwrrow'd  from  her  father's  wound» 
These  drops  ?— Oh,  God !  the  life-blood  is  her  own ! 
And  fult'ring,  on  her  Waldegrave's  bosom  thrown— 
"  Weep  not,  O  love  I" — she  cries,  "  to  see  mo  bleed    « 
Thee,  Gertnide's  sad  survivor,  thee  alone 
Heaven's  peace  commiserate ;  for  scarce  I  heed 
These  wounds ; — yet  thee  to  leave  is  death,  is  death 
indeed ! 

XXIX. 

"Clasp  me  a  little  Icmger  on  the  brink 

Of  fate !  while  I  can  feel  thy  dear  caress ; 

And  when  this  heart  hath  ceased  to  beat— oh!  thiid^ 

And  let  it  mitigate  thy  woe's  excess. 

That  thou  liasi  been  to  me  all  tenderness. 

And  friend  to  more  than  human  friendship  just 

Oh !  by  that  retrospect  of  happiness. 

And  by  the  hopes  of  an  immortal  trust, 

God  shall  assuage  thy  pangs— when  I  am  laid  indiat 


so 
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*Go,  Henry,  go  not  back,  wb«n  I  depart, 
The  scene  thy  banting  tears  too  deep  will  more. 
Where  my  dear  &ther  took  tbee  to  his  heart, 
And  Gertrude  thought  it  ecatacy  to  rora 
With  ihee,  as  with  an  angel,  through  the  grove 
Of  pea  ^,  iroa^^iAing  her  kx  was  cast 
In  heav'n ;  for  ours  was  not  like  earthly  love. 
And  must  this  parting  be  our  very  laatf 
N'«!  1  shall  lo\e  thee  still,  when  death  itaelf  ia  past 

XXXI. 

**  Half  could  I  bear,  methinks,  to  leave  this  earthr— 

And  thee,  more  Itved  than  aught  beneath  the  sun. 

If  I  had  lived  to  nmile  but  on  the  birth 

Of  one  dear  pledge ; — but  shall  there  then  be  none. 

In  future  times — oo  gentle  little  one. 

To  clasp  thy  neck,  and  look,  resembling  mef 

Yet  seems  it,  ev'n  while  life's  last  pulses  run, 

A  sweetness  in  the  cup  of  death  to  be, 

iiord  of  my  bosom's  love !  to  die  beholding  thee ! " 

XXXII. 
HushM  were  his  Gertrude's  lips!  but  still  their  bland 
And  beautiful  expressiim  secm'd  to  melt 
With  love  that  could  n>>t  die !  and  still  his  hand 
She  presses  to  the  heart  no  more  that  felt 
Ah,  heart !  where  once  each  ibnd  affection  dwelt. 
And  features  yet  that  spoke  a  soul  more  fair. 
Mute,  gazing,  agonizing  as  he  knelt, — 
Of  them  that  stood  encircling  his  despoir. 
He  heard  some  friendly  words; — but  knew  not  what 
they  were. 

xxxin. 

For  now,  to  mourn  their  judge  and  child,  arrives 
A  fiiithful  band.    With  solenm  rites  lictween, 
T  was  sung,  how  they  were  lovely  in  their  lives, 
And  in  their  deaths  had  not  divided  been. 
Touch'd  by  the  music,  and  the  melting  scene. 
Was  scarce  one  tearless  eye  amidst  the  crowd  .- — 
8tem  warriors,  resting  on  their  s%%-ords,  were  seen 
To  veil  their  eyes,  as  poss'd  each  much-loved  shroud — 
While  woman's  softer  soul  in  woe  dissolved  aloud. 

XXXIV. 

Then  mournfully  the  porting  bugle  bid 

Its  farewell,  o'er  the  grave  of  uxirth  and  truth ; 

Prone  to  the  dust  afflict ed  Wuldcgrave  hid 

His  face  on  earth; — him  watch *d,  in  gloomy  ruth. 

His  woodland  guide :  but  words  had  none  to  soothe 

The  grief  that  knew  not  consolation's  name : 

Casting  his  Indian  mantle  o'er  the  youth. 

He  u-atch'd,  beneath  its  folds,  each  burst  that  came 

Convulsive,  ague-like,  across  his  shuddering  frame ! 

XXXV. 

"  And  I  could  weep ;" — ih'  Oneyda  chief 

His  descant  wildly  thus  begun : — 

"*  But  that  I  may  not  stain  with  grief 

The  dealh-Bong  of  my  father's  son. 

Or  bow  this  head  in  ^^-oe! 

For  by  my  wrongs,  and  by  my  WTBth ! 

To-morrow  Areouski's  breath 

(Thot  fires  yon  heav'n  with  storma  of  death) 

Shall  light  us  to  the  ibex 


And  we  shall  share,  my  Cliristian  boy! 
The  focman*s  blood,  tlie  avenger's  joy! 

xxx^ !. 

"  Bat  thee,  my  flow*r,  whose  breath  was  giv^ 

By  milder  genii  o'er  the  dee)\ 

The  spirits  of  the  white  man  s  heav'n 

Forbid  not  thee  to  weep  >~ 

Nor  will  the  Christian  host, 

Nor  will  thy  father's  spirit  griove. 

To  see  thee,  on  the  battle's  eve. 

Lamenting,  take  a  mournful  leave 

Of  her  who  loved  thee  must  : 

She  was  the  rainbow  to  thy  si^ht ! 

Thy  sun — thy  heav'n-— of  lost  Jelight! 

XXXVII. 
**  To-morrow  let  us  do  or  die ! 
But  when  the  bolt  of  death  is  hurl'd. 
Ah!  whither  then  with  thee  to  fly, 
Sliall  Outaliftsi  room  the  world  f 
Seek  we  thy  once-loved  home  f 
The  hand  is  gone  that  cropt  its  flowers : 
Unheard  their  clock  repeats  its  hours ! 
Cold  is  the  hearth  within  their  bow'rs ! 
And  should  we  thither  roam. 
Its  echoes,  and  its  empty  tread. 
Would  sound  like  voices  from  the  dead ! 

xxxvm. 

**  Or  shall  we  cross  yon  mountains  blue. 

Whose  streams  my  kindred  nation  quafl**d  f 

And  by  my  side,  in  bottle  true, 

A  thousand  warriors  drew  the  shaft  f 

Ah !  there  in  desolation  cold, 

The  desert  serpent  dwells  alone. 

Where  grass  o>rgro\\v  each  mould'ring  bone 

And  stones  themselves  to  ruin  grown 

Like  me,  are  death-like  old. 

Then  seek  we  not  their  camp. — for  theie— 

The  silence  dwells  of  my  despair!" 

XXXIX. 

**  But  hark  the  trump ! — tn-niorrow  thoa 
In  glory's  fires  shalt  dry  thy  tears : 
Rv'n  from  the  land  of  shadows  now 
My  father's  owful  gho^t  appears, 
Amidftt  the  clouds  that  round  us  roll : 
He  bi<ls  my  soul  for  bottle  thirst — 
He  bids  me  dry  the  IsHt — the  first— 
The  only  tears  that  ever  buret 
From  Outalimi's  soul ; 
Because  I  may  not  stain  with  irrief 
The  death-song  of  on  Indian  chief! " 


NOTES. 


Note  1,  pogc  13,  col.  1. 
From  mfrry  modi-bird's  soDf. 
''The  mocking-bird  is  of  the  fi>mi,  bat  larger. ' 
the  thrush ;  and  the  colors  are  a  mixture  of  Uack 
white,  and  gref'  What  is  said  ut'the  nightingale,  fayili 
greatest  admirers,  is  what  may,  with  more  propriety. 
apply  to  this  bird,  who,  in  a  natural  state,  aiofi  wiA 
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Mpvinr  tMlB.  Tomrdi  eiening  I  bava  bMrd 
agin  mMj,  natryiag  iti  bnatt  M  nrall  oatniD 
I.  which,  bf  tbi*  Dau,  hMl  a  aoM  MggUlfaf 
t  A(tnil«B>niDLiiodoabadaMarilNwyi* 
ii  T^ua.    Darini  llw  MBsa  of  B  BliniiB  k*  VW 

A-andipuTow.  In  lUi  roonnx  |jMHle4lVM 
r  known  (be  ■mUiU'Mrti  m  aniHed  b 


Bge  t  a  ipedmen  of  their  n 
Wb*n>  ■haU  I  MdL  the  chvr  of'peM*! 
Wbna  AtU  I  End  il  but  upon  oui  path  I  uid  whilhw 
tblCHl  HI  bat  unto  ihithoaMr 


■*«To)>uiB>ni>|iintiiaiw«rhMiMlhHr«Rittli  altfl"  tMllofwuDpumandabkBdyhatcha^i 


naj  be  dsnicd.     Tbeir  few  dUdibI  ddH 

4faawarih«(EuniF«ui)iiigUiiiple.  ndrnn^lMr-  | 
•nr,  ho  ■  grtmttr  <mapa  and  voImm  Oan  tha 
nighiiiiKale.  and  ihef  ha*a  iba  benltr  afTai^as  all 
aiienBoliate  notaa  in  a  maimer  wUck  i«  iralf  da- 
liglitfuL'' — Aanc*!  TVonlt  n  Awurica,  niL  il,  p>  73- 
Nm*  S,  tfo  13,  toL  I. 


Ihcas  and  olbar 
nrr>4w>i,  bafiae  ibelr  aoqiaintoDM  with  the  Euioh 
peana,  ma  oolbing  bat  imall  ihells  which  Ib^ 
fl^ad  up  b]r  the  H-RuaU.  and  on  Ihe  btinluDf  (b* 
'  ■■■  ■  il  ia  nothing  bill  a  kind  or  cylindii- 


Ba  Mara  of  Aj^leahira.  I  have  oOoi  IhUned  with 
paai  daUgbl  n  iba  aoond  nt  thia  vortex,  at  the  dU- 
Mora  af  Baajr  taagms.  When  the  malher  it  calm, 
aari  ike  a^^ont  mm  tctncfj  heanj  on  tho*  (ricnu- 
■^■e  rinn.  in  amnd.  nhjch  i>  like  Ihe  maiid  oT 
laiiiuanabla  ehariota.  cream  a  nwgnificeni  and  fine 


rl3.  rt 


OfW 


-  In  the  Indian  Iribea  there  ii  a  (leal  liniilarity  ii 
Ihrirn>l<>r.>ulure.eicThernK(ll.nrF|H[heSnBki 
Indian*,  tall  in  rtature,  ■inii:bi,  and  mbiiM.  tl  ii  very 
aridun  they  an-  debtmnl.  which  hu  gitcn  n' 
the  niptjinlion  that  Ihey  pal  la  death  iheir  defiirmed 
childim.  Hieir  (kin  i*  uf  a  mpiier  color;  their 
larv*.  brinhi.  blark.  and  aparklini.  indicaiive 
Mibiile  and  diHvminR  mind:  iheir  hair  ii  of  the 
nkhir,  and  pmae  Ui  be  long,  enldom  or  nexfr  ci 
Their  leelh  air  larie  aiHl  while;  I  never  kIm 
any  derayed  amoiK  Ihem,  which  makei  Ihrii  hmlb 
ai  iiaeci  m  ihc  air  they  inhale.  "—ri«tWt  Mi 
JmiTica.  »]r  Caplt.  Lewis  aa>f  Clirke.  ■'■  1804-5-& 
Kola  4.  pnge  14.  rol.  1. 

-The  Indiana  of  \ortJi  Amerii*  acroniiiaay  every 
bmal  aJdma  lo  utruKen.  with  w  honi  they  tbrm  or 

a  Mtt.  uT  wniajWRi.  Wampiim  (rayi  Cadwallnder 
Oililen]  u  mate  u(  Ihe  lar^e  wlirlk  •hell,  Bucciniim, 
Bad  ahaped  like  king  bp»b:  it  ia  the  nirrent  muney 
of  Ihe  Iraliani." — tfifory  of  Atfct  Ind'atH  Xatiau, 
^31,.Vw■lVt■f<riwr. 


cat  b 


hella.  V 


ck.Hhieb 


Wet  and  gold  a 

The  UorVthey  ndl  the  moal  valoable.  tM 

both  togelberare  their  gRalenriclie* 

a  BBung  Ihom  aiB>wcnng  all  the 

I  anongal  ua.     They  have  the  i 

King,  and  lolerweaiing  them  into  their  bela.  cot' 

.  Uankata,  artd  mocRHom.  ete.  in  ten  ihouaaod 

nent  ajaea,  fcrma.  and  figurei.  k>  m  to  be  om»' 

in  for  every  part  ordma.  and  eiproaive  lo  lh«M 

af  alt  their  iRiportanl  Imnrliow.  Ttieydyelhewam* 

pom  of  farioui  colon  and  ihodpa.  aiid  mi<  and  dia* 

poae  Ikem  wiih  great  ingmuiiy  and  order,  and  an  a< 

M  be  ^gnjficanl  among  Ibenaelvca  of  almoM  evaiT- 

ihing  Ibey  pleaae ;  lo  thai  by  theaa  ibeir  woda  an 


aaooiaare  I7  writing.  The  beln  Ibal  paaa  Ihim  eoB 
BnHhrr  in  all  Ireatiea.  dedBiaiiom,  and  i^ 
portant  tianMCIian*,  aia  very  cmefully  preaorved  U 
ihe  cabini  of  their  chielk.  and  Mrve  not  only  aa  a 
kind  orremrd  or  hitiory.  biiltua  puUic  ireaiure." — 
Mtijor  Raaitt'a  Aerminl  if  Norlh  Amerka. 
Note  T,  page  14.  col.  1. 
At  olHiii  Ike  e.il  MaoiUia. 

•- It  in  cerlain  Iha  Indluu  arknowledge  one  So- 
preme  Being,  or  Givrr  urLire,  nhu  prcwlea  overall 
Uiinga  I  iHsi  ■■.  ihe  Greai  Spirit ;  luid  ihey  look  up  10 
him  aa  Ihe  wurco  of  puod,  frum  whence  ito  evil  can 
proceed.  They  alw  believe  in  a  bad  Spirit,  to  wbon 
Ihey  ancribe  great  puvtet;  aiid  iiippoae  Iliat  tbruu^ 
hia  power  all  Ihe  eviln  which  bebll  mankind  anr 
indicied.  To  him.  IhereJiirr,  iLey  pray  in  iheic  die' 
iroaes.  begging  that  he  uould  eilhcralenilieirlfO*- 
Ijlea,  ot  modersle  them  wbcn  Ihey  are  no  kaigci 
■voidable. 

"  They  hold  alao  thai  there  are  gmd  Spirila  of  • 
lower  degree,  ulioliuve  their  psrficutar  depamnenla, 
in  which  ihey  are  riHnlanlly  coniribu-ing  to  the  baik 
tHnri4  of  mortal*.  Theae  theviuppuee  10  preiijdDover 
ill  ihe  eiinurdiiiary  prudiiriiun  of  Nature,  lurb  air 
thise  Ukea.  riven,  end  nioimuini  that  are  of  an  un- 
ninunan  miulnliHle;  and  likewna  llie  beaiu,  Iwdfc 
fiihea.  Bi 

Tho  Supreme  !^ 
Kilchi  Manilou ;  a 


It  of  Iheir 
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r  >  buih  called  Ihe  Fever  Tree. ,  „ 
SiguniU  u  ■  kiod  of  aoup  adnuiiiilered  lo  llieir  lirk. :  I 

NotaS,  [Mga  U,  col.  1.  LIksT'i! 

A>d  I.  *«  Hfl.  of  nr  Uitx,  bm  ivb'd  '"'"*... ' 

Wilk  IkH  kMn  dwi.  1 ,1"),    ',1 

The  intiiDony  of  all  IraToUe™  among  the  Ameri- '  ,'r^  "^ 
can  indianiwliumMitian  their  hismglyphic*, autllD^  ,',,,!,,,," 
iiM  me  ID  pulling  Ihi*  Bguranve  language  in  (be  '   ' 

moulh  of  OutoliiaL     The  dove  la  among  ihem.  ai  ^ J '    ''' 
plHwhere,  an  emblem  of  meekneM;  and  the  eagle.    '""     ' 
thai  of  a  bold,  nohle,  and  liberal  mind.     When  Ihe      "  " 
Indian  ipnelunra  warrior  who  nan  above  Ihe  mol- . 
tjlude  in  peraMi  ond  endowmmU,  they  lay,  "  he  ii 
like  the  eagle,  who  deatrayi  bis  enemiea,  and  give* 
proieriion  and  abuodaaee  to  Ihe  weak  of  bii  own 

Noie  10,  page  14,  col.  3. 
Fkr  dirfarmilr.  Ihe  male  Ooerd*  uMk.  etc. 
"  They  are  eilremely  circumipecl  and  deliberate 
ia  every  aonl  ond  action;  noihiiig  hurriei  them  inlo 
any  inlempeisle  wmth,  but  that  inveleracy  lo  their 
enemiea  which  ii  rooted  in  every  Indian'i  brsail. 
In  all  olher  inatancea  they  are  cool  and  deliberate, 
taking  care  lo  lappreaa  the  emotion  of  Ihe  heart  If 
an  Indian  hoa  diicovered  that  a  friend  of  hii  ii  in 
danger  of  being  cnt  off  by  a  lurking  enemy,  he  doea 
not  tell  him  of  hia  danger  in  direct  lenni.  a>  though 
be  were  in  fear,  but  hs  lirmt  molly  aaki  him  which 
wav  he  ia  going  that  day,  and  having  hia  anawer. 
"~        ■eiellihimlhatbehaa  been 


gomg.    Thia  hint  provea  iufficient,  and   hu  friend    , 
kvoidi  [he  danger  ivilh  a*  much  coulion  oa  though 
every  deaign  and  morion  of  hia  enemy  had  been  .^ 


''  )j^ht  wood,  pointed  w^ith  different  colon,  and 
li  .J  with  the  heada.  laila,  and  feadien  of  ibe 
K'liiiliful  biida  I'he  uae  of  the  ralumel  ia  to 
t'liher  tobacco  01  Knnebaik, leaf. or  herb,  which 


"  If  on  Indian  hat  been  engaged  lor  aevcral  dayi  in 

,    , 

Ihe  chaip.  ond  by  accident  cnniinunl  long  wiihoui 

food,  when  he  arrivca  al  the  hut  of  11  friend,  where 

he  knom  ihnt  hia  wania  will  be  immcdiulely  aiip- 

pticd,  ho  lakea  fare  not  lo  allow  the  least  aymptonn 

of  impniien™.  or  betray  the  eilreme  hunger  that  he 

ia  tofiiiied  with;  but,  on  being  invited  in.  liia  con- 

tenledly  dgwn  and  amokea   hi*  pipe  wiih  as  much 

perfecily  at  eaae.    He  doe.  the  aome  ,{«mmg  airan- 

gera.    fhii  rualora  ia  atrictly  adhered   10  by  every 

tribe,  aa   they    e-leem   it   s   proof  of  fonllude,  anil 

think  the  revena  would  eiilille  Ihem  10  the  appclU- 

tiMi  of  old  women. 

■■  if  you  lell  an   Indian   thai   hia  childron   have 

Tn 

greatly  rignaliznl  Ihenuirlveg  againil  an  enemy,  have 

laken'mony  amlp,  and  broughl  homo  many  priai.n- 

gn,  he  doea  nol  apiirar  to  feel  any  alrong  emotioni 

of  pleaaure  on  the  occn-ion ;  hia  anawcr  generally  ia, 

'they  have  done  well.'— and    he   makee  but  very 

Itnle  inquiry  about  the  mailer;  on  the  contrar)-.  if 

foil  inCnn  him  that  hii  chil.lren  are  >lain  or  taken 

nee  iome  what  ridiru- 
Ibr  aa  they  find  thai 

lendi  to  diapene  ihe  vupon  of  the  bnia,  U 
'  apirita,  and  lo  qualify  them  for  thinking  and 
I  roperly,  they  innoduce  it  inlo  iheii  cutineila, 
:[1er  their  reaolvei,  the  pipe  wv  conaidrnd 
^  of  rheir  dccirea,  and  oa  a  pledge  of  ibeir 
liice  thereof,  il  waa  aeni  to  thoae  they  warv 
i;.inallinni:e  or  treaty  wiih; — io  that  amok- 
.hg  them  al  iho  ioiiH  pipe,  ia  equivalent  ID 
il  jng  logelher,  and  out  of  Ihe  aame  cu|i" — 
'.■ -cxKa'e  AcaniM  ^  Nonh  Amtrin,  I76£. 

lighted  calumet  ia  altouaed  among  tbenlbr 
I  mill  more  iniereaiing  than  the  eipreauon  (£ 
.nd.ihip.  The  aiiilere  mannen  of  ihe  itidiua 
iiy^apiearanccofgallnnlrybelwepntheieiea 
riic;  but  at  night  the  ymmi  lover  goea  a 
me.  ai  Ilia  rotirlahip  ia  called.    Ai  theae  peo- 

Ln  a  aiaie  of  eqnaliiv.  and  without  fear  of 
violeiire  or  thefl  in  their  own  tribe*,  they 
t,'ir  doon  often  by  night  u  well  aa  by  day. 
,<r  takea  advanlagc  of  ihia  liberty,  ligbla  lua 
.  pnien  the  cabin  of  hia  miainw.  and  gently 

il  lo  her.     If  khe  rltinguialie*  il.  >ha  admiH 

.  uiih  a  diaappoinied  and  throbliiiig  heait' 
■^  Traurti. 

Note  IS.  page  14,  col.  9. 


WW  it  happened." — Lewis  ancfCuaa 

Note  11,  page  14.  eoL  2. 
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fbfb  ftOowmf  it  an  inrtuiM  idaled  bf 
4dair  in  hk  Tlmwli  >— 

■*A  ptttjr  of  the  Senebdi  Indiam  esuw  to  war 
tfainrt  the  Katihha,  bitter  enemiea  to  %adi  others — 
in  the  «oodi  the  former  diMorered  a  tprightly  warrior 
belooging  to  the  latter,  hnntiiig  in  their  usual  light 
dreai :  on  hia  pMVeiTing  them,  he  iprung  off  for  a 
hollow  roch  four  or  five  nilea  diitant,  aa'they  inter- 
ceptad  him  fion  niunifig  homewaid*  He  was  ao  e& 
nmelf  Bwift  and  tkilfhl  with  the  gun,  aa  to  kill  Mven 
of  ihem  in  the  running  fi^t  before  they  wore  aUe  to 
aomond  and  take  hiuL  Thejr  carried  him  to  their 
conairy  in  mkI  triumph;  but  though  he  had  filled  them 
with  nnoommon  grief  and  ■hame  for  the  km  of  ao 
many  of  their  kindred,  yet  the  kyre  of  martial  Tirtoe 
indoDed  them  to  treat  him.  during  their  long  jonmey, 
with  n  gveat  deal  more  ciTility  than  if  he  had  actetd 
Ike  part  of  a  coward.  The  women  and  children,  when 
dwy  met  him  at  their  eereral  towne,  beat  him  and 
whipped  him  in  aa  leTere  a  manner  aa  the  occaaion 
required,  areording  to  their  law  of  juitiee,  and  at  laat 
he  waa  foraially  ooademned  to  die  by  the  fieiy  tor- 
tu«d--It  might  reaionably  be  imaginml  that  what  he 
had  for  soom  time  gone  through,  1^  being  led  with  a 
aeanty  hand,  a  tedious  march,  lying  at  n^t  on  the 
bare  gnnnd,  eipoaed  to  the  changes  of  the  weather 
with  his  anm  and  legs  extended  in  a  pair  of  rough 
■tocfca,  and  snfiefing  such  punishment  on  his  entning 
into  their  hostile  tof^ns,  as  a  prelude  to  those  sharp 
tannenii  for  which  he  was  destined,  would  have  so 
impaired  his  health  and  afiected  his  imagination,  as  to 
hare  sent  him  to  his  long  sleeps  out  of  the  way  of  any 
I  suflcringfc — ^Probably  this  would  have  been  the 
the  m^jor  part  of  white  people  under  similar 
I ;  but  I  never  knew  this  with  any  of  the 
Indians :  and  this  oool-hcAdcd,  brave  i;v-arrior,  did  not 
deviate  from  their  miifrh  letwons  of  martial  virtue, 
but  ecicd  hip  part  to  well  as  to  miri^iao  and  sorely  vex 
hb*  liumermM  enemies : — ibr  when  lliey  were  taking 
fum.  unpinifmed.  in  their  wild  parade,  to  the  place  of 
irtfiMre,  which  lay  near  to  a  river,  he  suddenly  dashed 
d'lwn  iho^e  wlio  stood  in  his  A^-ay,  spninK  ofl*,  and 
pttuieed  into  the  water,  swimming  underneath  like  on 
o;ier.  only  rising  to  take  breath,  till  he  reached  the 
eppwitr  shore.  He  now  ascended  the  steep  bonk,  but 
thoiif  li  he  had  good  reamn  to  be  in  a  hurry,  as  many 
of  the  enemy  were  in  the  water,  and  others  running, 
\9ry  like  blood-hounds,  in  pursuit  of  him,  and  the 
biillrm  Ayinc  around  him  from  the  time  he  took  td  the 
n\er,  \-et  his  heart  did  not  allow  him  to  leave  them 
abru^rfly.  wiiliout  taking  leave  in  a  formal  manner, 
in  return  for  the  extraordinary  favors  they  had  done, 
and  intended  to  do.  him.  AAer  slap{Hng  a  port  of  his 
Njdy.  in  defiance  lo  them  (continues  the  author),  he 
^411  op  the  shrill  war-wh<Mip,  as  his  last  salute,  till 
••mie  more  omvenient  opjurtunity  ofllered,  and  darted 
off  in  the  mamker  of  a  bftmt  broke  loose  from  its  tor> 
lunnc  cmemieN.  He  ctmtinned  his  speed,  so  aa  to  run 
It  ahoiit  midnieht  of  the  same  day  ns  far  as  his  eager 
( 'imriem  were  two  dairs  in  reuchinit  lliere  he  rested 
Lai  he  luippily  discovered  five  of  those  Indians  who 
had  pijrwiied  him . — he  lay  a  little  way  off  their  cnmp, 
l!I  iliev  were  sound  asleep.  Kvery  circumstance  of 
km  siioation  occurred  to  him.  and  inspired  him  with 
hermsm.  He  i»as  naked,  torn,  and  hungry,  and  his 
enraged  enemies  were  come  up  with  him ; — but  there 
wws  now  e«'eryihing  to  relieve  his  wants,  and  a  &ir 
•pportauiy  to  aava  his  hk,  and  get  great  honor  and 


aweetrerenge  by  cutting  diem  off  Resolntinn^aooi^ 
venient  spot,  and  sudden  surprise,  would  eflbct  lb*' 
main  ol^t  of  all  his  wishes  and  hopes.  He  accord- 
ingly creeped,  took  one  of  their  tomahawks,  and  killed 
them  all  on  the  spot^— clothed  hirowU;  took  a  choioa 
gim,  and  as  much  ammunition  and  provisions  as  ha 
could  well  cany  in  a  running  much.  He  aet  off^ 
afresh  with  a  light  heart,  and  did  not  sleep  for  seveml]' 
successive  nights,  only  when  he  reclined,  os  usual,  a 
little  before  day,  with  his  back  to  a  tree.  As  it  were 
by  instinct,  when  he  found  he  was  free  flom  the  par> 
suingenemy.he  made  directly  to  the  very  place  where 
he  had  killed  seven  of  his  enemies  and  was  taken  by 
them  for  the  fiery  torture.  He  digged  them  up,  bumf 
their  bodiea  to  ashes,  and  went  home  in  safety  with 
singular  triumph.  Other  pursuing  enemiea  came,  on 
the  evening  of  the  second  day,  to  the  camp  of  their 
deed  people,  when  the  sight  gave  them  a  greater  shock 
than  they  had  ever  known  before.  In  their  chiliad 
wmiwsouncil  they  concluded,  that  as  he  had  done  such 
surprising  things  in  his  defence  before  he  was  cap* 
turad,  and  since  that  in  hia  naked  condition,  and  now 
waa  well  armed*,  if  they  continued  the  pumiit  ha 
would  spoil  them  all,  fbr  he  surely  waa  an  enemy 
wiiard^ — and  therefore  they  returned  homeL**-— • 
AftAia's  Oeneral  ObtertaiianM  cm  Um  Awmiam  Jh> 
diaNs^p.394 

**  It  ia  surprising,^  says  the  same  author,  "  to  aas 
the  long  continued  speed  of  the  Indians.  Though 
some  of  us  have  of^n  run  the  swifleat  of  them  one 
of  sight  fbr  about  the  distance  of  twelve  milee,  yat 
aflerwards,  without  any  seeming  toil,  they  would 
stretch  on,  leave  us  out  of  sight,  and  outwind  any 
horse.**— /%»d.  p.  3ia 

**  If  an  Indian  were  driven  out  into  the  extenaiva 
woods,  with  only  a  knife  and  a  tomaluiwk,  or  a  small 
hatchet,  it  is  not  to  Ije  doubted  but  he  would  fatten 
even  where  a  wolf  would  8lar\'c.  lie  would  soon 
collect  fire  by  nibbing  two  dry  pieces  of  wood  to- 
gether, make  a  bark  hut,  earthen  vewols,  and  a  bow 
and  arrou-s :  then  kill  wild  game,  fish  frcsh-wator 
tortoises,  gather  a  plentiful  variety  of  vegetables,  and 
live  in  affluence." — Ibid.  p.  410. 

Note  14,  page  14,  col.  2. 
Moccasons  is  a  sort  of  Indian  buskins. 

Note  15,  poge  14,  col.  2. 

Bleep,  wearied  one !  and  in  the  dreaminr  land 
Shouldst  thou  lo-morrow  with  thy  mother  meet. 

'^There  is  nothing  (says  Charlevoix),  in  which  these 
barborians  carry  their  superalitions  farther,  than  in 
what  regards  drenms ;  hut  they  var>'  greatly  in  their 
manner  of  explaining  themselves  on  this  point  Some- 
times it  is  the  reasonable  soul  which  ranges  abroad, 
while  the  sensitive  continues  to  animate  the  body. 
Sometimes  it  is  the  familiar  genius  who  gives  »<alutary 
counsel  with  respect  to  what  is  going  to  happen. 
Sometimes  it  is  a  visit  made  by  the  soul  of  the  ol^<sct 
of  which  he  dreams.  But  in  whatever  manner  the 
dream  is  conceived,  it  is  alun)*!!  looked  upon  as  a 
thing  sacred,  and  as  the  most  ordinary  wny  in  which 
the  gods  make  known  their  W\\\  to  men.  Filled  with 
this  ides,  they  cannr>t  conceive  how  we  should  pay 
IM  regard  to  them.  For  the  most  jmrt  they  look  upon 
them  either  as  a  desire  of  the  soi:l,  iiisj^ired  by  soma 
genius,  or  an  onlcr  from  him,  and  in  consequence  of 
this  principle  they  hold  it  a  religious  duty  to  obey 
theoL    An  Indian  having  dreamt  of  having  a  finger 
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cut  off,  had  it  really  cut  off  u  soon  u  he  awoke, 
having  fint  prepared  himself  for  this  important  action 
bjr  a  feast.  Another  having  drcaml  of  being  a  prison- 
er,  and  in  the  hands  of  his  enemies,  was  much  at  a 
loss  what  to  da  lie  consulted  the  jugglers,  and  by 
their  advice  caused  himself  to  be  tied  to  a  post  and 
burnt  in  several  parts  of  the  body." — Charlevou* 
Journal  of  a  Voyage  to  North  America. 

Note  16,  page  15,  coL  1. 
The  eroccMiilD,  th«  condor  of  the  roek^ 

**  The  alligator,  or  American  crocodile,  when  full- 
grown  (says  Bertram)  is  a  very  large  and  teniUe 
creature,  and  of  prodigious  strength,  activity,  and 
swiftness  in  the  wiUer.    I  have  seen  them  twenty 
feet  in  length,  and  some  are  supposed  to  be  twenty- 
two  or  twenty-throe  feet  in  length.  Their  body  is  as 
large  as  that  of  a  horse,  their  shape  usually  resembles 
that  of  a  lizard,  which  is  flat,  or  cuneiform,  being 
compressed  on  each  side,  and  gradually  diminishing 
fiom  the  abdomen  to  the  extremity,  which,  with  the 
whole  body,  is  covered  with  homy  plates,  of  squanHe, 
impenetrable  when  on  the  body  of  the  live  animal, 
even  to  a  rifle-ball,  except  about  their  head,  and  just 
behind  their  fore-legs  or  arms,  where,  it  is  said,  they 
are  only  vulnerable.  The  head  of  a  full-grown  one 
is  about  three  feet,  and  the  mouth  opens  nearly  the 
•ame  length.  Their  eyes  are  small  in  proportion,  and 
seem  sunk  in  the  heod,  by  means  of  the  prominency 
of  the  brows;  the  nostrils  are  large,  inflated,  and 
prominent  on  the  top,  so  that  the  head  on  the  water 
resembles,  at  a  distance,  a  great  chunk  of  wood  float- 
ing about:  only  the  upper  jaw  moves,  which  they  raise 
almost  perpendicular,  so  as  to  form  a  right  angle  with 
tfie  lower  one.  In  the  fore-part  of  the  upper  jaw,  on 
each  side,  just  under  the  noslrils,  are  two  very  large, 
thick,  strong  teeth,  or  tuvks,  not  very  sharp,  but  rather 
the  shape  of  a  cone :  these  are  as  white  as  the  finest 
polished  ivory,  and  are  not  covered  by  any  skin  or  lips, 
but  always  in  sight,  which  gives  the  creature  a  fright- 
ful appearance ;  in  the  lower  jaw  are  holes  opposite  to 
these  teeth  to  receive  them;  when  they  clap  their  ja>%ii 
together,  it  causes  a  surprising  noise,  like  that  which 
is  made  by  forcing  a  heavy  plank  with  violence  upon 
the  ground,  and  may  be  heard  at  a  great  distance. — 
But  what  is  yet  more  surprising  to  a  stranger,  is  tlie 
incredibly  loud  and  terrifying  roar  which  they  arc 
capable  of  making,  especially  in  breeding-time.    It 
most  resembles  ver)'  heavy  distant  thunder,  not  only 
shaking  the  air  and  waters,  but  causing  the  earth  to 
tremble ;  and  when  hundreds  arc  roaring  at  the  same 
time,  you  can  scarcely  be  {icrsiiaded  but  that  the  whole 
globe  is  violently  and  dangerously  agitated.   An  old 
champion,  who  is,  perhaps,  ahsolule  sovereign  of  a 
little  lake  or  lagoon  (when  fii\y  less  than  himself  are 
obliged  to  content  themsf^lvcm  with  swelling  and  roar- 
ing in  little  coves  round  about),  darts  forth  from  the 
reedy  r*ovcrl«,  all  ut  once,  on  the  surface  of  the  waters 
m  a  right  line,  at  flntt  seemingly  as  rapid  as  lightning, 
but  groilually  more  kIowI y,  mili I  he  arri  ves  at  the  centre 
of  the  luko.  \vh(>re  he  tHo]m.  He  now  swells  himselfl 
by  drawing  in  wind  ami  water  thrr>ugh  his  mouth.' 
which  cuiises  a  loud  MHiorouH  rattling  in  the  thnmt 
foi  near  h  mintite ;  but  it  is  immediately  forced  out 
again  thnMi<:)i  hii<  mouth  and  nostrils  with  a  loud  noise,  j 
brandishhig  hln  tail  in  the  air,  and  the  vapor  ninningj 
from  his  nwtriln  like  smoke.   At  other  times,  when' 
awoli»  to  an  extent  ready  to  burst,  hit  head  and  tail 


liAed  op,  he  spins  or  twirls  round  on  the  aurftoe  of  iIm 
water.  He  acts  his  part  like  an  Indian  diieC  whan 
reheaning  his  feats  of  war." — ^BKATaAM'i  JVmadt  tn 
AbrtA  AmeriOL 

Note  17,  page  15,  col.  1. 
Tben  forth  uprose  that  k>De  wayfiirioff  bob. 

**  They  discover  an  amazing  sagacity,  and  acqnirt 
with  the  greatest  readiness,  anything  that  depends 
upon  the  attention  of  the  mind.  By  experience,  and 
an  acute  obaer\'ation,  they  attain  many  perfectiona 
to  which  Americans  are  strangers.  For  instance^ 
they  will  cross  a  forest,  or  a  plain,  which  ia  two 
hundred  miles  in  breadth,  so  as  to  reach,  with  great 
exactness,  the  point  at  which  they  intend  to  arrive^ 
keeping,  during  the  whole  of  that  space,  in  a  direct 
line,  without  any  material  deviations ;  ai;d  this  thcjr 
will  do  with  the  same  ease,  let  the  weather  be  hxr 
or  cloudy.  With  equal  acuteness  they  will  point  to 
that  part  of  the  heavens  the  sun  is  in,  though  it  bo 
intercepted  by  clouds  or  fogs.  Besides  this,  they  art 
able  to  pursue,  with  incredible  facility,  the  tracea  of 
man  or  beast,  either  on  leaves  or  grass ;  and  on  ihia 
account  it  is  with  great  difliculty  they  eacape  diih 
covery.  They  are  indebted  for  these  talents  noC  onlj 
to  nature,  but  to  an  extraordinary  command  of  iho 
intellectual  qualities,  which  can  only  be  acquired  hf 
an  unremitted  attention,  and  by  long  experience.  They 
are,  in  general,  very  happy  in  a  retentive  mciooiy. 
They  can  recapitulate  every  particular  that  has  beoB 
treated  of  in  council,  and  remember  the  exact  timo 
when  they  were  held.  Their  belts  of  wampum  pro* 
serve  the  substance  of  the  treaties  they  havo  ooi^ 
eluded  with  the  neighboring  tribes  for  ages  back,  to 
which  they  will  appeal  and  refer  with  as  much  per 
spicuity  and  readiness  as  Europeans  can  to  thoii 
written  records. 

**  The  Indians  are  totally  unskilled  in  geography, 
as  well  as  all  the  other  bcieiices,  and  yet  they  draw  oa 
their  birc*h-bark  very  exact  charts  or  ma|is  of  iho 
countries  they  are  acquainted  with.  The  latitude  and 
longitude  only  are  wanting  to  make  them  tolerably 
complete. 

"  Their  sole  knowledge  in  astronomy  consists  in 
being  able  to  point  out  the  polar  star,  by  which  they 
regulate  their  course  when  they  travel  in  the  nighL 

*'  They  reckon  the  distance  of  places  not  by  miles 
or  leagues,  but  by  a  day's  journey,  which,  according 
to  the  bent  calculation  I  could  make,  appears  to  bo 
about  twenty  Eni^lish  miles.  These  they  also  divide 
into  halves  and  quarters,  and  will  demonstrate  them 
in  their  maps  with  great  exactnciis  by  the  hienv 
glyphicsjust  mentioned,  when  they  regulate  in  council 
their  war-[)ortie*,  or  their  most  diMtant  hunting  ei> 
cursiofH*." — Lewis  and  Clarke's  lYavrU. 

**  Some  of  the  French  minRionnries  have  supposed 
tha<  the  IndiaiiK  are  guided  by  instinct,  and  liave  pre^ 
teiHled  that  Indian  chihlrrn  can  fuul  their  way  throo^ 
a  fortMtt  as  caf«ily  a»  a  {lernon  of  niaturer  years ;  bat 
this  is  a  iiHiet  nlwurd  notion.  It  is  iinqucstionably  by 
a  cl(Me  nttentioii  to  iho  growth  of  the  trees  and  posi* 
tion  of  the  sun.  that  I  hey  find  their  waj*.  On  tha 
northern  sid*»  of  a  tree  there  is  generally  the  most 
n)ow(;  and  ihe  bnrk  on  that  side,  in  general,  diflers  froto 
that  on  the  oppcixiie  one.  The  branches  towards  tha 
south  are.  for  the  moat  part,  more  luxuriant  than  thuaa 
on  the  other  sides  of  trees,  and  several  other  diatirn^ 
tioos  abo  auhaift  between  the  northani  and  sonthiBi 
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grave  ipi'as  situaled,  had  been  inhabited  by  Indiana, 
and  these  Indian  traveilen.  who  were  to  visit  it  by 
themselves,  had  umiuestionably  never  been  in  that 
part  of  the  country  beibrc :  they  must  have  found 
their  way  to  it  simply  from  the  description  of  its  situ- 
ation* that  had  been  handed  dowm  to  them  by  tradi 
tion.*' — Weld's  7)ravcU  in  North  America,  vol  iL 

Note  18,  page  18,  col.  2. 
The  Mammoth  eomea. 
That  I  am  justified  in  making  the  Indian  chief 
allude  to  the  mammoth  as  an  emblem  of  terror  and 
destruction,  will  be  seen  by  the  authority  quoted  be- 
low. Speaking  of  the  mammoth,  or  big  bufTalo,  Mr. 
Jefferson  states,  that  a  tradition  is  pre8er\'ed  among 
the  Indians  of  that  animal  still  existing  in  the  northern 
parts  of  America. 

**  A  delegation  of  warriors  frcrni  the  Delaware  tnbe 
having  visited  the  governor  of  Virginia  during  the 
revolution,  on  matters  of  business,  the  governor  asked 
them  some  questions  relative  to  their  countr}*,  and 
among  others,  what  they  knew  or  had  heard  of  the 
animal  whose  bones  were  found  at  the  Salt-licks,  on 
part  of  the  way.  They  proceeiled  along  the  high  I  the  Ohia  Their  chief  speaker  immediately  put  him- 
pmJ  for  some  miles,  but,  all  at  once,  hastily  turning  |  self  into  an  attitude  of  oratory,  and  with  a  pomp 
laidA  into  the  woods,  though  there  was  no  path,  the  |  suited  to  what  he  conceived  the  elevation  of  hispub- 
IndiaiM  advanced  confidently  forward.  The  people  I  ject,  informed  him.  that  it  was  a  tradition  handed 
who  acoomponied  them,  surprimnl  at  this  movement,!  tl(»\iv7i  from  their  fathers,  that  in  ancient  times  a  herd 
in&mncd  them  that  they  were  quitting  the  ruad  tojof  these  tremendous  animals  came  to  the  Bick-bone 
Phila  ieiphia,  ami  eiprened  their  fcnr  lest  they  should  { licks,  and  iK'^an  an  universal  destruction  of  the  bear, 
iheir  companions  who  had  gone  on  bciore.  They  deer.  elk.  butfalo,  and  other  animals  which  hnd  been 

created  for  the  use  of  the  Indiajis.  That  the  Great 
Man  al»vc,  looking  down  and  seeing  this,  was  so  en- 
raged, that  he  seize<l  his  lightning,  devccnded  on  the 
lered  the  wood  at  the  very  place  \%here  they  did.  eanh.  sealed  himself  on  a  neighboring  mountain  on 
runi*;iy  Icti  some  of  the  horsemen  to  go  on ;  and  to|  a  rr»ck.  of  which  his  sent  and  ihe  pnniM  of  his  feet 
tiM^ir  tt>i4»iii>hnic!it.  t(»r  there  wusappaienlly  no  lrn('k.|  are  still  to  Ik*  scimi.  and  hurled  bin  btjl is  among  them, 
ihey  (iv«'rliMik  the  other  Indians  in  the  thirkoa)!- ijH  the  whole  were  slaughtered,  except  llio  big  bull, 
part  of  ilu'  uiukI.  But  what  np;)eartMl  muHt  singular  who,  prch-entin^  his  forehead  to  the  shafts,  sh(N)k  them 
wai«.  that  ihi*  route  uhah  ihey  look  was  fi)und,  onl  otfoH  they  fell,  luit  missing  one  at  length,  it  wounded 
eiaruiiuii'j  a  map.  to  Ixy  as  dircil  for  Philadelphia  as-  jiim  in  the  side,  v\hereu|Km,  spriiicring  mund,  he 
il'  lh*.y  hail  takiMt  the  l»earini;H  by  a  nmriner's  coni-|  lM>i:n<led  ovrr  llie  Ohio,  over  Ihe  \Val>ash,  the  Illimus, 
pa*-*.     Fp»m  <»ihers  ot"  ihoirnaiion,  \vh(»  lind  been  at   tmd  linally  over  ilie  grt-al  lakes,  whore  he  is  Uving 


sUa.  eanapiciioui  lo  Indians,  being  taught  firom  their 
inlaiKy  to  attend  to  them,  which  a  common  observer 
woald.  perhaps,  never  notice.  Being  accustomed 
firtim  their  iniaucy  likewiM  to  pay  great  attention  to 
ihe  position  of  the  sun,  ihey  learn  to  make  the  roost 
accurate  allowance  for  its  apparent  motion  from  one 
part  of  the  heavens  to  another ;  and  in  every  part  of 
the  day  they  will  point  lo  the  port  of  the  heavens 
where  it  ii,  although  the  sky  he  obscured  by  clouds 
or  mists. 

**An  imtance  of  their  dexterity  in  finding  their  way 
through  an  unknown  country  came  under  my  obser- 
vation when  I  was  at  Staunton,  situated  behind  the 
Blue  Mouniaina.  Virginia.  A  number  of  the  Creek 
iwtion  had  arrived  at  that  town  on  their  way  to 
PhiWelphia,  whither  they  \vere  going  upon  some 
■tfiun  of  im[»rtaiice,  and  hail  stopped  there  for  the 
niifht.  In  the  rooniing,  some  a rcumstance  or  another, 
which  could  not  be  learned,  induced  one  half  of  the 
IikUans  to  set  off  without  their  comimnions,  who  did 
nut  foUow  until  some  hours  aflcrwards.  When  these 
latl  were  ready  to  pursue  their  journey,  several  of 
the  lowiw-people  mounted  their  horses  to  escort  them 


■rawered  that  they  knew  better,  that  the  way  through 
the  woods  was  the  shortest  to  Phibdelphia,  and  that 
diey  knew  Ter>*  well  that  their  comfianions  had  en 


P:..!.!-.!!  'j.h:a  at  a  tormcr  \*cn<K\.  they  lial  pn>haMy 
1#»,i.-t.»h1  liif  vxnil  din'<  tiou  of  thai  city  mnn  their 
vil.;tif-!t.  3:iil  hail  never  lo^t  sijlil  ofil.  although  tliey 
ha  1  alrttuly  lni\  1  lif-d  ihree  hinulrcd  miles  throujih 
Vw  w«^ids.  ami  liuil  upwanis  of  lour  humlnHl  miles 
n>ir.*  t.»  CO  UlJ»rf  ifji-y  omid  n-arh  the  placo  of  their 
tl  "iiiu-iiM^i. — Of  the  cvarinoss  with  which  they  can 
]  ■;  i  o'lt  a  jitnm'jp  place  l<»  winch  ihcy  have  been  once 
i  riMTi-I  'n-  th«':r  own  p»'<»ple.  a  sinking  example  is 
|i,rTu*^«-l.  i  think,  by  .\f r.  Joirerstm.  in  his  ac<t>untof 
ir.^  Iri  !.:i  I  2nr  t-^  in  N'irjinia.  These  gni\es  are 
'.■»:?ii::'_'  n  <■,-#»  :*i.in  larv'»»  moiuuls  of  earth  in  the 
»-■.•!*.  wh  •  h.  on  l»*»ini»  ojw»n»'d.  are  (innid  to  o»ntain 
«ti»  !r-:i'ii<    ri  ii:i  en-' t  |Kr.tun» .  iSc  Indian  mtsle  ol' 


at  lhi>  day." 


K>  t  KKSo N  s  .\ otcs  ou  \  irg iu ia. 


Note  19,  pQpe  18,  col.  2. 

Frorninff  to  wirlil  the  hatrhet  for  hln  hribr, 
'(.(iuiihI  Mruiidt  hitiiMflf  1  went  tu  b-itllt;  I'urlh. 

I  took  the  character  oflirandt  in  the  j-oom  of  Ger- 
trude fn>m  the  conjmon  historios  of  Kni^land.  all  of 
which  representod  him  as  a  hl<KHly  and  l>ad  man 
(even  amone  savage"),  and  chief  agent  in  iheliorriblo 
desolation  of  Wyomiiur-  Sune  years  aller  this  {loem 
apiH^an^l,  the  son  of  Brandt,  a  mo«{t  interesting  and 
iniellitrent  youth,  came  over  lo  Kngland  ;  ami  I  form- 
ed an  acfpiaintance  with  him.  on  whicli  I  still  l<Mik 
IvK'k  with  ple:L*»ure.     Ho  appealed  t(»  my  S4Mis«*  <if 


».-;n::iiir#-  \-u*  U-r-i  ti»o  oinri  di-^cnlH^I  to  remain  un-!  honor  and  justice,  on  !»is  own  part  and   m  that  of  hit 
k-.'iv%.i  I.I  \oj.   Bui  to  «-i>me  to  my  Htor>'.   A  j>arly  of  I  sister,  lo  retnicl  the  unfair  aspersion  which,  iincon 
|-.i}  iri*  :■  •' u •'.-'•  iifi—nn!  oil  t«)  Kiime  «if  the  sea-|orlM  scions  of  its   unfairness,  I   had   cast  on   his  father's 
.:.  ihe  A;ii  Jf:i'.  i'ij»:  a**  the  Creek"  »fN>ve  mentioned.  memor\'. 

werf  'J  t'-.it  Ut  l'h:Ia«hlp'>ia.  were  «»J»s-rvfHl.  all  en  n        He  then  referred  nie  to  docnmcnt«i  whi(h  com- 
•  i;-:fe-i.  M  «pi;  ihi' -tni  i;ht  rvn\  by  w  hi<h  they  Were   pletelv  s;i:isl!e(l   me  flial   the  common  ar(  uunts  of 


;rn»-'Jin:».  and.  wiihivit  askin«»  anv  (|neslirms,  to 
»;r:k'-  ihpn:,'h  lh»'  wihkIs.  in  a  direct  line,  lo  one  of 
:'u-^  i.'rnv*v  wh:c!i  lay  at  llu»  di>«tan<*e  of  sf»niemiU*8 
fnjin  th*»  n>a  1.     N<)W  ver\'near  .1  century  must  he  .« 

•iver  .iiK«  llie  part  of  \  irginia,  in  which  tL.  /dosolation. 

Id  M3 


Brandt's  cruelties  at  Wvominir.  uhich  I  had  found 
in  hooks  of  Travels  ami  in  .Xdolphus's  and  similar  his- 
lori<*sof  KnL'land,  were  i»n)s«  ern»r«.  and  that  in  point 
of  fact  Brandt  was  not  even  present  at  that  scene  of 
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It  if  unhappily  to  Britoiis,  and  Anglo* Americans 
that  we  must  refer  (he  chief  blame  in  this  horrible 
business.  I  published  a  letter  exprensing  this  behcf 
in  the  New  Monthly  Magazine,  in  the  year  1822,  to 
which  I  must  refer  the  reader — if  he  has  any  curi- 
osity on  the  sutiject— for  an  antidoie  to  my  fanciful 
description  of  Brandt.  Among  other  ex^iressions  to 
young  Brandt,  I  mode  use  of  the  following  wonls.' — 
**  Had  1  learnt  all  this  of  your  father  u  hrn  I  was 
writing  my  poem,  he  should  not  have  figured  in  it  or 
the  hero  of  mischief*'  It  was  but  hare  justice  to  sny 
thus  much  of  a  Mohawk  Indian,  who  spoke  English 
eloquently,  and  was  thought  capable  of  liaving  written 
a  history  of  the  Six  Nations.  1  ascertained  also  that  he 
often  strove  to  mitigate  the  cruelty  of  Indian  warfare. 
The  name  of  Brandt  therelbre  remains  in  my  poem 
a  pure  and  declared  character  of  fiction. 

Note  20,  poge  18,  col.  2. 

To  whom  nor  relatiTe  or  blood  remains. 
No!  not  a  kindred  drop  that  rum  in  human  TAins. 
Every  one  who  recollects  the  specimen  oi*  Indian 
eloquence  given  in  the  speech  of  Logan,  a  Mingo 
chief,  to  the  governor  of  Virginia,  will  perceive  (hat 
I  have  attempted  to  paraphrase  its  concluding  and 
most  striking  expression : — "  There  runs  not  a  drop 
of  my  blood  in  the  veins  of  any  living  creature." 
The  similar  salutations  of  the  fictitious  personage  in 
my  story,  and  the  real  Indian  omtor,  makes  it  surely 
allowable  to  borrow  such  an  expression ;  and  if  it 
appears,  as  it  cannot  hut  appear,  to  less  advantnge 
than  in  the  original,  I  beg  the  reader  to  reflect  how 
difficult  it  is  to  transpose  such  exquisitely  simple 
words  without  saf-rificing  a  portion  of  their  effect. 

In  the  spring  of  1774,  a  robbery  and  murder  >%ere 
committed  on  an  inhabitant  of  the  frontiers  of  Vir- 
ginia, by  two  Indians  of  the  Shawanee  tril)e.  The 
neighboring  whites,  acconling  to  their  custom,  un- 
dertook to  punish  this  outrage  in  a  summary  manner. 
Colonel  Cresap,  a  man  infumous  for  the  mnny  mur- 
ders he  had  committed  on  thtme  muc-h-injurcnl  |)eopIe, 
collected  a  party  and  proceeded  down  the  Kanaway 
in  quest  of  vengeance;  unfortunately,  a  canoe  with 


women  and  children,  with  one  man  only, 
coming  from  the  opposite  shore,  unarmed,  and 
peeling  on  attack  from  the  whites.  Cresap  and  hit 
party  conccoled  themselves  on  the  bank  of  the  river, 
and  the  moment  the  canoe  reached  the  sliore,  tingled 
out  their  objects,  and  at' one  fire  killed  every  person 
in  it.  This  hap^wned  to  l)e  the  family  of  Logtn, 
who  had  long  t)een  distinguished  as  a  friend  to  the 
wliilet.  This  unworthy  return  provoked  his  vmi- 
geance;  he  acconlingly  sigrializcd  himself  in  the 
war  \%hich  ensued.  In  the  autumn  of  the  tame 
year  a  decisive  Imtlle  was  fought  at  the  mouth  of 
the  Great  Kanaway,  in  which  the  collected  forces  of 
the  Shnwanees,  Mingoes.  and  Ilelavmres,  were  de- 
feated by  a  deinchment  of  the  Virginian  militia.  The 
Indians  sued  for  pence.  Logan,  however,  disdained 
to  l>e  seen  among  the  suppliants ;  but  lest  the  sin- 
cerity of  a  treaty  fchou Id  l>e  disturbetl,  from  which  to 
distinguished  a  chief  abstracted  himself,  he  sent  hj 
a  messenger  the  following  speech  to  be  delivered  to 
Lord  Dunmore : — 

•'  1  ap))enl  to  any  white  man  if  ever  he  entered 
Logan's  cabin  hungry,  and  he  gave  him  not  to  eat, 
if  ever  he  came  cold  and  hungry,  and  he  clothed 
him  not.  During  the  course  of  the  last  Kmg  and 
bloody  war.  Logan  remained  idle  in  his  calHii,  an  ad> 
vocale  for  pcai*e.  Such  was  my  love  for  the  whiles, 
that  my  countrymen  pointe<l  as  they  passed,  and  said, 
Logan  is  the  friend  of  white  men.  I  have  even 
thought  to  have  lived  with  you  but  for  the  injuries 
of  one  man.  (!!olonel  Cresap,  the  last  spring,  in  cold 
blood,  munlere<!  all  the  relations  of  Logan,  even  my 
women  and  children. 

"There  runs  not  a  dwp  of  my  bhxxl  in  the  veins 
of  any  living  creature : — this  called  on  me  for  re- 
venge.— I  have  fJmght  for  it. — I  have  killed  many-— 
I  have  fully  glutted  my  vengeance- — For  my  country 
I  rej<jice  at  the  l)eams  of  jience ; — but  do  not  harbor 
a  thought  that  mine  is  the  joy  of  fear. — Ii«»gan  never 
felt  fear. — lie  will  not  turn  on  his  heel  to  save  his 
life. — Who  is  there  to  mourn  f<)r  Logan?  iK>toiie!** 
efferson's  iVrfes  on  Virginia. 


A  DOMESTIC  TALE. 


T  WAS  sunset,  and  the  Ranz  des  Vachcs  was  simg. 
And  lights  were  o'er  th'  Ifelvetian  mountains  flung, 
That  gave  the  glacier  tops  their  richest  glow,  (1) 
And  tinged  the  lakes  like  molten  gold  l^elovv. 
Warmth  flush'd  the  wonted  regions  of  the  storm. 
Where,  phrenix-like,  you  saw  tjfie  eagle's  form. 
That  high  in  heaven's  vermilion  wheel'd  and  soar'd. 
Woods  nearer  frown 'd,  and  c^itaracts  dash'd  nntl  roar'd. 
From  heights  browsed  by  the  bounding  bouquetin;(2) 
Herds  tinkling  roam'd  the  long-drawn  vales  between, 
And  hamlets  glitter'd  wliite,  and  gardens  flourish'd 

green. 
Tvras  transport  to  inhale  the  bright  sweet  air! 
The  mountain-bee  was  revelling  in  its  glare, 
And  roving  with  his  minstrelsy  across 
The  scented  wild  weeds,  and  enamell'd  moss.  (3) 
Earth's  features  so  harmoniously  were  link'd. 
She  seem  d  one  great  glad  form,  with  life  instinct, 
That  felt  Heaven's  ardent  breath,  and  smiled  below 

ti  fluih  (if  knre,  with  conaentaneoiH  g bw 


A  Gothic  cliurch  was  near ;  the  sp<»t  amuiMl 
Was  Ix'autiful ;  ev'n  though  sepulchral  ground ; 
For  there  no  yew  nor  <*ypres»i  spread  their  gloom. 
But  roses  blusM)iu\l  by  each  ruHtic  tomlK 
Amidst  them  one  of  s|)oileK«  marble  kImmic — 
A  maiden's  grave — and  't  was  insrril>e«l  thereon. 
That  young  and  loved  she  died  v\  hose  dust  was  there 

*'  Yes,"  said  my  comrade,  "  yoimg  she  died,  artd  fair' 
Grace  fttnn'd  her,  and  the  soul  of  gladiiiiut  play'd 
Once  in  the  blue  eyes  of  that  mouiiiain-niaid: 
Her  fingers  vviichM  the  chords  they  ikimsM  along. 
And  her  lips  seemM  to  kiss  the  sinil  in  sung : 
Vet  woo'd  and  vvorshippM  as  nIic  was,  till  few 
Aspireii  to  ho|>e,  't  uas  sadly,  xtrangely  true. 
That  heart,  the  martyr  of  its  foiidiieHN,  buni'd 
And  died  of  love  llial  i*ould  not  l>e  relurn'd 

Her  father  dwelt  where  yonder  Castle  thines 
0*er  clattering  treet  and  terrace-mantling  vines 
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Am  gmf  M  ever,  the  labammn*!  pride 

Wav«i  o*er  c«eh  walk  where  ibe  wm  wont  to  glide^-^ 

And  Mill  the  garden  whenee  ahe  grMed  her  brow, 

A»  loreljr  bloone.  though  trade  by  etrangeri  now. 

How  oA  fiom  yonder  wrimlow  o*er  the  lake. 

Iter  aong  «if  wild  Helveiiao  tinell  and  ■balwk 

Iba  made  the  rudesi  fisher  bend  hie  ear, 

And  reel  enchanted  on  hie  oar  to  hear! 

Thm  briglii,  aoeompUah^d,  apiriied,  and  bland, 

HVIl-bom,  and  wealthy  for  that  rimple  land. 

Why  had  i»  gallant  uative  y^mlh  the  art 

Tn  win  to  warm— eo  eiqiunte  a  heart  ? 

She.  'midst  these  rocks  inspired  with  feelings  strong 

By  nKMmiain-ireedoai— musio — &ncy— aong, 

Hecself  descended  Oom  the  bnve  in  arms, 

And  oonecious  of  ronianee-inspiring  charms^ 

Dreamt  of  h«*roic  beings;  hoped  to  find 

Some  eiiant  spirit  of  duTalric  kind ; 

And,  scorning  wealth.  laok*d  colil  ev*n  on  the  claim 

Of  manly  worth,  that  lack'd  the  wreath  of  frme. 

Her  yonnger  bmther,  sixteen  summen  old. 
And  much  her  likeness  both  in  mind  and  mould. 
Had  gone,  poor  boy !  in  suldiership  lo  shine. 
And  bore  an  Austrian  banner  on  the  Rhine. 
*T  was  when,  alas !  our  Empire's  evfl  star 
SRwd  all  the  plagues,  without  the  pride,  of  war; 
When  patrioia  Ued,  and  bitter  anguish  cross*d 
Our  bnve,  to  die  in  battles  Ibully  lost. 
The  youth  wrote  home  the  rout  of  many  a  day ; 
Yet  still  he  said,  and  still  viith  truth  omld  say. 
One  corps  had  ever  made  a  valiant  stand. 
The  corpa  in  which  he  served. — ^TuKOiqiic'a  band. 
His  fame,  fiirgolten  chieC  is  now  gone  bv, 
EHipsed  by  brighter  orbs  in  glory*s  sky ; 
Tel  once  it  shone,  and  veterans,  when  they  show 
0«:r  fi**Mi  of  battle  twenty  ypars  a^ 
Will  t4  II  \'oii  foatu  his  i>nuill  brigade  perfbrni'd, 
]:.  rhar7<«  nobly  fared  nnd  trenchn  Rtorm'd. 
Time  \w,  when  pftnen  were  rhnntod  to  liix  fame. 
Arid  *>!i!ipr«  loved  the  man'h  that  bore  his  name; 
Thf>  V'ii\  of  martial  hearts  was  at  his  cnlK 
And  iliat  Helvetian.  IMolph'M,  moBt  of  all. 
T  wa»  iinirhinfr,  when  the  storm  of  war  blew  wild, 
To  ne^  a  bluominflr  boy, — almost  a  child, — 
SiNir  fi-arlen  ot  his  trader's  wonls  and  signs, 
bn^e  death  in  reconnoiirinff  hostile  linos. 
And  8[K^  each  ta*k,  and  tell  each  messaf^o  clear. 
In  scenrs  where  war-train*d  men  wore  stunn'd  with 
fear. 

Thendric  praised  him,  and  they  wept  for  joy 
In  yiiiMler  hoiKio,— when  letters  from  the  hoy 
Tliank'd  Ileav'n  for  lilc.  and  more,  lo  use  his  phrase. 
Than  twenty  lives— his  o\%7i  CommarMicr's  praise. 
Th«n  iltilow'd  flowing  pages,  blasunini(  forth 
The  Cinried  image  of  his  Leader's  worth. 
With  siirh  hyiterboles  of  youthful  style 
An  nmie  his  parents  dry  their  tears  and  smile : 
B'jt  ditft-rently  far  his  wonls  im^iress'd 
A  woTul'nng  sister's  welMieliovinK  breast; — 
She  caui:ht  th*  illusion,  blest  ThctMlric's  name^ 
And  wildly  mairnifml  his  H-orth  and  lame; 
Rejuiring  life's  reality  contnin'd 
One.  herelufore,  her  fancy  had  but  feign'd, 
Uluse  lo\e  could  make  her  proud;  and  time  and 

chance 
To  pasMA  raised  that  day-dream  of  Romance. 


CMce,  when  with  liasty  chaige  of  hone  and  nma 
Our  arriire-guard  hod  check'd  the  Gallic  Tan, 
Theodric,  visiting  the  outposts,  found 
His  Udolph  wounded,  weltering  on  the  groimd  >— 
Sore  crush*d« — holf-swooning,  hal^praised,  he  lay. 
And  bent  his  brow,  fair  boy !  and  giasp'd  the  clay. 
His  fiite  moved  ev'n  the  common  soldier*s  ruth— 
Theodric  succor'd  him ;  nor  left  the  youth 
To  vulgar  hands,  but  broi^ht  him  to  his  tent. 
And  lent  what  aid  a  brother  would  have  leoL 

Meanwhile,  to  save  his  kindred  half  the  smart 
The  wargaiotte*s  dread  blood-roll  might  impart. 
He  wrote  ih*  event  to  them ;  and  soon  oould  teU 
Of  pains  assuaged  and  symptoms  auguring  well ; 
And  last  of  all,  prognosticating  cure, 
Enclosed  the  leech's  vouching  signature. 

Their  answers,  on  whose  pages  yon  might  nota 
That  tears  had  fall'n,  whilst  trembling  fmgen  wiptt 
Gave  boundless  thanks  for  benefits  cooierr'd. 
Of  which  the  boy,  in  secret,  sent  them  word. 
Whose  memory  Time,  they  said,  wxwld  never  falol 
But  which  the  giver  had  himself  forgot 

In  time,  the  stripling,  vigorous  and  heal*d. 
Resumed  his  barb  and  baimer  in  the  field. 
And  bore  himself  right  soldier-like,  till  now 
The  third  campaign  had  manlier  bramd  his  bra>W| 
When  peace,  though  but  a  scanty  pause  for  braathr-^ 
A  curtaio'drop  between  the  acts  of  deadw— 
A  check  in  frantic  war's  unfinish'd  game. 
Yet  dearly  bought,  and  direly  welcome,  came. 
The  camp  broke  op,  and  Udolph  left  his  chief 
As  with  a  son's  or  younger  brother's  grief: 
But  journeying  home,  how  rapt  his  spirits  rose! 
How  light  his  iimttiteps  crush 'd  St.  Gothard's  snows 
How  dear  secni'd  ev'n  the  waste  and  wild  Schreck* 

honi,  (4) 
Though  rapt  in  clouds,  and  frowning  as  in  9com 
r|)on  a  downward  world  of  (xutioral  charms; 
Where,  by  the  very  smell  of  dairy-fiirms. 
And  fnurrance  fntin  the  mf)uniain-herhage  blown. 
Blindfold  his  native  hills  he  could  have  known! (5) 

His  coming  down  jron  lake. — his  boat  in  view 
Of  windows  where  love's  fluttering  kerchief  flew/— 
The  arms  spread  out  f(>r  him — the  tears  that  bursty— 
(T  was  Julia's,  't  was  his  sister's,  met  him  first :) 
Their  pride  to  see  war's  medal  at  his  breast. 
And  all  their  rapture's  greeting,  may  be  guess'd 


Erelong,  his  bosom  triumph'd  to  unfold 
A  gift  ho  meimt  their  gayest  room  to  luild* — 
The  picture  of  a  friend  in  warlike  dress ; 
And  who  it  wos  he  first  bade  Julia  guess. 
"  Ves,"  she  replied. "  *t  vrxu  he  raethought  in  sleep 
When  you  were  wounded,  told  me  not  to  weep 
The  painting  long  in  that  sweet  mansion  drew 
Regards  its  living  semblance  little  knew 

Meanwhile  Theodric,  who  had  years  befogs 
Learnt  England's  tongue,  and  loved  her  classic  loia 
A  glad  enthiuiiast  now  explored  the  land. 
Where  Nature,  Freedom,  Art,  smile  hand  in  hand* 
Her  women  fair ;  her  men  robust  for  toil ; 
Her  vigorous  souls,  high-cultured  as  her  soil, 
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Her  towns,  where  civic  independence  flingi 

The  gauntlet  down  to  senates,  courts,  and  kings ; 

Her  works  of  art,  resembling  magic's  powers ; 

Her  mighty  fleets,  and  learning's  beauteous  bowen^ — 

These  he  had  visited,  with  wonder's  smile, 

And  scarce  endured  to  quit  so  fair  an  isle. 

But  how  our  fates  from  unmomentous  things 

May  rise,  like  rivers  out  of  little  springs ! 

A  trivial  chance  postponed  his  parting  day. 

And  public  tidings  caused,  in  that  delay. 

An  EJaglish  jubilee.    T  was  a  glorious  sight; 

At  eve  stupendous  London,  clad  in  light, 

Pbur'd  out  triumphant  multitudes  to  gaze ; 

Youth,  age,  wealth,  penury,  smiling  in  the  blaze ; 

Th'  illumined  atmosphere  was  warm  and  bland, 

And  Beauty's  groups,  the  fairest  of  the  land, 

Conspicuous,  as  in  some  wide  festive  room. 

In  open  chariots  pass'd  with  pearl  and  plume. 

Amidst  them  he  rcmark'd  a  lovelier  mien 

Than  e'er  his  thoughts  had  shaped,  or  eyes  had  seen; 

The  throng  detaiu'd  her  till  ho  rein*d  his  steed, 

And,  ere  the  beauty  pass'd,  had  time  to  read 

llie  motto  and  the  arms  her  carriage  bore. 

Led  by  that  clue,  he  left  not  England's  shore 

Till  he  had  known  her :  and  to  know  her  well 

Prolong'd,  exalted,  botmd,  enchantment's  spell ; 

For,  with  affections  warm,  intense,  refined, 

&3ie  mix*d  such  calm  and  holy  strength  of  mind. 

That,  like  Heaven's  imago  in  the  smiling  bruuk. 

Celestial  peace  ^ns  pictured  in  her  look. 

Hem  was  the  brow,  in  trials  unperplcx'd. 

That  choer'd  the  sad  and  tranquillized  the  vex'd ; 

She  studiixi  not  the  meanest  to  eclipse. 

And  yet  the  wisest  listen'<l  to  her  lips ; 

She  sang  n«>t,  knew  not  Music's  magic  skill. 

But  yet  her  voice  had  tones  that  sway'd  the  will. 

He  sought — he  won  her— and  resolved  to  make 

His  future  home  in  England  for  her  sake. 

Yet,  ere  they  wedded,  matters  of  concern 
To  Caesar's  Court  commanded  his  roiuni, 
A  season's  space, — and  on  his  Alpine  way. 
He  reached  those  Itowern,  that  rang  with  joy  that  day: 
The  boy  was  half  beside  hiinselC — the  sire 
All  frankness,  honor,  and  Helvetian  fire. 
Of  speedy  parting  would  not  hear  him  speak ; 
And  tears  bedeu'd  and  brighten'd  Julia's  cheek. 

Thus,  loth  to  wound  their  hosjntable  pride 
A  month  he  promised  with  them  to  abide ; 
As  blithe  he  trode  the  mountain^sward  as  they. 
And  felt  his  joy  make  ev'n  the  young  more  gay. 
How  joctmd  was  their  bn*ekfiuitpparlor  fann'd 
By  yon  blue  water's  breatli — their  walks  how  bland! 
Fair  Julia  seem'd  her  brother's  soften'd  sprite — 
A  gem  reflecting  Nature's  purest  ligh', 
And  with  her  graceful  wit  there  was  inwroogfat 
A  wildly  sweet  unworldliness  of  thought. 
That  almost  child-like  to  his  kindness  drew. 
And  twin  with  Udolph  in  his  friendship  grew. 
But  did  his  thoughts  to  Inve  one  moment  range  ? — 
No'  he  who  had  loved  Constam e  could  not  change! 
Bevdes,  till  grief  betray'd  her  lutdesign'd. 
Tb'  unlikely  thought  could  scarcely  reach  his  mind, 
Tliat  eyes  so  young  on  years  like  his  should  beam 
Unwoo'j  devotion  bach  Ibr  pare  esteem. 


True,  she  sang  to  his  very  soul,  and  brought 
Those  trains  before  him  of  luxuriant  tlioaght 
Which  only  Music's  Heav'n-bom  art  can  brin^ 
To  sweep  across  the  mind  with  angel  m  ing. 
Once,  as  he  smiled  amidst  that  waking  trance. 
She  paused  o'ercome :  he  thought  it  might  bechance 
And,  when  his  firal  suspicions  dimly  stole. 
Rebuked  them  back  like  phantoms  from  liui  soul. 
But  when  he  saw  his  caution  gave  her  pain. 
And  kindness  brought  suspense's  rack  again, 
Faiih,  honor,  friendship  bound  him  to  unmnsk 
Truths  which  her  timid  fondness  fear'd  to  ask. 

And  yet  with  gracefully  ingenuous  powei 
Her  spirit  met  th'  explanatory  hour ; — 
Ev'n  conscious  beauty  brighten'd  in  her  eyes. 
That  told  she  knew  ihoir  love  no  vulgar  prizr ; 
And  pride,  like  that,  of  one  more  woman-grown. 
Enlarged  her  mien,  enrich'd  her  voice  s  tone. 
1"  was  then  she  struck  the  ke)!!,  and  music  made 
That  mock'd  all  skill  her  hand  had  e'er  display  *d: 
Inspired  and  warbling,  rapt  from  things  around. 
She  look'd  the  very  Muse  of  magic  sound. 
Painting  in  sound  the  forms  of  joy  and  woe. 
Until  the  mind's  eye  saw  them  melt  and  glow. 
Her  closing  strain  composed  and  calm  she  play*d. 
And  sang  no  words  to  give  its  pathos  aid ; 
But  grief  seem'd  ling'ring  in  its  lengthcn'd  swell, 
And  like  so  many  tears  the  trickling  touches  felL 
Of  Constance  then  she  heard  Theodric  speak. 
And  stedfast  smoothness  still  possess'd  her  cheek; 
But  when  he  told  her  how  he  of\  had  plaim'd 
Of  old  a  journey  to  their  mountain-land, 
That  might  have  brought  him  hither  years  before, 
"Ah !  then,"  she  cried, "  you  knew  not  England's  shore 
And  had  you  come — and  wherefore  did  you  nolf* 
"  Yes,"  he  repHed, "  it  wx>uld  have  changed  our  lot. ' 
Then  burst  her  tears  throuj^sh  pride's  resiruiningbonda. 
And  with  her  handkerchief,  and  both  her  hands, 
She  hid  her  face  and  wept. — Contrition  stung 
Theodric  for  the  tears  his  v^ords  had  wrung. 
"  But  no,"  she  cried, "  unray  not  wliat  you  've  said. 
Nor  grudge  one  (irop  on  which  my  [tride  is  stay'd ; 
To  think  I  could  have  men  led  your  faith. 
Shall  be  my  solace  even  unto  death  ! " 
"Julia,"  Theodric  said,  with  purposed  look 
Of  Grmncss,  "  ray  reply  dcscrvctl  rebuke; 
But  by  your  pure  and  sacred  |:ence  of  mind. 
And  by  the  dignity  of  \%<)nmnkind. 
Swear  that  when  I  am  gone  you  'II  do  your  best 
To  chase  this  dream  of  fondness  from  your  breast.*' 

Th*  abrupt  appeal  electrified  her  thought; — 
She  look'd  to  heav'n,  as  if  its  aid  she  mught. 
Dried  hastily  the  tear-drops  fn>m  her  cheek, 
And  signified  the  vow  she  could  not  speak. 

Erelong  he  communed  with  her  mother  mild : 
**  Alas!"  she  said,  "1  wam'd — conjured  my  child, 
And  grieved  for  this  affection  from  the  first. 
But  like  fatality  it  has  been  nursed ; 
For  when  her  fill'd  eyes  on  your  picture  fix'd. 
And  when  your  name  m  all  she  spoke  was  mix*d« 
T  was  hard  to  chide  an  over-grateful  mind ! 
Then  each  attempt  a  likelier  choice  to  find 
Made  only  fresh-rejected  suitors  grieve. 
And  Udolph*s  pride—perheps  her  own — belaev* 
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TlMt  eoaM  ahe  meet,  ibe  night  endant  even  you. 

Yoa  reme     I  augur'd  the  erent,  'tk  true; 

Bvt  how  WM  Udolph*a  mother  to  eidiide 

The  gueM  ihet  dauii*d  our  boondlem  gratitmief 

And  ihet  pnconacioqe  yon  hed  eeat  a  spell 

On  Julie*!  peece,  wj  pride  rafueed  to  toll  { 

Tet  m  mj  cfaihTa  illonon  I  have  wen* 

Believe  me  well,  how  Mamelem  yon  have  bemit 

Nor  ran  it  ranoel,  howioe*er  it  end. 

Our  debt  of  iirimdahip  to  our  bosr*!  beat  fineod." 

At  night  he  parted  with  the  aged  pair; 

At  early  mom  row  Jolia  to  prepare 

The  last  repeat  her  handa  for  him  ahoald  make ; 

And  Udolph  to  oonvoy  him  o'er  the  lake. 

The  parting  waa  to  her  auch  bitter  grieC 

That  of  her  own  accord  ahe  made  it  brief; 

Bat.  1ing*ring  at  her  window,  long  aorrejr'd 

Uia  boat'a  laat  glimpaea  melting  into  afaade. 

Hieodric  sped  to  Aoatria,  and  adueved 
Hia  journey's  olgect.  Much  waa  he  relieved 
When  UJolph*a  letters  tokl  that  Jnlia'a  mind 
Had  borne  hia  Iom  firm,  tranquil,  and  reaign'd. 
He  look  the  Rheniah  route  to  England,  Ugh 
Elate  with  hopes.  fuUiird  their  ecsteay. 
And  interchanged  with  Conatance*s  own  bnadi 
Hw  aweet  eternal  vows  that  bound  their  fiuih. 


To  paint  that  being  to  a  grorelUng 
Were  like  portra]ring  pictures  to  the  blind. 
"Twee  nesdlnl  ev*n  infoctioaBly  to  ftel 
Her  temper's  fond  and  firm  and  gladsome  leal, 
IV*  share  eziatence  with  her,  and  to  gain 
Sparks  fiem  her  love*s  electrifying  cbun. 
Of  that  pore  pride,  vrhich,  less*ning  to  her  braost 
liie's  ills,  gave  all  iis  joys  a  treble  aest, 
lieHif^  the  mind  completely  understood 
That  mighty  truth — how  happy  are  the  good ! 

Er'n  vrhen  her  light  forsook  him,  it  bequeathed 
Fjinoblinff  forrow ;  and  her  memory  breathed 
A  aweetnea*  that  survived  her  living  days 
As  ad'rDos  scents  outlast  the  censer's  blase. 

Or  if  a  (rouble  dimm*d  their  golden  joy, 
"T  wa«  ontwafd  drniv.  and  not  infused  alloy : 
Tkrir  kffme  knew  btit  a(Tt^lifm>  Knks  and  speech— 
A  liifle  lle^v'n.  shove  di^sennion's  reach. 
R'lt  'm<fi*t  her  kind  ret)  there  wia  strife  and  gall ; 
Suve  on*»  roncenial  winter,  they  were  all 
8ii«*h  fiHl«  to  her  hriehi  intellect  and  irrace, 
A»  if  she  had  enffmm'd  the  virtue  of  her  race. 
Her  nature  rtrove  th*  unnatural  feudn  to  heal. 
Her  wiMdinn  mnde  the  weak  to  her  appeal ; 
And  thfNieh  the  v^-ouihIii  nhe  curpd  were  soon  unclosed, 
Unwearied  mill  her  kindnem  interposed. 

OO  on  tho«e  errands  though  she  went,  in  vain. 
And  home,  a  Mank  without  her,  gsve  him  pain. 
He  bore  her  ahwnre  for  itii  pious  end.— 
R«jr  puhltr  crrief  his  npirit  came  to  bend ; 
For  wnr  laid  u-a^ie  his  native  land  once  more. 
Anil  nennnnn  honor  Med  at  every  pore. 
Oh  *  were  he  there,  he  thoticrht.  to  rally  back 
One  broken  hand,  or  perish  in  the  WTack  f 
Nor  think  that  Ponatance  ponirht  to  move  or  melt 
H»  p<irpnse :  like  hernelf  nhe  «pnke  and  felt  >— 
**  Yo'ir  fame  ia  mine,  and  I  will  hear  all  woe 
Elxrept  its  loss ! — but  with  you  let  me  go. 


To  arm  yoa  for,  to  embrace  yon  fien  the  fight; 
Harm  will  not  reach  me — hasards  will  delight*" 
He  knew  tboee  haxards  better ;  one  «^Tf'gBi 
In  England  he  conjured  her  to  remain, 
And  she  exprem'd  assent,  although  her  heart 
In  secret  had  resolved  tkey  should  not  part. 

How  oft  the  vrisest  on  misfortune's  shelves 
Are  wreck'd  by  errors  most  unlike  themaelvei! 
Thai  little  foult,  tkat  fraud  of  love's  romance, 
T%at  plan's  concealment,  vnought  their  whole  jam 

diance. 
Ht  knew  it  not,  preparing  to  embarit. 
But  felt  eitinct  his  comfort's  latest  spailc. 
When,  'nudst  those  number'd  days,  she  made  nptlr 
Again  to  kindred  worthlem  of  her  care. 
Tis  true,  she  said  the  tidings  she  shoold  vrriln 
Woukl  make  her  absence  on  his  heart  alt  light; 
But,  haplessly,  reveal'd  not  yet  her  plai^ 
And  left  him  in  his  home  a  lonely  man. 

Thus  damp'd  in  thooghia,  he  imaed  upon  die ' 
T  was  bng  since  he  had  heard  fiom  Udolph  laiW 
And  deep  miagiviugs  on  his  spirit  foil, 
That  all  with  Udolph's  hoosetiokl  was  not  wdL 
T  waa  that  too  true  propheiie  mood  of  Aar 
That  augui*  grieft  inevitably  near. 
Yet  maltes  them  iMt  Urn  startling  to  the  mind. 
When  comew  Least  look'd-for  then  of  htmrnn  kfa*^ 
Ha  Udolph  ('twas,  he  thought  at  first,  his  sprite) 
With  mournful  joy  that  mom  surprised  his  nght. 
How  changed  was  Udolph !  Scarce  Theodrie  dnnt 
Inquire  his  tidingsr— he  reveal'd  the  worst 
**At  first,"  he  said,  **  as  Julia  bade  me  tell. 
She  bore  her  fete  high-mindedly  and  well, 
Reeolved  firam  common  eyes  her  grief  to  hide^ 
And  from  the  world's  compassion  save  our  piide; 
But  still  her  health  gave  way  to  secret  woe. 
And  long  she  pined — ^for  broken  hearts  die  slow! 
Her  reason  went,  but  cnme  returning,  like 
The  woming  of  her  death-hour — soon  to  strike : 
And  all  for  which  she  now,  poor  suflerer !  sighs. 
Is  once  to  see  Theodric  ere  she  dies. 
Why  should  I  come  to  tell  you  this  caprice ! 
Forgive  me !  for  my  mind  has  lost  its  peace. 
I  blame  m}'«elf,  and  ne'er  sliall  cesse  to  blame, 
That  my  inmne  ambition  for  the  name 
Of  brother  In  Theodric,  frninded  all 
ThfMo  high-built  hopes  that  cnu<h'd  her  by  their  foil 
I  mode  her  slight  a  mother's  conned  sage. 
But  now  my  parents  droop  with  grief  and  age; 
And  though  my  sister's  eyes  mean  no  rebuke, 
They  overwhelm  mc  with  their  dying  look. 
The  jmirney's  long,  but  you  are  full  of  nilh; 
And  she  who  shares  your  heart  and  kno>%a  its  truth 
Has  faith  in  your  oflection,  far  above 
The  fear  of  a  poor  dWng  object's  love."— 
**  Sho  has,  my  Vdolph,"  he  replied,  **  't  is  true ; 
And  oft  we  talk  of  Julia— <>fl  of  you." 
Their  converse  came  abruptly  to  a  cloee; 
For  scarce  could  each  his  tnjubled  looks  compose. 
When  visitan's,  to  Constance  nrur  akin 
(In  all  iMit  traits  of  soul),  wen*  iifhrr'd  in. 
They  bn>ucht  not  her,  nor  midst  their  kindred  bar.d 
Tho  sister  who  alone,  like  her,  was  bland ; 
Bui  said — and  smilinl  to  see  it  give  him  pam— 
That  Constance  would  a  fortnight  yot  rcmaiiL 
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Vex^d  by  their  tidingB,  and  the  haughty  view 
They  cast  on  Udolph  as  the  youth  withdrew, 
Theodric  blamed  his  Constance's  intent — 
Hie  demons  went,  and  left  him  as  they  went. 
To  read,  when  they  were  gone  beyond  recall, 
A  note  from  her  loved  hand,  explaining  alL 
She  said,  that  writh  their  house  she  only  staid 
That  parting  peace  might  uith  them  all  be  made ; 
But  pray*d  for  love  to  share  his  foreign  life. 
And  ahan  all  future  chance  of  kindred  strife. 
He  wrote  with  speed,  his  soul's  consent  to  say: 
The  letter  min*d  her  on  her  homeward  way. 
In  rix  hours  Constance  was  within  his  arms: 
Moved;  flush'd,  unlike  her  wonted  calm  of  charms, 
And  breathless— with  uplifted  hands  outspread- 
Burst  into  tears  upon  his  neck,  and  said,— 
"I  knew  that  thoae  who  brought  your  message  laugh'd. 
With  poison  of  their  own  to  point  the  shaft ; 
And  this  my  own  kind  sister  thought,  yet  loth 
Confes8*d  she  fear'd  'twas  true  you  had  been  wroth. 
Bat  here  you  are,  and  smile  on  me :  my  pain 
Is  gone,  and  Constance  is  herself  again." 
IDs  ecstasy,  it  may  be  guess'd,  was  much : 
Tet  pain's  extreme  and  pleasure's  seem'd  to  touch. 
What  pride !  embracing  beauty's  perfect  mould ; 
What  terror!  lest  his  few  rash  words,  mistold. 
Had  agonised  her  pulse  to  fever's  heat : 
But  calm'd  again  so  soon  its  healthful  beat. 
And  such  sweet  tones  were  in  her  voice's  soimd. 
Composed  herself,  she  breathed  composure  round. 

Fair  being !  with  what  8\'mpnthetic  grace 
She  heard,  bewail'd,  and  pleaded  Julia's  cose ; 
Implored  he  would  her  dying  wish  attend, 
**  AJid  go,"  she  said,  **  to-morrow  with  your  friend ; 
1*11  wait  lor  your  return  on  England's  shore, 
And  then  we  '11  cross  the  deep,  and  part  no  more.** 

To<4norrow  both  his  soul's  compassion  drew 
To  Julia's  call,  and  Constaiicc  urged  anew 
That  not  to  heed  her  now  would  he  to  bind 
A  load  of  pain  for  life  upon  his  mind. 
He  went  with  Udolph — from  his  C'onstance  went>^ 
Stifling,  alas !  a  dark  presentiment 
Some  ailment  lurk'd,  cv'n  whilst  ^he  smiled,  to  mock 
His  fears  of  harm  from  ycster-moniing's  sliock. 
Meanwhile  a  faithful  page  he  singled  out. 
To  watch  at  home,  and  f<>llow  straight  his  route. 
If  aught  of  threaten'd  rhnnge  her  health  should  show: 
—With  Udolph  then  he  reaeh'd  the  house  of  woe. 

That  winter's  eve  how  darkly  Nature's  brow 
Scowl'd  on  the  scenes  it  lights  so  lovely  now! 
The  tempest,  raging  o'er  the  realms  of  ice. 
Shook  fragments  frrim  the  rifted  precipice ; 
And  whilst  their  falling  echoe<l  to  the  wind. 
The  wolfs  long  howl  in  dismal  discord  join'd; 
\Vhile  white  yon  water's  f<>nm  was  raised  in  clouds. 
That  whirl'd  like  spirits  wailing  in  their  shrouds : 
Without  wtw  Nature's  olomcntnl  din — 
And  beauty  died,  and  fnend^)hip  wept,  within ! 

Sweet  Julia,  though  her  fnte  wn^  finish'd  halC 
Sull  knew  him — fmiletl  on  him  with  feeble  laugh — 
And  blest  him,  till  she  drew  hpr  latest  sigh  ! 
But  lo!  while  Udol|>h's  hursts  of  aironv. 
And  age's  tremulous  wailinirs,  round  him  rose, 
What  accents  pierced  him  deeper  yet  than  those ! 


*T  was  tidings,  by  his  English  messenger. 

Of  Constance — brief  and  terrible  they  were. 

She  still  was  living  when  the  page  set  out 

From  home,  but  whether  now  was  left  in  douht 

Poor  Julia!  saw  he  then  thy  death's  relief — 

Stunn'd  into  stupor  more  than  wrung  ^  ith  grief  f 

It  was  not  strange ;  for  in  the  human  breast 

Two  master-passions  cannot  co-exist. 

And  that  alarm  which  now  usurp'd  his  brain 

Shut  out  not  only  peace,  but  other  pain. 

T  was  fanc}'ing  Constance  underneath  the  shroud 

That  covcr'd  Julia  made  him  first  weep  lend. 

And  tear  himself  away  from  them  that  wept. 

Fost  hurrj'ing  homeward,  night  nor  day  he  nlept. 

Till,  laimch'd  at  sea.  he  dreamt  that  his  soul's  saint 

Clung  to  him  on  a  bridge  of  ice,  ]ya\c,  faint, 

O'er  cataracts  of  blood.    Awnke,  he  bless'd 

The  shore ;  nor  hojw  left  utterly  his  breast. 

Till  reaching  home,  terrific  omen !  there 

The  straw-laid  street  preluded  his  despair^- 

The  servant's  look — the  table  that  reveal'd 

His  letter  sent  to  Constance  Inst,  still  seal'd. 

Though  speech  and  hearing  left  him,  told  too  cletr 

That  he  had  now  to  suffer — not  to  fear. 

He  felt  as  if  he  ne'er  should  cease  to  feel 

A  wretch  live-broken  on  misfortune's  wheel ; 

Her  death's  cause — he  might  make  his  peace  with 

Heaven, 
Absolved  from  guilt,  but  never  self-fbrgiven. 

The  ocean  hos  its  ebbines — m  has  grief; 
"T  was  vent  to  anguish,  if  't  was  not  relief. 
To  lay  his  brow  ev'n  on  her  death-cold  cheek. 
Then  first  he  hoard  her  one  kind  sister  speak : 
She  bade  him,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  forbear 
With  self-reproach  to  deepen  his  despair : 
"  'T  was  blame,"  she  snid,  "  I  shudder  to  relate. 
But  none  of  yours,  that  caused  our  dnrline's  fate ; 
Her  mother  (must  I  call  her  such  T)  foresaw. 
Should  Constance  leave  the  land,  she  would  withdrew 
Our  House's  charm  against  the  worid's  neglects— 
The  only  gem  that  drew  it  some  respect. 
Hence,  when  you  went,  she  came  and  vainly  spoka 
To  change  her  p\irpose — grew  iucerised,  and  broke 
With  execrations  from  her  kneeling  child. 
Start  not  I  your  angel  from  her  knee  rose  mild, 
Fear'd  that  she  should  not  long  the  scene  outlive. 
Yet  Iwide  ev'n  you  th'  unnatural  one  forgive. 
Till  then  her  ailment  had  been  slight,  or  none; 
But  fast  she  droop'd,  ami  fuial  pains  came  on : 
Foreseeing  their  event,  she  dictated 
And  sign'd  these  words  for  you."   The  letter  said— 

"Theodric,  this  is  destiny  above 
Our  power  to  baffle ;  bear  it  then,  my  love ! 
Rave  not  to  learn  the  iisage  I  have  home. 
For  one  true  sister  left  me  not  forlorn  ; 
And  tho\igh  you  're  absent  in  another  land. 
Sent  from  me  by  my  own  well-meont  command* 
Your  soul,  1  know,  as  firm  is  knit  to  mine 
As  these  clasp'd  hands  in  blessing  you  now  join  x 
Shape  not  imagined  homers  in  my  fate — 
Ev'n  now  my  sufferings  arc  not  very  preat ; 
And  when  your  griefs  first  transports  shall  suhsid*, 
I  call  upon  your  strength  of  so\d  and  pride 
To  pay  my  memory,  if  't  is  worth  the  debt. 
Love's  gIor>'ing  tribute— not  forlorn  regr^'t . 
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I  dMif0  my  nuM  with  power  to  ooryure  up 

RrllectMMi*!  bftlmy,  not  its  bitter  cup. 

My  pud'ning  engel,  at  the  gatoi  of  fleareiu 

Shall  look  not  more  regard  than  yon  have  given 

To  me ;  and  our  liie*e  union  has  been  clad 

In  Hniles  of  bUm  at  sweet  as  Ufo  e'er  had. 

Shall  gloom  be  fimn  such  bright  remembrance  castT 

Shall  bitterness  outflow  from  sweetness  past! 

Tiol  imaged  in  the  sanctuary  of  your  breast, 

There  let  me  smile,  amidst  high  thoughts  at  rest ; 

And  let  contentment  on  your  spirit  ^ne, 

As  if  its  peace  were  still  a  part  of  mine : 

Fur  if  you  war  not  proudly  with  your  pain, 

fw  you  I  shall  have  wone  than  Uved  in  vain. 

But  I  coi\)ure  your  manliness  to  bear 

My  lose  with  noble  spirit — not  despair : 

1  auk  you  by  our  love  to  promise  this. 

And  kiss  thiBse  words,  where  I  have  left  a  kiss 

The  latest  from  my  living  lips  lor  yours.'*—  . 

Wofds  that  will  sohuw  him  while  life  endures : 
For  though  his  spirit  from  affliction's  surge 
Could  ne'er  to  life,  as  life  had  been,  emerge, 
Yet  still  that  mind  whose  harmony  elate 
Rang  sweetness,  ev'n  beneath  the  crush  of  &te< — 
"niat  mind  in  whose  regard  all  things  were  placed 
In  views  that  soAeu'd  them,  or  lights  that  graced. 
That  smil*s  enmple  rould  not  but  dispense 
A  portion  of  its  own  btesi'd  influence ; 
ln\t>king  him  to  peace,  and  that  self-sway 
Which  Fortune  cannot  give,  nor  take  away: 
And  dKNigh  he  muum'd  her  kmg,  'twas  with  such 


As  if  her  spirit  watch'd  him  still  below. 


NOTES. 


Note  1,  page  26,  col.  1. 
Th»t  gav«  tb«  f  lacier  tops  their  richest  glow 

Thr  Kieht  of  the  glaciers  of  Switzerland,  I  am  told, 
h»  of:eii  disappoiiiicd  travellers  who  hod  perused 
the  acruunts  of  their  splendor  and  sublimity  given 
by  &>«imt  and  odier  describers  of  Swiss  scener>'. 
pi«iibly  iV>urrit,  who  had  spent  his  Hfe  in  an  en- 
T»Min*\  laroiliarity  with  the  beauties  of  Nature  in 
SwiizerlaiMl,  may  hnvc  leaned  to  the  romantic  si<Ie 
of  d«*t(-n;iiion.  One  can  ponlon  a  man  tor  a  sort  of 
ki>latr>'  of  thnne  impraing  objects  of  Nature  which 
hnchtrii  our  ideas  c^  the  bounty  of  Nature  or  Pruvi- 
d^K-e.  when  we  reflect  tluit  (ho  glaciem — those  seas 
of  ice  are  not  only  sublime,  but  useful :  they  arc 
the  ineihaiwtihie  re«cr\'oirs  which  supply  the  prin- 
cipal tiver^  of  Europe;  and  their  annual  melting  is 
in  prrporiion  to  the  summer  heat  which  dries  up 
tb-'>«e  rivers  and  makes  them  need  that  supply. 

Thit  the  picturesque  grandeur  of  the  glaciers 
til-  111!  sometimes  disappoint  the  ti^veller,  will  not 
M^fn  «urpi  i«ini;  to  any  one  who  ha^  been  much  in  a 
m.-tint^incuf  country,  and  recollects  that  the  beauty 
cf  Vjiture  in  «uch  countries  i<  not  only  variable,  but 
nj-TiCh'U^ly  dependent  on  the  wentherand  sunshine. 
1  t^rir  are  ab<iut  fnur  hundred  ditFerent  sl^ciers,!  sc- 
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cording  to  the  computation  of  M.  Bonrrit,  betwem 
Mont  Blanc  and  the  frontiers  of  the  Tyrol.  The  full 
efl^  of  the  most  lofty  and  picturesque  of  them  can, 
of  course,  <mly  be  produced  by  the  richest  and  warm- 
est light  of  the  atmosphere ;  and  the  very  heat  which 
illuminates  them  must  have  a  changing  influence  on 
many  <^  their  i^jpearances.  I  imagiDe  it  is  owing  to 
this  circumstance,  namely,  the  casualty  and  cfaange- 
ablencss  of  the  appearance  of  some  of  the  glaciers, 
that  the  imfu'essions  miide  by  them  on  the  minds  of 
other  and  more  transient  tmveUan  have  been  lest 
enchanting  than  those  described  by  HI.  Boiurit.  On 
one  occasion  M.  Bourrit  seems  even  to  speak  of  a 
past  phenomenon,  and  certainly  one  which  no  other 
spectator  attests  in  the  same  terma,  wbei»  ha  says, 
that  there  once  eiisted  between  ilie  JSandel  Sieig 
and  Lauterbrun,  **  a  passagie  amidtf  imgolar  glnoien, 
sometimes  rssembling  magkal  tomtm  of  ieav  with 
pilaster*,  pyramids,  cnlnmna,  and  obaUsk^  reflarth^ 
to  the  sun  the  most  brilllaDthueiof  thefineatganB." 
— .M.  Bourrit's  description  of  the  Glacier  of  tho 
Rhone  is  qiute  enchanting  >-^  To  fimn  an  idea," 
he  says,  •*of  this  superb  apectada,  figure  in  your 
mind  a  araflbHing  of  transpuent  kfl^  fiUmg  a  apaea 
of  tH-o  miles,  rising  to  iha  cloodi,  and  darting  flnhea 
of  light  like  the  stm.  Nor  were  die  several  parta 
less  nugnificent  and  suiprising.  One  might  see,  as 
it  were,  the  atraeti  and  buildhigB  of  a  city,  erected 
in  the  form  of  an  amphitheatre,  and  embellislied  with 
pieces  of  water,  cascades,  and  torrents.  The  eflecta 
were  as  prodigious  as  the  immcnsi^  and  the  heights 
the  most  beautiful  azure — the  must  splendid  white— 
the  regular  appearance  of  a  thousand  pyramids  of 
ice,  are  more  easy  to  be  imagined  than  described.**— 
BouREiT,  iii,  163. 

Note  2,  page  26,  col.  1. 
From  heights  browsed  by  Um  boDDding  bouqnetia. 
Labordc,  in  his  **  Tableau  de  la  Suisse,*'  gives  a 
curious  account  of  this  animal,  the  wild  sharp  cry 
and  clastic  movements  of  which  must  heighten  the 
})icturei«]uc  appearance  of  its  haunts. — ^^  Nature," 
xavn  Labordc,  "  lias  dmtined  it  to  mountains  covered 
with  Niow:  if  it  is  not  exposed  to  keen  cold,  it  be- 
comes blind.  1(8  agility  in  leaping  much  surpasses 
that  of  the  chamois,  and  would  appear  incredible  to 
those  u  hf>  have  not  seen  it  There  is  not  a  moun- 
tain so  high  or  sleep  to  which  it  will  not  trust  itself, 
providc<l  it  has  room  to  place  its  feet;  it  can  scramble 
along  llic  liighcKt  wall,  if  its  surface  be  rugged." 

Note  3,  page  26,  col.  1. 
EiiameU'd  moss. 
The  moss  of  Switzerland,  as  well  as  that  of  ih« 
Tyrol,  is  remarkable  for  a  bright  smdbtlmess approach* 
ing  to  the  appearance  of  enameL 

Note  4,  page  27,  col.  2. 
How  drar  seem'd  ev'n  the  waste  and  wild  SchrKk-hom. 
The  Schreik-honi  means,  in  German,  the  Peak  of 
Terror. 

Note  5,  poge  27,  col.  2. 

Blindfold  hw  naUve  hilk  he  could  have  known. 

I  have  hero  availed  myself  of  n  slrikinff  expression 

of  the  Kin|«eror  .\a|K)1e«)n  n^apecting  liin  recollectionB 

uf  (^orvica,  viliich  is  re<-oni<Hi  in  Las  Cases's  U^slo  y 

of  Uic  Lniperur's  Abode  at  St.  Helena. 
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O'CONNOR'S  CHILD; 
OR,  THE  *«FLOW£R  OF  LOVE  LIES  BLEEDING.** 

I. 

Oh  !  once  the  harp  of  Innisfail  * 

Was  Btniiig  full  high  to  notes  of  gladneH; 

But  yet  it  often  told  a  tale 

Of  more  prevailing  sadness. 

Sad  was  the  note,  and  ^ild  its  (all. 

As  winds  that  moon  at  night  forlorn 

Along  the  isles  of  Fion-Gall« 

When,  for  O'Connoi  fe  child  to  mourn, 

The  harper  told,  how  lone,  how  for 

From  any  mansion's  twinkling  star. 

From  any  path  of  social  men. 

Or  voice,  but  from  the  fox's  den. 

The  lady  in  the  desert  dwelt ; 

And  yet  no  wrongs,  nor  fear  she  felt  t 

Say,  why  should  dwell  in  place  so  wild, 

O'Connor's  pale  and  lovely  child  ! 

n. 

Sweet  lady!  she  no  more  inspires 
Green  Erin's  hearts  with  beauty's  power. 
As,  in  the  palace  of  her  sires, 
She  bloom'd  a  peerless  flower. 
Gone  from  her  hand  and  bosom,  gone, 
The  royal  brooch,  the  jcwell'd  ring. 
That  o'er  her  dazzling  whiteness  shone, 
Like  dews  on  lilies  of  the  Spring. 
Yet  why,  though  faU'n  her  brother's  kerne,* 
Beneath  De  Bourgo's  battle  stem. 
While  yet,  in  Leinster  unexplored. 
Her  friends  survive  the  English  sword ; 
Why  lingers  she  from  Erin's  host. 
So  far  on  Galway's  shipwrerk'd  coast  f 
Why  wanders  she  a  himtress  wild- 
O'Connor's  pale  and  lovely  child  f 

m. 

And,  flx'd  on  empty  space,  why  bum 
Her  eyes  with  momentary  wildness ; 
And  wherefore  do  they  then  return 
To  more  than  woman's  mildness  ? 
Dishevel  I'd  are  her  raven  locks ; 
On  Connocht  Moran's  name  she  calls; 
And  oft  amidst  the  lonely  rocks 
She  sings  sweet  madrigals. 
Placed  in  the  foxglove  and  the  mass. 
Behold  a  pdrted  warrior's  cross ! 
That  is  the  spot  where,  evermore, 
The  lady,  at  her  shieling'  door. 
Enjoys  that,  in  communion  sweet. 
The  living  and  the  dead  con  meet ; 
For,  lo!  to  lovelorn  fantasy. 
The  hero  of  her  heart  is  nigh. 

i  Jnnisfail,  *he  ancient  name  of  IrHand. 

S  Krme,  the  plural  of  Kttrn.  ao  Irivh  foot-aoldicr.  In  ihb 
senaa  th«  word  b  iw^  by  Shaliapcara.  Gainaford,  in  hia  Glorra 
•f  Rutland,  aara.  "  They  (the  Iriah)  are  deaperate  in  rrreoge, 
aad  tiieir  kerne  think  no  man  dead  im(«{  4m  ktmd  kt  lOf." 

3  MkiMnr  s  rude  cabin  or  haL 


TV. 

Bright  as  the  bow  that  spans  the 
In  Erin's  yellow  vesture  dad,' 
A  son  of  light — a  lovely  form. 
He  comes  and  makes  her  glad : 
Now  on  the  grass-green  turf  be  nita. 
His  tassell'd  horn  beside  him  laid ; 
Now  o'er  the  hills  in  chase  he  flits, 
The  hunter  and  the  deer  a  shade ! 
Sweet  mourner !  those  are  shadows  nun. 
That  crora  the  twilight  of  her  brain ; 
Yet  she  will  tell  you,  she  is  blest. 
Of  Connocht  Moran's  tomb  pcaseas'd. 
More  richly  than  in  Aghrira's  bower. 
When  bards  high  praised  her  beauty's 
And  kneeling  pages  ofler'd  up 
The  moral*  in  a  golden  cup^ 

V. 

**  A  hero's  bride !  this  desert  bower 
It  ill  befits  thy  gentle  breeding  : 
And  wherefore  dost  thou  love  this  Bo 
To  call  *  My  love  lies  bleeding?' 
This  purple  flower  my  tears  have  n 
A  hero's  blood  supplied  its  bloom : 
I  love  it,  for  it  was  the  first 
That  grew  on  Connocht  Moran's  tombw 
Oh !  hearken,  stranger,  to  my  voice ! 
This  desert  mansion  is  my  choice ! 
And  blest,  though  fatal,  be  the  star 
That  led  me  to  its  \%ilds  afar: 
For  here  these  pathless  mountains  finee 
Gave  shelter  to  my  love  and  me; 
And  every  rock  and  every  stone 
Bare  witness  that  he  M.ia  my  owiL 

VI. 

"O'Connor's  child,  I  wta  the  bud 

Of  Erin's  royal  tree  of  glory  ; 

But  woe  to  them  that  wrapt  in  blood 

The  tissue  of  my  story! 

Still,  as  1  clasp  my  burning  brain, 

A  dealh-»rene  nishes  on  my  sight ; 

It  rises  o'er  and  o'er  a^in. 

The  blurxly  feud — the  fatal  night. 

When  chafing  Connocht  Mornn's  tfOt  *, 

TTiey  cnll'd  my  hero  basely  bom ; 

And  bade  him  choose  a  meaner  hrida 

Than  frr>m  O'Conrwjr's  house  of  prides 

Their  tribe,  they  said,  their  high  degre«. 

Was  sung  in  Tara's  psaltery;* 


1  Yellow,  dyed  from  nafTron,  wna  the  favorite  folor  oTtlia  aS 
cicnt  Innh.  Wh«>n  ihn  Irnch  chiftOains  rame  to  makr  tfmas  wMl 
Une^n  RlizntH*th'8  lord-li«utmant.  wn  are  told  by  Sir  JoIm 
Da  via,  that  ih<'y  cnme  to  court  in  •alfroo-culornd  onifumSL 

S  Murat,  a  drink  made  of  the  juice  of  mulberry  micad  wtt 
hon«y. 

3  The  pridp  o'"  the  Irish  in  ancestry  wna  ao  rmt,  thai  ons  ef 
tlK>0'Nonlahriiif  toM  th»it  Rarrett  ofCn^tlomnnr  hnd  tier 
on'y  400  yrara.  he  rrt>li«>d. — that  he  hated  the  eloMro  as  if  ks  i 
come  there  but  yertcrday. 

Tara  waa  the  piare  of  aiNenihUre  and  f«>aatint  of  flM 
priocea  uf  Ireland.  Very  aplendid  and  fabukiUB  dnaeriptiMaMS 
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WitncH  their  Eath*!  victorioia  bniid,*' 
And  Catlud  oT  the  bloody  huid ; 
Glory  (they  Mid)  end  power  end  honor 
Were  in  the  meiMJon  of  O'Connor: 
But  he,  my  loTed  one,  bore  in  6eld 
A  ■einer  croit  upon  hiiihieM 

vn. 

"  Ah.  hrocfaefe!  fvfait  did  it  eiru], 
lliat  fiercely  end  triomphently 
Te  Iboghi  the  En^idi  oT  ihe  pek. 
And  ilenioi'd  De  Boargo*a  chivelryf  • 
And  whet  wee  it  lo  lore  end  me, 
Thet  benot  by  yoorHandeid  rode; 
Or  beel-firfes  fiir  your  jubilee 
Upon  a  hundred  mountain  ^ow'd  f 


Mvcti  W  iIm  Iffiib  ktatoriam  of  tk»  pomp  Mid  hnarj  of  dioM 
«ac«ieck  TlMpnliRy  flf  TuawM  dw  cnad  udooal  i«fflM« 
eflwliei.  TIm  tried  opeeh  of  p^tieal  emiwiieo  la  fbm  Mitf 
it  dw  raiiB  of  dMir  fmt  oad  fhvofilt  ■»■- 
Ommm  rtiak,  who  mgrntd,  occo»dtof  to  K— tit,  aboef 
■woMhfodieCMrtiutro.  Undor  Mn  wm  imdialMl  dM 
1  Fm  el  Tbio.  wWeb  hit  pmmdod  WM  a  trlMHilal  eoeroo- 
•r  a  pafhaaMot;  tha  BMatkara  of  wUdi  waia 


Vary  aiieata  aeeoonla  ate  givae  bf  bWi  aa- 
jaUeaaw  md  ovdor  of  dieaa  tnlattriaowDH ; 
,  ifciadiMa.  ««  arigteeolaet  tka  aarNaaC  tneaa  of 
horaUrr  that  oecer  ia  Milorr.  To  praaanra  ofdw  aad  lagalaiilj 
ia  fW  ffiaai  aaafaar  aad  variaiy  af  tha  BMatkara  wIm>  DMl  oo  Miea 

laM  Jafena  as.  that  wkaa  Iha  hanqoaf 
lePt  Iha  thMivMiaafaia  of  thaptawM,  and 
of  dia  eomraMioa.  daliiarad  ie  diair  driatda  aod 
difliaffUMbad  bf  Iha  eoaliof  anm 
awana^d  hr  iIm  framl 
ipoo  dM  aralla  oa  Iha 
raht  lida  of  tha  table:  aad,  epoa  aatoriag  Iha  apartineaat,aaeh 
■mihiilook  hiaaeataBdafhiir«poethradiiHdorlarffat,wiib- 
ootthp  aiahlMtdiatwbaaea.l1weoiieladiBcdar»oflhraBeel- 
mc.  It  ii  allawad  by  the  Iriah  aoliqaarm,  wcra  ipral  in  verr 
fnw  «tc*«s  of  rooviviahtf ;  but  tha  firat  lix.  th^y  lay,  were  de- 
▼ocm)  to  the  ezaintn.itioo  awl  Mttlement  of  the  annab  of  the 
kavd'tm.  71ie«e  were  pablicly  rebearted.  Wban  they  had 
pa«apd  the  atipriibatioa  of  the  aaKmbly.  they  were  traoacribed 
wto  thp  euthrfitic  rhrooklea  of  tha  aaiioo.  which  waa  called 
d^  Recwt^.  or  Paaller  of  Tara. 

CoL  Val!afir«>y  rirtm  a  IraiMilatMNi  of  an  old  Irwh  frafment, 
f 'n>1  in  Trinity-€(i!leffe.  Dublin,  in  which  the  palace  of  the 
%j»\m  aMcnbly  ia  thua  daacribed  aa  it  axiated  in  tha  reifn  of 
C.t'tnac . — 

*'  in  the  reim  of  Conaae.  Iha  palace  of  Tara  waa  nine  ban- 
d-*H  ^Ti  equnrr ;  the  diaaMter  of  the  turroundinr  rath,  aeveo 
itrm  or  raate  of  a  dart ;  it  contaimid  one  hundred  and  fiOy  apart- 
Mrota :  one  hundred  and  fifty  donnitoriea,  or  Bleepinc-ro«tnu 
fur  f  iMTtia,  and  aixiy  men  in  each :  fho  hcicht  waa  tweoty-M«v«n 
r\tkmu,  tk0^9  were  ooe  hondrfd  and  fifty  common  driokinff* 
horaa,  twelve  dcMHB,  aad  one  thooaami  iro<*«ta  daily,  beaidea 
pnaen,  uraiora.  OMra  of  aeienee,  enrraven  of  fold  and  ailver, 
cartefv,  oirKlelera,  and  ooMea.  The  Iriah  doarriptinn  of  the  ban* 
aaitiei  hall  ia  thua  tranalated :  twelve  atnlla  or  diviaiotia  in 
««^h  wimt :  aixieen  atteodanta  on  each  aide,  and  two  to  aach 
table ;  oee  haodrad  gtiaeta  in  alL" 
1  VhJo  infra. 

i  Tha  hooae  of  0*CooDor  had  a  right  to  boaal  of  their  ticIo- 
fiaaoecr  tha  Entlmk.  It  waa  a  chief  of  the  O'Connor  race  who 
gav«  a  check  tiitbe  Eagliab  champion.  I)e  Courcy,  ao  famoua 
(<r  km  parBooal  atreogih.  and  for  cleavinc  a  hHmet  at  one  blow 
o^taa  aworl.  ia  the  pr««factf  of  Ihe  kiiifa  of  France  and  Eng* 
Liod,  when  the  French  champiitn  declintil  the  c<ioibal  with 
ht«.  Thnttgh  aliiisately  conquered  by  the  Englinh  under  De 
tu.  the  O'CttMton  had  aUo  bunibleil  the  pride  of  thai 
cio  a  aemormble  orcaaioo :  via.  whvn  Walter  De  Biturao, 
8^  ■rK'eonr  trf  that  Dl*  IWurco  who  won  the  battle  of  Athan- 
fe«.  had  bociwne  ao  invtieni  a*  to  make  i-xreaaive  demanda  upon 
fV  temlonraof  (%(nnaogSt.  and  tn  biii  di>fian«*e  to  all  the  righia 
•ad  yopertwa  reaerred  by  the  Iriah  chif  fa,  Aeth  O'Connor,  a 
aca*  dcwvndant  nf  tha  fainooa  Cat  ha  I.  aumam*^  of  the  bloody 
Libd.  foa^  arainat  the  oaurper.  and  defeatpil  the  Entli^h  ao  aa> 
i«ivlr.  that  Ihair  gcnaral  died  of  chagrin  nOer  the  batlla. 
9  Tha  eHalk  «r  Mar  ■  to  dna  dag  eaUod  Mi  Bad  daonia,  i  «. 
19  N 


What  though  the  lordi  of  townr  and  done 
From  Shannon  to  the  North  Sea  feam^    ■ 
TiKMight  ye  your  iron  handa  of  pride 
Could  break  the  knot  that  love  had  tied! 
No>— let  the  eagle  change  hie  p^ume. 
The  leaf  iia  hue,  the  flower  iia  oloom ; 
But  tiee  around  this  heart  were  ipun 
That  could  not,  would  not,  be  ludooe! 

vni. 

•*  At  Mealing  of  the  wild  watch-Ibid, 
Thue  gang  my  love— ^  Oh !  come  with  me . 
Our  bark  ia  on  the  lake,  behold 
Our  gteeda  are  ftaten'd  to  the  tree. 
Come  &r  from  Caatlo-Connor'a  dane-* 
Come  with  thy  belted  Ibreeteie, 
And  I,  beaide  the  lake  of  ewane. 
Shall  hunt  for  thee  the  fiilk>w-deer; 
And  buiki  thy  hut,  and  bring  thee  home 
The  wild4bwl  and  the  boney-oomb ; 
And  berriei  fiom  the  wood  provide, 
And  play  my  clarriiech  *  by  thy  aide. 
Then  come,  my  loveT— How  could  I  alayf 
Our  nimble  atag-hoimda  track'd  the  way, 
And  I  portued,  by  moonleoi  akiee, 
The  light  of  Oonnocht  Moran'i  eyee. 

DL 
"  And  ftet  and  lar,  beibre  die  alar 
Of  day-apring,  mah'd  we  through  the  glad% 
And  gaw  at  dawn  the  loily  bawn* 
Of  Castle^onnor  fade. 
Sweet  wag  to  ua  the  hermitage 
Of  tlua  unplow'd,  untrodden  ghore ; 
Like  birda  all  joyooa  from  the  cage, 
For  man'g  nef^lect  we  loved  it  more. 
And  well  he  knew,  my  huntsman  dear, 
To  search  the  game  with  hawk  and  apear ; 
While  I,  hia  evening  (bod  to  drcaa. 
Would  aing  to  him  in  liappineak 
But,  oh,  that  midnight  of  despair ! 
When  I  was  doomed  to  rend  my  hair : 
The  night,  to  me,  of  shrieking  sorrow! 
The  night  to  him,  that  bad  no  morrow ! 

X. 

**  When  all  waa  hush'd,  at  even-tide 
I  heard  the  haying  of  their  beagle : 
'  Be  huah*d ! '  my  Connocht  Moraii  cried, 
'  Tis  but  the  screaming  of  the  eagle.' 


the  month  of  Benra  fire,  in  tbeoriainal  languace  of  Irdand.  and 
hence  I  believe  the  nitmn  of  the  Beltan  fcaiivnl  in  the  Highlanda. 
Thoae  fir^  were  li(hti>d  on  the  anmmita  of  mnuntaina  (the  Irish 
antiquarieaaay)  in  hoaor  of  theaan :  and  arc  auppoaed.  by  thoaa 
conjecturing  genthmien.  to  prove  the  origin  of  the  Iriah  froaa 
aome  nation  who  worahipped  Baal  or  Belua.  Many  hilla  in  Ire- 
land atill  retain  the  name  of  (^noc  Greine.  t.  f.  the  hill  of  the 
aun :  and  on  all  are  to  be  aeon  the  ruina  of  diuidicnl  a/tare. 

1  The  cinrahech,  or  harp,  the  principal  muairal  inatrument  of 
the  Hibernian  banla,  doea  not  appear  to  be  of  Iriah  origin,  nor  in- 
dixenoua  Ut  any  of  iht;  Britiah  ialanda.  The  Britona  undoubtedly 
w«*re  nut  ac(|uainted  with  it  durinc  the  residence  of  the  Romana 
in  their  country,  as  on  all  their  coina,  on  which  maaical  inatru 
m«*nta  are  repreaentrd.  we  aee  only  the  Roman  lyre,  and  not 
the  Britiah  tcylin,  or  harp. 

S  Bawn,  from  tite  Teutonic  Bawen — to  conatnict  aad  aecaia 
wiih  branchea  of  tree^,  wit«  ao  rnll»d  h**n«uM  tna  prhaitiva 
Celtic  fortifiration  waa  made  by  dicaina  a  ditrh,  throwiagvpa 
rampart,  and  on  the  latter  fixing  aiakea,  which  ware  iotariaaad 
with  bottcha  of  treea.  Thia  word  ia  naed  by  Spanaer  *  bat  it « 
laaffBfalaly  oaUad  by  Mr.  Todd,  hia  aoBouti>r,  an 
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AIm  !  't  was  not  the  ^ne*t  ■ound ; 

Their  bloody  bands  had  track'd  ua  ont ; 

Up4iatening  atarti  our  couchant  hound— 

And  hark !  again,  that  nearer  shout 

Brings  faster  on  the  murderers. 

Spare— «pare  him — Brazil — Desmond  fierce ! 

In  vain — no  Toice  the  adder  charms ; 

Their  weapons  crossed  my  sheltering  anns. 

Another's  sword  has  laid  him  low — 

Another's,  and  another's ; 

And  every  hand  that  dealt  the  blow — 

Ah  me !  it  was  a  brother's ! 

Yes,  when  his  moanings  died  away, 

Their  iron  hands  had  dug  the  clay, 

And  o'er  his  burial-turf  they  trod. 

And  I  beheld— Oh  God !  Oh  God  • 

Ilis  life-blood  oozing  from  the  sod ! 

XI. 
**  Warm  in  his  death-wounds  sepolcfarad, 
Alas!  my  warrior's  spirit  brave, 
Nor  mass  nor  ulla-Iulla  *  heard. 
Lamenting,  soothe  hb  grave. 
Dragg'd  to  their  hated  mansion  back. 
How  long  in  thraldom's  grasp  I  lay 
I  knew  not,  for  my  soul  was  black. 
And  knew  no  change  of  night  or  day. 
One  night  of  horror  round  me  grew ; 
Or  if  I  saw,  or  felt,  or  knew, 
T  was  but  when  those  grim  visages. 
The  angry  brothers  of  my  race. 
Glared  on  each  eye-ball's  aching  throb. 
And  check'd  my  bosom's  power  to  sob, 
Or  when  ray  heart  with  pulses  drear. 
Beat  like  a  deoth-watch  to  my  ear. 

XII. 
**  But  Heaven,  at  last,  my  soul's  eclipse 
Did  with  a  vision  bright  inspire : 
I  woke,  and  felt  upon  my  lips 
A  prophetess's  fire. 

Thrice  in  the  east  a  war-drum  beat — 
I  heard  tHe  Saxon's  trumpet  sound. 
And  ranged,  as  to  the  judgment-seat. 
My  guilty,  trembling  brothers  round. 
Clad  in  the  helm  and  shield  they  came ; 
For  now  De  Bourgo's  sword  and  flame 
Had  ravaged  Ulster's  boundaries. 
And  lighted  up  the  midnight  skies. 
The  standard  of  O'Connor's  sway 
Was  in  the  turret  where  I  lay  ; 
That  standard,  with  so  dire  a  look. 
As  ghastly  shone  the  moon  and  pale, 
I  gave. — that  every  bosom  shook 
Beneath  its  iron  mail 

XTTI. 

*■  And  go !  (I  cried)  the  combat  seek. 
Ye  hearts  that  unappalled  bore 
The  anguish  of  a  sister's  shriek* 
Go !— ond  return  no  more ! 
For  sooner  guilt  the  ordeal  brand 
Suill  grasp  unhurt,  than  ye  shall  hold 
The  bsnner  with  victorious  hand. 
Beneath  a  sister's  curse  unroll'd. 


1  The  IrUi  IsMBlsiioB  far  Hw 


0  stranger!  by  my  country's  kita ! 
And  by  my  love !  and  by  the  cross ! 

1  swear  I  never  could  have  spoke 
The  curse  that  sever'd  nature's  yoke^ 
But  that  a  spirit  o'er  roe  stood. 

And  fired  me  with  the  wrathful  mood ; 
And  frenzy  to  roy  heart  was  given. 
To  speak  the  malison  of  Hettven.* 

XIV. 
**  They  would  have  cross'd  themaelTes,  aB  mute 
They  would  have  pray'd  to  boiat  the  spell ; 
But  at  the  stamping  of  my  fcot 
Each  hand  down  powerless  fell ! 

*  And  go  to  Athunree!'*  I  cried, 

*  High  lift  the  banner  of  your  pride ! 

1  irdwwrmtliwhiehIbsT9s«»ibe4toib9lMroMSortkislldB 
pieee  •hoald  ssem  to  exhibit  her  ebarscter  ■•  too  aaaalunir 
■Ifipt  of  pstriotie  sod  domeslie  sflectioos,  I  araat  bsg  have  Is 
plead  the  sotboritr  of  Corneilie  in  Uw  rapn 
lar  psanon :  I  sUudo  to  the  deouncietioo  oTCeimMe.  ki  i 
gedjr  oT  Horace.  When  Horace,  accoaBpaaied  bym  i 
ioff  the  three  aworda  of  the  Cttrialii.  OMeta  hia  i 
her  to  coosratulate  htm  oo  hia  Tietorr.  aha 
fricf,  which  he  atiribain  at  firrt  only  to  her  fceliace  fcr  Ike  lass 
oTber  two  broihera;  but  «4iea  ahe  barala  forth  into  fipraackas 
afsinai  himaathe  BBordererorber  kiver.  the  katof  ikeCMsli, 
heexciaiaw: 

**  O  Ciel !  qoi  rit  jameia  one  psraille  rsffs: 
Croia-tu  done  qoe  je  aoia  iaaenaible  k  Pootrafe, 
Que  je  aoaffiro  en  moo  aang  ee  mortel  dtahoaaeart 
Aime,  aime  oeue  mort  qui  fkit  notre  boohear, 
Et  prAfere  do  moina  au  aouvenlr  d*an  hoaano 
Ce  qoe  doit  ta  naiaaance  wax  iniArets  de  RoeM.** 
At  the  meotioo  of  Rome,  Camille  l»reaka  oat  iato  thta  apov 
tropbe: 

"  Rome.  Pnniqtte  ohje!  de  mon  reanntimeiit  ? 
Rome,  k  qoi  vient  too  braa  d'immolw  moo  asMttt ! 
Rome,  qui  t'a  vu  naltre  et  que  ton  r«ur  adore! 
Rome,  enfin.  que  je  hala,  parce  qu*elle  t*booore ! 
Puiaaf nt  tou«  ana  vowinc,  en»emble  coi\jurSe. 
Bnpper  aca  fondementa  encore  mal  aaaurta ; 
Et.  ai  ce  n*eat  bims  de  toote  I'ltaKe, 
Que  rOrient,  centre  elle,  k  rOecidont  a'alBe; 
Que  cent  pcuplea  unia,  dea  bouta  de  I'nniveia 
Paaaeni,  pour  la  ditniire.  et  lea  moola  et  lea  onts  ; 
QuVlle-memeaur  aoi  renrerpe  aea  mnraillca, 
Et  do  aet  pniprea  maina  d^hire  aea  Mtraillea ; 
Que  ie  coorroux  du  l^iel,  allum^  par  mM  vcmiz, 
Faiae  pleuvoir  aur  elle  on  d^hif  e  de  fevx ! 
Puiaai-je  de  mea  yeux  r  Toir  lomber  ce  fbodre. 
Voir  aea  maiaona  en  cendre,  et  tea  lanrtefs  en  poodrs ; 
Voir  le  dernier  Romain  k  eon  dernier  aonpir. 
Moi  aeule  en  km  caoae.  et  noortr  de  plaiatr  !** 

9  In  the  reicn  or  Edward  the  Second,  the  Iriah  pnwtai  Is 
Pope  John  the  Twentjr-Second  a  memorial  of  their  aoflariafS 
under  the  Enclii>h,  ofwhich  the  lanfuare  oxhibita  all  theatrmtlk 
of  deapair.— "  Ever  since  the  Enfliah  (aay  the/)  ftral  a| 
upon  our  coaata,  th<*]r  entered  our  territorin  oader  a 
apecioua  prrfenre  of  charily,  and  external  hypocrilieni  i 
relif  ion.  endeavorinc  ai  the  same  time,  by  every  artifiee  i 
could  raftseat,  to  extirpate  ua  root  and  branch,  and  withoatssf 
other  rifht  than  that  of  the  atronfeat;  thry  have  ao  fhrsos^ 
oeeded  by  bear  frnuilulonre  and  cunninf.  that  they  f 
oa  to  quit  oar  fair  and  ample  habitntiooa  and  inheritai 
to  take  refuf  e  like  wild  beaata  in  the  moonUina.  the 
the  moraaeea  of  the  country ;— nor  even  can  the  c«i 
dena  protect  ua  af ainat  their  inaatiable  avarice.  Tkof 
na  even  into  theae  frightful  abodea ;  endeavorinf  lo 
oa  of  the  wild  uncultivated  rocka.  and  arroffate  to 
the  prvp^rtw  afntn  pl^ce  on  which  ws  can  aUaap  Uwl 
ofoorfoet." 

TM  rrenteat  effort  ever  made  by  the  ancieat  Irkk  Is  Mplb 
their  native  independence,  waa  made  at  the  tiaa  wksa  ifci^ 
called  over  the  brother  of  Robert  Bruce  froa  Seotlaad.— Wi* 
Kam  de  Bnnrro,  brother  to  the  Earl  of  Ulaler.  and 
Berminf ham.  were  aeot  afaimtt  the  main  body  of  tbs 
hMorf  eota,  who  wsro  headed  rather  than  eomauMdad  hf  1 
O'Coaaor.  The  hapeitaat  battis,  wMsk  todisi  dm  i  " 
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Birt 
Go 


know  diat  wiisra  its  ihMt  mifoUib 
wdght  of  blood  ii  on  your  ■oak  I 
whera  tht  hovoo  of  your  korno 
Hoot  M  high  01  UDuntun  Am! 
ihaU  no  novo  your  nwonoo  know ; 
Boltloi  OB  your  hearth  ihoU  grow ! 

•  Ao  giMO  oUiviono  flood 
OMatbi  fcir  fMir  woUo,  ohBU  bo 
ghiiy  of  aCoHior'o  blood! 
awof  to  Aihmioo! 
W1mi%  downivanl  wheo  tho  nm  ihaU  frU, 
mvon'O  wiag  ihoU  bo  your  poll ! 


fim  yoor  dying  fteo ! ' 

XV. 

*  A  bob  flini  ororhnqg  onr  dono 
■■pMdid  lUl  1^  enno  woo  gtvon» 
Bbod  m  il  pMi'd  dMOO  lipo  of  ftom, 
Firi*d  in  Ao  bhnd4«l  heoven. 
Dlw  woo  An  look  ihnto'or  their  taocko 
IWt  Mi|07  pHlBV  bfoihen  threw : 


down  An  hiUe  in  view 
CyOonBH^  planed  portinu; 


'd, 


Won  ■nirhing  lo 
A  ondden  ekmn  tlieir  plomego 
A  iMh  of  Uglitning  o'er  them 
And  nil  ogun  wee  gloom ! 
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"fltonofw!  lied  the  home  of  grioC 
At  Oonnorfat  Moran*i  tomb  to  IkU; 
I  inad  the  hehnel  of  my  chieC 
Hie  bow  eiiU  hengiiy  oo  our  wall. 
And  look  it  down,  and  vow'd  lo  rove 
Thii  deiert  place  a  huutreM  bold  ; 
Nor  wtNikl  I  change  my  buried  love 
For  any  heart  of  living  mould. 
No!  for  I  am  a  hero's  child ; 
1  'II  hunt  my  quarry  in  the  wild ; 
Ami  still  my  home  this  mansion  make. 
Of  all  unheeded  and  unheeding. 
And  cherish,  for  my  warrior's  sake 
*  The  dower  of  love  lies  bleeding.' 


>• 


LCX:iII£L*S  WARNING.* 
WIZAlI>-LOCni£L. 

WIXAEn. 

Lochiel !  beware  of  the  day 
the  Lowhmds  shall  meet  thee  in  battle 


amy! 


It 


dM 


phes  OQ  tlw  lOik  of  AsgwC,  1319. 
■fafhttowewithstwo 
the  whole  day.  fnHn  the  riMaf  to  tfw 
IiMh  CMNrht  with  wftrior  diaeiphne,  bat  wHh  ffsal 
They  loet  too  iho«H«nd  men,  afnoaff  wfaoie  wsra 
rtmft  of  CnOMmrht.   Tradition  ■utfli,  thst  sflv 
tUsMfrMsiar.  Uie  CrConnor  fwiiily.  like  the  Fnbiaa,  w«r«  to 
it4<d.  that  ihnMiirhiiot  all  Connaaght  nsCooaor 
eseeoc  FeUm'e  brother,  who 


the  ehieforiba  wnrUke  clan  of  the  CanMrooa.  sod 

fioM  aacetore  dieting uiahed  in  their  narrow  ■phait 

I  pffoweaa,  wm  a  man  worthy  of  a  beltar  esasa 

ihet  in  whiek  he  rniKnrknl,  the  enterprias  of  the 

I74S   HianmMiyMitiHfitndlycbeririMdaaMMtiha 

hf  dw  afulathio  of  tho  ''genlb  AeOM.**  for 

■  sstlal  ihtBBiaa  BWBh  sa  Ms  ■sitial  aaJ 


For  a  field  of  tho  dead  rasheo  red  on  ny  a^i^ 
And  the  dans  of  Cnlloden  are  scattered  hi  figkt 
They  rally,  they  bleed,  for  their  kingdom  and  crowBl 
Woe^  woe  to  the  riders  that  trample  them  down! 
Proud  ComberifUMl  prances,  insulting  the  slain* 
And  their  hoo^beaten  bosoms  are  trod  to  the  plai& 
But  hark !  throogh  the  V*-<>thing  ligfatmng  of  war. 
What  steed  to  die  deeert  ffies  frantic  and  forf 
Tis  thine,  oh  Glenullin!  whoee  bride  shaU  awaii; 
Like  a  love-lighted  watch-fire,  all  night  at  the  gate. 
A  steed  comes  at  morning :  no  rider  is  there ; 
But  iti  bridle  is  red  with  the  sign  of  despair. 


(Ihoagb  «i«afcaa)  fefahy.  His  I 
t  soMv  Iko  HiffUand  eUsft.  that  it  depa«iad  oo  hto 
jokNiiff whh Ua elan whalhariko ■tandaidorOMilai diodd  be 
raiaed  or  Bot  in  174S.  Lochial  was  hiaMalf  too  wiae  a  ama  lo 
babliad  tothe  ooaaaqtMoeoa  of  ao  bopala 
bat  hia  aaoaibility  to  the  poioc  of  hoaor  ovonalod  hk 
Cbailaa  appealed  to  bh  loyalty,  and  be  eo«dd  not  bcook  Ibois- 
prowdMa  ofbia  Prinea.  Wbea  Cbaiha  Unded  at  Bonodala, 
Lochial  want  lo  iDeot  Um,  bat,  oo  ba  way,  ealhd  at  bis  hro- 
Hiar'a  boiMw  (Cameroo  of  Faanlm),  sad  told  bin  oo  what 
anaad  ba  waa  goiiw;  addiof.  bowavar,  that  be  OMaot  to  fi- 
aoadolboFdaealnMihiaeBloipriBa.  Fluaaftn  adriaad  bba  la 
Ibat  eaao  toeommooieala  hia  nind  by  laOar  toCbadas.  **No,*' 
aaid  Lodiiel,  **I  difaik  it  dooto  my  Piioeo  to  givo  bbn  ny  iwasas 
la  penoB  for  ralbaing  to  jofai  Ma  alaodaid.**— '^Brotbar,"  m- 
pliad  FaaMtem,  *'  1  kaow  yoa  better  tbaa  you  baow  yoonairi 
if  the  priaee  ooea  aeta  hie  eyea  oo  yoa.  ba  wiU  awke  yoado 
what  ba  plaaaaa.**  Tba  imanriow  aoeoidHifiy  took  pImo:  sad 
Loehial,  with  many  argnoMnta,  bot  io  Taia,  preaaad  tho  Pr»- 
taoder  to  return  to  Franoo,  aad  rasaoB  himailf  aad  bia  fiiaads 
for  a  mora  favoiaUa  oeeaaioo,  aa  ba  had  eoM,  by  bkooFB  ae- 
kaowladgmaat.  withoot  am^  or  moaey.  or  adbsren^s  or.  si 
aB  oveolii.  to  fcowin  eooeoaled  till  bia  ftiaoda  ahonld  mast  aad 
dalibarato  what  was  beat  to  ba  doaa.  Cbaiiai^  wboaoadad  ^ 
woaad  op  to  Ibo  otmoat  impotiaaee,  paid  ao  taeard  to 
peapoaal.  bat  anawaiad,  **lbat  be  was  datevaMoad  to  pot  al  to 
Ibobasaid.**  **hiafbwdaya,'*aaU  ba,  **IwUlaioetdmioyal 
atandnrd.  and  proclaim  to  the  people  of  Great  Britoin,  foal 
Charlea  Stuart  ia  come  orer  to  claim  the  crown  of  hia  anoaaCorab 
and  to  win  it,  or  pariah  in  the  attempt.  Lochiel.  who  my  ftlbar 
haa  often  told  me  waa  oar  fomeaC  IHend,  may  auy  at  hoeaa, 
and  leain  Ihm  the  newapapera  the  fato  of  hia  Prioee.*'— '*No,*' 
aaid  Lochiel,  **1  will  ahare  the  fato  of  my  Prince,  and  ao  abaQ 
every  man  over  whom  nature  or  foitnne  bath  given  bm  sof 
power." 

The  other  eUeftaina  who  followed  Charlea  embraced  hiananas 
with  no  better  hop<>e.  It  engagea  our  aympathy  more  atrooglp 
in  their  behalf,  thai  no  motive,  but  their  fear  to  he  reproached 
with  cowardice  or  dialoyahy.  impelled  them  to  the  hopelem  ad- 
venture.  Ofthia  wo  have  an  example  in  the  interview  of  Prfaiea 
Chariua  wifo  Clamvoald,  another  leading  chieftain  in  tha  rabsi 
army. 

"  Charlea,**  aaya  Home.  *'  ahnoet  reduced  to  deapair,  fai  bis 
AwooTM  with  Boiadale,  addrewed  the  two  Highlaodera  widi 
giaat  emotion,  and.  eumming  up  bia  arg nmeota  for  taking  arm^ 
eaidarad  them  to  amial  their  Prince,  their  countryman.  In  bis 
atmoec  need.  Clanroneld  and  hia  friend,  though  «rell  inclined  to 
the  canae.  poeitively  reftteod,  and  told  him  that  to  take  up  aims 
without  concert  or  aopport  waa  to  puO  down  certain  ruin  oa 
their  own  heeda.  Charlea  p<>r»iated,  argned,  and  implored. 
During  thia  convetaation  (they  were  on  ahipboard)  the  parties 
walked  barkwarda  and  forwarda  on  the  deck ;  a  HigMander 
iCood  near  them,  armed  at  all  pointa.  aa  waa  llH>n  the  faabioa 
of  Ma  country.  He  waa  a  younger  brother  or  Kinlocb  Moidart, 
and  had  conM  off  to  the  aliip  to  inquire  for  newi.  not  knowinff 
who  waa  aboard.  When  he  gethered  from  their  diacourm  that 
the  etranger  waa  the  Prince  of  Wake;  when  he  heard  hia  chief 
and  hia  brother  refuse  to  toke  arma  with  their  Prince ;  hwoolor 
went  and  came;  hia  eyea  iparkled.  he  ahifted  hia  place,  and 
graeped  hia  sword.  Charles  oheerved  hia  donieannr.  and  turn- 
ing bririkly  to  him.  called  out.  *  Wi:i  you  eesist  me  V—'  I  will- 
I  will,*  aaid  Ronald ;  '  thouah  no  other  man  in  Uie  Higblando 
ahould  draw  a  aword,  I  am  ready  to  die  for  you  !*  Charlua,  with 
a  proftMon  of  thanks  to  hia  champion,  aaid,  l.e  wIsIknI  aU  foa 
HighlanderB  were  fike  h'nn.  Without  farther  deliberation,  foa 
two  MaodonaMa  deebired  that  they>eoold  aho  jom,  aad  BBS 
Btmoat  endeavon  lo  angago  their  oooatryman  to 
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Weep.  Albin  •.  >  to  ilmlli  uul  otpiitii^  led ! 
Ohwsep!  bullhy  tnn  cannol  numlwr  Uioil 
For  B  inerdloa  ■wonl  ou  CulluJeii  ■I>dU  hb' 
Culloden  I  UuU  nvlu  with  ibe  blmil  of  llie  ' 


Go.  preorh  lo  the  amuii.  Iboii  ill 
Or,  il"  gury  Culloden  k>  drsadfiil  oi>i>«r, 
Dniw.  ilorard,  aroiinil  ihy  old  wavering  ilgbl, 
I'hii  nmnile,  lo  tvTer  ihe  jihuiionis  uf  Ihglit. 

Hb  1  Utigh'il  Ihaa,  Lorliiel.  my  viHon  to  KoniT 
Pnniil  biidaf  the  moiintain.  Ihy  plume  ahoU  be  ii 
guy.  rufh  Ihe  bold  eogle  eiullinEly  Girth. 
Fnnn  bii  bome.  in  tin  dork  rolling  cloudi  or  the  no 
Ln  I  the  deeitMbot  or  Cwtr 


Ah!  Iwine  let  him  ipeed. — tx  ihe  apoiler  ii  uigh. 
Why  JLuDei  ihe  ftr  sutnmiit  Why  ihoot  lo  Uio  Wmi 
Thaw  emben.  like  ilan  from  the  Rnnamnil  null 
T  u  Ihe  flre^luiwer  of  ruin,  nil  dreudfully  driven 
From  hia  eyrie,  tbai  hencoiB  the  darlui«n  of  heaveii. 
CHi.  creiied  Lochiol !  ihe  pcerlew  in  mighi, 
Whwa  bunnen  ariae  oil  tlie  batilenienli'  height, 
Heavan'a  tire  la  uound  Ihee,  lo  bloat  snd  to  bum ; 
Return  lo  thy  dwelling !  ill  lonely,  remm ! 
For  the  bluciinaa  of  aahaihiili  uinrli  where  iiiUmd. 
And  a  wild  mother  Krenni  o'oi  her  lamioluiig  brood. 

Fslae  Wiiard.  avanni '.  1  have  TnanhaU'd  my  clan. 
Their  awordi  urs  n  Ihounnd.  Ilirir  hiooina  are  onei 
They  are  true  10  the  luaiof  their  blood  «od  their  brwiOi. 
And  hlie  rcapcn  descend  lo  the  harvesit  of  death. 
Then  wel«nne  be  Cumberland 'a  need  lo  ihe  ahodi! 
Lei  him  dnah  hia  pnud  Ham  liihC  a  wave  on  ihe  rtnit ! 
But  woe  ID  hi*  kindred,  and  woe  to  hii  rauw. 
When  Albin  her  cUymere  indignantly  drawi; 
When  her  bonneted  rhieHain*  to  victory  crowd. 
rleninnald  the  daonileu.  and  Moray  the  proud. 
All  plnided  and  plumed  in  their  tutan  array 

IflCluel,  lachiol !  bcwu«  of  the  day ! 

For.  dork  and  deaiiairiog.  my  light  I  may  aeal, 
But  man  cannot  cover  what  God  would  reveal  i 
Tia  the  aunact  of  hfi)  givea  me  myitioil  lore. 
And  eocDing  eventi  c«ai  ibeir  ahadowa  belbm. 
I  loll  Ihec.  Culloden'a  dread  echoes  ahati  ring 
With  the  Uood-hounda  that  hark  far  Ihy  fug^live 


iilsed  in  hii  quivering  Umts, 
.lid  hu  Idnod'ffirrBmJng  ixMnl  in  agony  awima. 
LtTurHed  he  ihe  bgota  that  bliue  at  hia  feet* 


.Down.aoDthlea*  inaiiherl  I  triat  not  tb  talet 
lever  iluill  Albin  a  dnuny  raepi 
JBi^k  with  dinbooor.  au  fbid  wiih  rctmt. 
Tlwugb  my  peruliiiig  nuk*  iliiMild  ba  lUcw'd  in  their 

iKMui-weeds  hmp'd  on  Ihe  tnrf  beaten  ahor*. 
el.  iiniBinled  by  Uight  or  by  ehuua. 
I  the  Itindhng  of  Itlb  la  hw  biBon  pinwina, 
ShBll  Mcior  eiuil.  or  in  dealh  bi>  hud  low, 

hii  back  10  the  flald,  and  liis  teel  In  Ihe  Ibe! 
leuviiig  in  Imtlle  no  blot  uu  hia  nam*. 
proudly  lolJeaven  fhm  the  deaih-bc<l  oTfiime.^ 


king. 


Now  ir 


RtM.  liae !  ye  wild  lempeati.  aiul  cover  Ua  flight ! 
Tttliniah'd.  TheirUiundenarohuabdaiibemuoi 
Cultoilan  ia  ioai.  and  niy  country  rieptarn. 
But  where  ia  Iha  inin-boitnd  priarmerl  Wheiet 
For  die  red  eye  of  butlle  ia  ihut  in  deapair. 
Bay.  naiuDia  he  the  ocean-wave,  haniah'd,  Girlotn. 
Like  a  limb  fFum  his  couniry  cast  bleeding  and  tori 
Ah.  no!  for  H  darker  depnnnre  ia  near: 
'I'hc  Hnr-druiD  i*  mufDed.  and  black  ia  the  bier  i 
Uu  deiilb-bell  ia  lolling ;  oh :  Mercy,  diapel 
Von  aight,  that  it  freeia  my  apiril  to  tell ! 


i«  Mnid  aidit.  ta  klih  tallad  TiiHih.  ■ 

io  Hulia'i  DsSriinJea  uflhe  Wirttta  Mb  otSr-a- 
■      ■    ■  -MtkeeNrofwHt  »> 


B\TTLE  OF  TilE  BALTIC. 
Or  NcIkmi  tad  llin  Nonli, 
Jiiaf  Ihe  glwiuw  riar'i  rcnawn. 
Wlwn  u  h«Ule  Berce  came  rorih 
AH  Ih-  BicKl  oT  UDni-iiirk'i  t:n>wi;. 
And  hn  uma  (long  ifae  ilseii  piuiully  uliuaa  j 
I^  auii  pip  the  lighlfd  bnniJ, 
la  ■  buU  ibianniiiail  hand, 
And  Um  PtinM  of  kU  Uwt  knd 


Imj  IfaMT  Iwlinrka  on  ihe  bnue. 
WhilB  ih*  ngn  at  tntila  dtw 
On  Uw  Wfiy  Biitbh  lim : 
It  ■«  Isn  of  April  mora  by  the  chl 
A>  a»f  inttcA  on  dwir  pih, 
Thar*  ■>•>  (aleDca  doep  u  doaih  i 
And  Uw  boklnt  htU  hii  Inaih. 


H[mJ  ■  dsWh-clnde  Riand  the  •bija, 
lika  th*  humewie  ecUpae 
or  thatiUL 

And  lh(  havoc  did  nM  atuk, 

"nil  ■  Ihttda  cbMT  ilio  DuM 

i^  our  thwiring  inil  lu  back ; — 

Thdt  ^tnm  tlaag  ihe  deep  ilowl/  boom  i — 

Tkai  eiMii    ini  *U  ii  w-ul, 

Aa  tfeayMrike  tbethioei'd  «il: 

<V.  ia  (Mia^imtion  |«le. 


Ah  be  hail'iT  Uieui  u'er  tlw  wavc{ 
"  Ve  are  brolhsn  I  yv  are  men ! 
And  we  mtuiucr  bul  lo  lavo; — 
So  peace  iiatend  of  deaih  lei  u*  bringi 
Bul  yield,  proud  Ibc.  tliy  Heel. 
Will)  Ihe  crcMii.  oi  England'!  feel. 

To  our  King." — 


ir  chleC 


Then  Donmsrk  blett  oi 

Thai  he  gave  bet  woiindi  repoae  j 

And  Ihe  Huiidi  of  joy  and  grief 


hdrt'W  hii  ihsdea  from  Ihe  day 
,n  look'd  uniling  bright 
ind  woeful  aigbl, 


Died  away. 

Now  joy,  Old  EngUnd.  nuM ! 

Fur  rhe  lidingi  af  iby  mighl. 
By  Ihe  fnlal  ciliee'  blaio. 
While  ihe  Hine-cup  ibuiM  in  1 
And  yei.  aniidii  ibsi  JDy  and  u; 
I«t  UB  Lliink  of  Ihem  ihalaleej 

By  ihy  wild  and  •humy  sleep, 


limvc  hearB !  lo  Brilain'i  pride 
Oiicc  »  fiiilld'ul  uid  en  One. 
On  the  deek  if  tamn  thai  died, 
Wiih  Lbe  gnllaal  good  ltiou:> 
Son  aigh  ihe  windi  of  Ueav'n  o'er  Hi 
While  the  billow  mournful  rolla, 
And  Ihe  mermaid'*  »ng  cotHkdea, 
Singing  glory  lo  Ihe  null 
Of  Uie  beave ! 


YE  MARINERS  OF  ENGLAND. 


Wliuw  Hag  hu  hmved,  a  ibomnnd  ycon. 

The  banle  and  ibe  breeie! 

Your  glorknia  nandaid  launch  again 

Ta  nuirh  amcber  be  ■ 

And  iwpep  ihlDugh  iha  deep, 

White  Ihe  itormy  n-mpeau  blowj 

While  Ihe  faoille  rtgea  loud  ami  kng, 

And  Ihe  nanny  lentpeaH  blow. 

The  ipinu  of  yuur  fatheia 

Shall  .an  from  every  ivave  i— 

Fur  Ihe  deck  it  m»  their  field  of  fame 

And  Ocean  woa  their  gnvel 

Where  Kake  and  migtitv  Nvlaon  fcll, 

Yu.ir  manly  hoarli  ihnirgtow. 

A»  ye  iwei'p  thitiujh  the  deep. 

Wliilo  Ihn  ■lurmy  UnupeoU  blow ; 

Wliile  [be  huile  lagei  Inud  and  Img, 

And  the  ilonay  lempeala  Uow. 


CAMPBELL'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


Britannia  needs  no  bulwark, 

No  towers  along  the  steep ; 

Uer  march  is  o'er  the  mountain-warei. 

Her  home  is  on  the  deep. 

With  thunders  from  her  native  oak, 

She  quells  the  floods  below, — 

As  they  roar  on  the  shore, 

When  the  stormy  tempests  blow ; 

When  the  battle  rages  loud  and  long, 

And  the  stormy  tempests  blow. 

The  meteor  flag  of  England 

Shall  yet  terrific  bum. 

Till  danger's  troubled  night  depart. 

And  the  star  of  peace  return. 

Then,  then,  ye  ocean-warriors! 

Our  song  and  feast  shall  flow 

To  the  fiune  of  your  name. 

When  the  storm  has  ceased  to  blow ; 

When  the  fieiy  fight  is  heard  no  n«.i«, 

And  the  storm  has  ceased  lo  bli»9r. 


HOHENUNDEN. 

On  Linden,  when  the  son  ^ras  low. 
All  bkxxlless  lay  th'  untrooden  snow. 
And  dark  as  winter  was  the  flow 
Of  Iser,  rolling  rapidly. 

But  linden  saw  anodier  sight, 
When  the  drum  beat,  at  dead  of  night, 
Commanding  fires  of  death  to  light 
The  darkness  of  her  scenery. 

By  torch  and  trumpet  fiist  array'd. 
Each  horseman  drew  his  battle-blade. 
And  furious  every  charger  neigh'd. 
To  join  the  dreadful  revelry. 

Then  shook  the  hills  with  thunder  riren. 
Then  rush'd  the  steed  to  battle  driven. 
And  louder  than  the  bolts  of  heaven. 
Far  flash'd  the  red  artillery. 

But  redder  yet  that  light  shall  glow. 
On  Linden's  hills  of  stained  snow, 
And  bloodier  yet  the  torrent  flow 
Of  Iser,  rolling  rapidly. 

Tis  mom,  but  scarce  yon  level  sun 
Can  pierce  the  war-clouds,  rolling  don. 
Where  furious  Frank,  and  fiery  Uun, 
Shout  in  their  sulph'rous  canopy. 

The  combat  deepens.    On,  ye  brave, 
Who  rush  to  glory,  or  the  grave ! 
Wave,  Munich !  all  thy  banners  wave ! 
And  charge  with  all  thy  chivalry! 

Few,  few,  shall  part  where  many  meet! 
Thti  snow  shall  be  their  winding-sheet. 
And  overy  turf  beneath  their  feet 
Shall  be  a  soldier's  sepulchre. 


GLENARA. 

O  HSULO  ye  yon  pibrach  sound  sad  in  the  galiw 
Where  a  band  oometh  slowly  with  weeping  i 
Tis  the  chief  of  Glenara  laments  fiw  his  dear; 
And  her  sire,  and  the  people,  are  caU'd  to  bar  bier- 

Glenara  came  first  with  the  mmniierB  and  sfaond ; 
Her  kinsmen  they  ibllow'd,  but  moora'd  not  aloud 
Their  plaids  all  their  bosoms  were  foklad  aroond : 
They  roarch'd  all  in  sileDcer— tbey  kiok'd  en  tfat 
ground. 

In  silence  they  reach*d  over  moontain  and  moor* 
To  a  heath,  where  the  oak-tree  grew  lonely  and  lKMr« 
**  Now  here  let  us  place  the  grey  stone  of  bar  cairn: 
Why  speak  ye  no  word  ?"    said  Glenara  die 


"  And  tell  me,  I  charge  yon !  ye  dan  of  my 
Why  ibid  ye  your  mantles,  why  cloud  ye  yoor  laowaT 
So  spake  the  rude  chieflaJn :— no  answer  ia  made^ 
But  each  mantle  unfolding  a  dagger  display*d. 

"I  dreamt  of  my  lady,  I  dreamt  of  her  shroud," 
Cried  a  voice  finom  the  kinsmen,  all  wialfafol  and  loud 
**  And  empty  that  shroud  and  that  ooBok  dki  seem: 
Glenara!  Glenara!  now  read  me  my  dream!** 

O!  pale  grew  the  fAnBtk  of  that  chieftain,  I  ween. 
When  the  shroud  was  ondused,  and  no  lady  i 
When  a  voice  from  the  kinsmen  spoke  louder  in  i 
"T  was  the  youth  who  had  loved  die  fiur  EUenof  Lor» 

*  I  dreamt  of  my  lady,  I  dreamt  of  her  grieC 
I  dreamt  that  her  lord  was  a  barbarous  chief  i 
On  a  rock  of  the  ocean  fiur  Ellen  did  seem ; 
Glenara!  Glenara!  now  read  me  my  dream!" 

In  dust,  low  the  traitor  has  knelt  to  the  ground. 
And  the  desert  reveal'd  where  his  lady  was  fomid 
From  a  rock  of  the  ocean  that  beauty  is  borne/— 
Now  joy  to  the  house  of  &ir  Ellen  of  Lorn ! 


EXILE  OF  ERIN 

Thkeb  came  to  the  beach  a  poor  Exile  of  Erin, 

The  dew  on  his  thin  robe  was  heavy  azid  chill  x 
For  his  country  he  sigh'd,  when  at  twilight  repairing 

To  wander  alone  by  the  wind-beaten  hiU. 

But  the  day-star  attrscted  his  eye's  sad  devotaoo. 

For  it  rooe  o'er  his  own  native  isle  of  the  ocean. 

Where  once,  in  the  fire  of  his  youthful  emotioo. 

He  sang  the  bold  anthem  of  Erin  go  fangb. 

Sad  is  my  fiite !  said  the  heart-broken  stranger* 
The  wild  deer  and  wolf  to  a  covert  can  flee ; 

But  I  have  no  refuge  from  famine  and  danger— 
A  home  and  a  oounlry  remain  not  to  me. 

Never  again,  in  the  green  sunny  bowers. 

Where  my  fbrefiithers  lived,  shall  I  spend  the 
houn. 

Or  cover  my  harp  with  the  wild-woven  flowers. 
And  strike  to  the  numbers  of  Erin  go  bn|^  * 

Erin,  my  country!  though  sad  and  forsaken. 
In  dreams  I  revisit  thy  sea-beaten  shore ; 

But,  alas !  in  a  for  foreign  land  I  awaken. 
And  sigh  for  the  friends  who  can  meet  me  no  a 
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Ok  cruel  &l»!  wilt  diim  nnm  npket  bm 
hiaiBMMMnofpiiicm    whiWDOpirilicmrhMiniie? 
|ft%«  aguB  ikall  Bf  brallMn  cmfankM  me  ? 
nej  died  l»  deAnd  ne,  or  live  10  deploie! 

Where  ie  mf  cMn  door,  ftit  bf  the  wild  wood  t 
flieiewepdwet  did  ye  weep  ftr  ite  fidt  ? 

Where  ie  die  nolhw  tlMt  look*d  on  my  childhood  ? 
And  wiiere  ii  ^  boBom-lriend,  deeier  then  ell? 

Gh!  my  md  heert!  kng  ebeodoaM  by  pleeiure, 

Why  did  it  dole  on  e  6it4adinf  treemre? 

Teeie.  Iflie  the  niiMlro|H  mey  lall  without 
Bat  nplnve  end  heeiity  they  eennoi  leeeU. 

Tel  an  iiind  reeolleeiiene  mppremiag, 
Qm  dying  wUi  my  kne  heeom  can  drmr; 

Me!  an  esile  heqneolhe  thee  hii  UoMng! 
Lud  of  ny  fiuefiidwm!  Erin  go  bragfa! 

Baried  and  eold»  when  lay  heart  iiille  her  motion» 

Ceeen  ha  ily  fieldi^    eweeteet  ide  of  ihe  oceen ! 

And  thy  harpetiikiqg  baidi  ang  aloud  with  devo- 


gobn«h!« 


LOSD  VUUrS  DAUGETTER. 


TAn,  10  die  WgMandi  bound, 
^Boatmen,  da^at  lany! 
And  ini  give  thee  a  alfvr  poond. 
To  row  oi  o'er  die  Any.**— 

*  Now  who  he  ye,  would  cram  Lochgyl^ 
"nui  dark  and  iiormy  water  T* 

« Oh,  I  *itt  die  chief  of  Ul  va*e  iile^ 
And  Ihb  kid  UUin*e  daughter. 

*AiMi  fret  before  her  father*^  men 
Three  days  we've  fled  together, 

For  ahould  he  find  ui  in  the  glen. 
My  blood  would  itain  the  heather 

■*  Ilis  horaemen  hard  behind  us  ride ; 

Should  they  our  elepe  dboover. 
Then  who  will  cheer  ray  bonny  bride 

When  they  have  slain  her  lover  f* 

Out  spoke  the  hardy  Highland  wight, 
*  1 11  go*  my  chieP— I  *m  ready: 

It  is  not  for  your  silver  bright. 
Bat  for  your  winsome  lady  : 

**  And  by  my  word !  the  bonny  bird 

In  danger  shall  not  tarry ; 
Sn.  though  the  waves  are  raging  white^ 

I  'U  row  you  o'er  the  forry.'* 

By  tUe  the  storm  grew  loud  apaee. 
The  water>wraith  was  shrieking;* 

And  in  the  scowl  of  heaven  each  foca 
Grew  dark  as  they  were  speaking. 

Bat  still  M  wilder  blew  the  wind. 

And  as  the  night  grew  drearer, 
Adown  the  glen  rode  armed  men. 

Their  trampling  sounded  nearer. 

1  l*»t»»l  taw  dteriiaf.'— IrHaad  for  evsr 
IThsevil 


"O  haste  diee,  haste!"  diaMycrie^ 
Though  tempeeiB  roond  m  guhari 

I  *11  meet  the  raging  of  die  ikieib 
But  not  an  angiy  fioher.** 

The  boat  hai  hift  a  HonBy  land. 

A  stormy  sea  before  her^— 
Whan, oh !  loo strtmg forhnnm hamj^ 

The  tempest  gathar'd  o*er  her. 


And  stm  they  row'd  amidst  the  mar 
Of  walen  fost  prevailing; 

LdrI  Ullin  reach'd  diat  fotal  diorei 
His  wrath  was  changed  to  wailing; 

For  sore  dimay'd,  dirou^  aioim  and 
His  child  he  did  discover; 

One  bvely  hand  she  stretch'd  for  aid. 
And  one  was  round  her  loveb 


"Come  back!  come  back!"  ha  cried, hi  grItC 

**  Acnw  thisatoimy  water; 
And  ril  foigive  your  Hjghknd  ehiai^ 

My  daughter  I— O  my  daughter  T^ 


T  wea  vaint  the  kmd  wmfes  hnh'd  Iha  ibon^ 

Return  or  aid  preventing: 
The  waters  wild  went  o*er  hii  diild* 

And  ha  waa  laft  lamemiii^, 


ODE  TO  THE  MEMOmrOT  BDRNB. 

SoiTL  of  the  Poet!  whereaoe'er, 
Reclaim*d  ftom  earfh,  thy  geniia  plnma 
Her  wings  of  immortality : 
Suspend  thy  harp  in  happier  sphere^ 
And  with  thine  influence  illume 
The  gladness  of  our  jubilee^ 

And  fly,  like  fiends  from  secret  spell. 
Discord  aiid  strife  at  Burns's  imme. 
Exorcised  by  his  memory ; 
For  be  i^-ss  chief  of  bards  that  swell 
The  heart  Hith  songs  of  social  flame. 
And  high  delicious  revelry. 

And  Love's  own  strain  to  him  was  given. 

To  i^-arhlc  all  itji  ecstasies 

With  Pythian  wt>rds  unsought,  unwiU'd/— 

Love,  the  surviving  gift  of  Heaven, 

The  choic-est  sweet  of  Paradise, 

In  life's  else  bitter  cup  distill'd. 

Who  that  has  melted  o'er  his  lay 
To  Mary's  soul,  in  Heaven  above. 
But  fNcturrd  sees,  in  fancy  strong. 
The  landscape  and  the  livelong  day 
That  smiled  upon  their  mutual  love^ 
Who  that  hat  felt  forgets  die  song  t 

Nor  skill'd  one  flame  alone  to  &n : 
His  country's  hif^h-sourd  peasantry 
What  patriot-pride  he  taufrht! — how  miyt> 
To  weigh  the  inborn  worth  of  man  * 
And  rustic  life  and  poverty 
Grow  beautiful  beneadi  hk  touch. 
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Bini,  in  his  day-bailt  oot.'  the  mue 
Entnnced,  and  tbow'd  him  all  the  fbnns 
Of  fiury  light  and  wizard  gloom 
(Tliat  only  gifted  Poet  viewi), 
Tlia  Genii  of  the  floods  and  storms, 
And  martial  shades  from  Glory's  tomb. 

On  Bannock-field  what  thoughts  aroose 

Tlie  Swain  whom  Buaxs's  song  inspires ! 

Beat  not  his  Caledonian  veins. 

As  o'er  the  heroic  turf  he  plows. 

With  all  the  spirit  of  his  sires. 

And  all  their  scorn  of  death  and  chains* 

And  see  the  Scottish  exile,  tann'd 

By  many  a  fiir  and  foreign  clime. 

Bend  o'er  his  IxMnebom  verse,  and  weep 

In  memory  of  his  native  land. 

With  love  that  scorns  the  lapse  of  time. 

And  ties  that  stretch  beyond  the  deep. 

Encamp'd  by  Indian  rivers  wild, 

rhe  soldier,  resting  on  his  arms. 

In  BuRNs's  carol  sweet  recalls 

The  scones  that  Uest  him  when  a  child. 

And  glows  and  gladdens  at  the  charms 

Of  Soicia's  woods  and  waterfalls. 

O  deem  not,  nMst  dus  ymMj  ttai&. 
An  idle  art  tli«  Poet  brinfs ; 
Let  high  Philosophy  oontrol, 
And  s^Bi  oalm  the  ttnam  of  life^  . 
Tk  be  reflnea its  fiwnluii^prings, 
The  nobler  Msaons  of  the  aool.  < 


It  is  the  muse  that  consecrates 
The  native  banner  of  the  brave. 
Unfurling,  at  the  trumpet's  breath. 
Rose,  thistle,  harp ;  *t  is  iihe  elates 
To  sweep  the  field  or  ride  the  wave, 
A  sunburst  in  the  storm  of  death. 

And  thou,  young  hero,  wh^fi  thy  pall 

Is  cross'd  with  mournful  sword  and  plume. 

When  public  grief  begins  to  fade. 

And  cmly  tears  of  kindred  fall, 

Who  but  the  Bard  ahall  dress  thy  tomb. 

And  greet  with  flune  thy  gallant  shade? 

Such  u-as  the  soldier — ^Buaxs,  forgive 
That  sorrou-s  of  mine  ov^n  intrude 
In  strains  to  thy  great  memory  due. 
In  verse  like  thine,  oh !  could  he  live, 
The  friend  I  monni'd — the  brave,  the  good- 
Edward  that  died  at  Waterloo!' 

Farewell,  high  chief  of  Scottish  smig ! 
That  ooulditt  alternately  impart 
WiMluni  and  rapture  in  thy  page, 
And  brand  each  vice  with  satire  strong  ; 
Whune  linen  arc  imittoos  of  the  heart, 
WIhwo  truths  electrify  the  sage. 


I  Biinw  wm  horn  io  ClaT-cottafc.  which  hit  faUier  bsd  buih 
iin  nw  own  hiimiii. 

X  Major  Rdwarit  Ifndcft  of  Um  7ih  HuiMr*.  who  fell  «t  tb« 
ul  liM  wuttiAiQ  in  the  snack  of  the  Polish  Luecn. 


Farewell !  and  ne'er  may  Envy  dare 
To  wring  one  baneful  poison  drop 
Frmn  the  crush'd  laurels  of  thy  bust  • 
But  while  the  lark  sings  sweet  in  air. 
Still  nuy  tlie  grateful  i»lgrim  stop 
To  bless  the  spot  that  holds  thy  dusL 


THE  SOLDIER'S  DREAM. 

OiTK  bugles  sang  truce — for  the  night-doud  had 
lot^'d, 

And  the  sentinel  stars  set  their  watch  in  the  skv ; 
And  thousands  had  sunk  on  the  ground  overpower'd* 

The  weary  to  sleep,  and  tho  wounded  to  die. 

When  reposing  that  night  on  my  pallet  of  straw. 
By  the  wolf-scaring  fagot  that  guarded  the  slain* 

At  the  dead  of  the  night  a  sweet  vision  I  saw. 
And  thrice  ere  the  morning  I  dreamt  it  again. 

Methought  from  the  battle-field's  dreadful  array. 
Far,  &r,  I  had  roam'd  on  a  desolate  track : 

T  was  Autumn, — and  sunshine  arose  on  the  way 
To  the  home  of  my  fathers,  that  welcomed  me  back 

I  flew  to  the  pleasant  flelds  traverwd  so  oft 

In  life's  morning  march,  w  hen  my  bosom  was  young; 

I  beard  my  own  mountain-goats  Meeting  aloft. 
And  kniBW  the  sweet  strain  that  the  com-ffeapert 
sung. 

Then  pledged  we  the  wine-cup,  and  fondly  I  swore 
From  my  home  and  my  weeping  friends  never  to 
part: 

My  little  ones  kiss'd  me  a  thousand  times  o'er. 
And  my  wife  sobb'd  aloud  in  her  fullness  of  heart. 

Stay,  stay  with  us, — rest,  lliou  art  weary  and  worn 
And  fhin  was  their  war-broken  soldier  to  stay: 

But  sorrow  retuni'd  with  the  dauning  of  mom. 
And  the  voice  in  my  dreaming  ear  melted  tiwrj 


WRITTEN  ON  VISITINO  A  BCENK  IN  ARGYLESOIRE. 

At  the  silence  of  twilight's  contemplative  hour. 

I  have  mused  in  a  sorrowful  mood. 
On  the  viind-«hakcn  weeds  that  embosom  the  bower 

Where  the  home  of  my  forefathers  stood. 
All  ruin'd  and  wild  is  their  rooflfss  abode, 

And  lonely  the  dark  raven's  sheltering  tree: 
And  travell'd  by  few  is  the  grass-cover'd  ruad. 
Where  the  hunter  of  deer  and  the  vi-arrior  trude 

To  his  hills  that  encircle  the  sea. 

Yet  wandering,  I  found  on  my  ruinous  walk. 

By  the  dial-stone  aeod  and  green, 
One  rvw  of  the  wilderness  left  on  its  stalk. 

To  mark  where  a  ganlen  had  l>een. 
Like  a  brotherlem  hermit,  the  last  of  its  race. 

All  wild  in  the  silence  of  nature,  it  drew 
From  each  wandering  sun-bonm,  a  lonely  embrace ; 
For  the  nif!ht-wee<l  and  thoni  overshadow'd  the  place 

Where  the  flower  of  my  forefathers  grew. 

Sweet  bud  of  the  wildentess !  emblem  of  all 

Tltat  remains  in  this  doNtlate  heart! 
The  fabric  of  bliss  to  its  centre  may  &11, 

But  patience  shall  never  depart ! 
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fhofotfi  ifae  wildB  of  eiwlnnnnwt,  all  Temtl  and 
bright, 

In  lh«  days  of  ddorion  bjr  ftncf  eombined 
With  the  Yaniihiiig  phantoma  of  knre  and  delight, 
Ahandoo*d  my  aoul,  like  a  dream  of  the  nighty 

And  leare  but  a  deaeit  behind. 


Be  hiiah*d,  my  daifc  apirit!  lor  wiadom  oondemna 

When  the  fiunt  and  die  feeble  deplore; 
Be  strong  as  the  rock  of  the  ocean,  that  stems 

A  thousand  wild  waTSs  on  the  ibore ! 
IVough  the  perils  of  chanoe  and  the  soowt  of  • 

May  thy  fiont  be  unalter'd,  thy  ooumge  elate ! 
Tea!  ercn  the  name  I  have  wonhipp'd  in  Tain 
■hall  awake  not  the  sigh  of  remembrance  againx 

To  bear  ia  to  eooqner  oar  fete. 


TO  THE  RAINBOW. 

TsitniPBAL  arch,  that  fill*it  the  Aj, 
When  storms  prepare  to  part, 

I  aak  not  pnrad  Phikwophy 
To  teach  me  what  thou 


8dn  aeem,  as  to  uy  chiMhood'o  sight, 

A  mklway  itatioa  given 
For  happy  spirits  to  idight, 

the  earth  and  heaven. 


Can  all  diat  Optics  teach,  mifeld 

Thy  form  to  please  me  to. 
As  viiien  I  dreamt  of  gems  and  gold 

Hki  in  thj  radiant  bow  * 

When  Scimce  from  Creation's  fece 
Enchantment's  veil  withdraws, 

li^list  lovely  viflionii  yicUi  their  place 
Tu  cold  malerial  laws ! 

And  yet,  fiiir  bow,  no  fiibling  dreams. 
But  wurds  of  tlie  Mo«t  High, 

Ilave  told  why  tint  thy  rube  of  beams 
Was  woven  in  iho  sky. 

\\'hen  o'er  the  green  uncieliiged  earth 
Heaven's  covenant  thou  didst  sliine. 

IIow  coiQc  the  world's  grey  falhem  (brth 
To  wtitrh  tliy  sacred  sign ! 

And  when  its  yellow  lustre  smiled 

O'er  nMHintainn  yet  untnid, 
£arh  mother  held  aloft  her  child 

To  bless  ihc  bow  of  God. 

Methinks.  thy  jubilee  to  keep, 
The  (imt  mode  nnthem  rang, 

On  earth  deliver'd  from  the  deep, 
And  the  first  poet  sung. 

Nor  ever  shall  the  Mule's  eye 
Unraptiired  greet  thy  benin: 

Theme  of  ;irimeval  pn>|»h«'cy. 
Be  stdl  the  poet's  theme ! 

The  earth  to  thee  her  iMcoiuio  yields, 
Tlie  lark  thy  wehtimc  sinew. 

When  glittering  in  the  frenhen'd  fields 
The  snowy  mushroom  springs. 


How  gloriomi  is  tl^  gbdl« 
O'er  mountain  towar,  and  lowi^ 

Or  mirror'd  in  the  oeaaa  vasl^ 
A  thousand  fetfaona  dofwnl 

As  fresh  in  yon  horisn  4id^ 
As  young  thf  beaitfiaa  asaow 

As  when  t^  eagle  fiooi  iIm  aik 
First  sported  in  thy  baaiBi 

For,  feithful  to  UiiMnd  pi^ 
Heaven  Hill  rebaflds  ikgf  span* 

Nor  lets  the  type  grow  pale  with  ago 
That  fiist  spoke  peace  to  man.* 


THE  LASrr  MAN. 

All  woridly  shapea  shall  melt  in  gloonip 

The  Sim  kimaelf  must  die, 
Before  this  mortal  shall  amnma 

Its  Immortality! 
I  saw  a  vision  in  my  deap^ 
That  gave  my  spirit  strength  to  sweep 

Adown  die  gulf  of  Time ! 
I  saw  the  laat  of  bo^i^  SMmld. 
That  ihaU  CnaikNili  dMdi  bahaU, 

As  Adam  saw  hsr  ptfimal 

The  Sim*)i«fe  iMd  a  tUidf  ^tm% 

The  Eaith  with  aga 
The  skeleiDOs  of  mdona 

Around  dMt  fanaly  iHa! 
Some  had  ei]lirad  fai  Hgttf^    tfw 
sun  rusted  fai  Ihdr  Im^  hndi| 

In  plague  and  frmine  seine! 
Earth's  cities  had  no  sound  nor  tread , 
And  ships  were  drifUng  with  the  dead 

To  shores  where  all  was  dumb ! 

Yet,  prophetplike,  that  lone  one  stood. 

With  dauntless  words  and  high. 
That  shook  the  sere  leaves  from  the  wood 

As  if  a  storm  poss'd  by. 
Saying,  We  are  twins  in  death,  proud  SuB 
Thy  face  is  cold,  thy  race  is  run, 

T  is  Mercy  bids  thee  po ; 
For  thou  ten  thouHand  thoiisana  yeare 
Host  seen  the  tide  of  human  tears. 

That  shall  no  longer  flow. 

What  though  beneath  thee  man  put  forth 

His  pomp,  his  pride,  his  skill ; 
And  arts  that  made  fire,  flood,  and  earth 

The  vassals  of  his  will ; — 
Yet  mourn  1  not  thy  parted  sway. 
Thou  dim  discrowned  king  of  day  * 

For  all  those  tmphied  arts 
And  triumphs  that  beneath  thee  spnmg; 
lieal'd  not  a  passion  or  a  pang 

Entail'd  on  human  hearts. 

Go — let  oblivion's  curtain  fiiU 

Upon  the  stage  of  men, 
Nor  with  thy  rising  beams  recall 

Life's  tragedy  agam. 
Its  piteous  pageants  bring  not  liack« 
Nor  waken  flesh,  upon  the  rack 
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Of  pain  mew  to  writhe ; 
8tretch*d  in  diieMe'i  ■hapes  abhorr*d. 
Or  mown  in  botde  by  die  sword. 

Like  giaa  beneath  the  acythe. 

Ey*n  I  am  weaiy  in  jron  akiea 

To  watch  thy  ftdiiig  fire ; 
Test  of  all  aomleM  agoniea. 

Behold  not  me  eipire. 
My  lipi  that  ipeak  thy  dirge  of  death— 
Their  ronnded  gaap  and  gurgling  breath 

To  lee  thoa  thah  not  boan. 
The  eclipse  of  Nature  spreads  my  pallr— 
The  majesty  of  Darkness  shall 

Receive  my  porting  ghust ! 

This  spirit  shall  return  to  Him 

That  gave  its  heavenly  spark ; 
Tet  thirJc  not.  Sun,  it  shall  be  dim 

When  thou  thyself  art  darU 
No !  it  shall  live  again,  and  shine 
In  bliss  unknown  to  beams  of  thine ; 

By  him  recall'd  to  breath. 
Who  captive  led  captivity. 
Who  robb'd  the  grave  of  Victory^ — 

And  took  the  stiog  tma  Death! 

Go,  Sun,  while  Mercy  holds  me  up 

On  Nature's  awful  waste, 
To  drink  this  last  and  bitter  cop 

Of  grief  that  man  shall  taale — 
Go.  tell  the  Night  that  hides  thy  fiioe, 
Thou  sawlst  the  last  of  Adam's  race, 

On  Earth's  sepulchral  ckxl. 
The  dark'ning  umverse  defy 
To  quench  his  Immortality, 

Or  shake  his  trust  in  God ! 


VALEDICTORY  STANZAS 

To  J.  P.  KEMBLE.  Esq. 

Composed  for  a  Public  Meeting,  held  Jkae  1817. 

PuDE  of  die  British  stage, 

A  long  and  last  adieu ! 
Whose  image  brought  th'  heroic  age 

Revived  to  Fancy's  view. 
Like  fields  refresh'd  with  dewy  light 

When  the  sun  smiles  his  last, 
Tliy  parting  presence  makes  more  bright 

Our  memory  of  the  past ; 
And  memory  coi\jures  feelings  up 

That  wine  or  music  need  not  swell. 
As  high  we  lift  the  festal  cup 

To  Kemble— fare  thee  well! 

Hlu  was  the  spell  o'er  hearts 

^Vhich  only  Acting  lends. 
The  youngest  of  the  sister  Arts, 

Where  all  their  beauty  blends: 
For  ill  can  Pbelry  express 

Full  many  a  tone  of  thought  sublime, 
And  Painting,  muie  and  motionless^ 

Steals  but  a  glance  of  time. 


But  by  the  mighty  actor  brought, 
niosion's  perfect  tritunphs  come^    ■ 

VerM  ceases  to  be  airy  thought, 
And  Sculpture  to  be  dumk 

lime  may  again  revive. 

But  ne'er  eclipse  the  charm. 
When  Cato  spoke  in  him  alive. 

Or  Hotspur  kindled  warm. 
What  soul  was  not  resign'd  entire 

To  the  deep  sorrows  of  ihe  Moor<— 
What  English  heart  was  not  on  fire 

With  him  at  Azincour  ? 
And  yet  a  mi^esty  possess'd 

Hb  transport's  most  impetuous  tona. 
And  to  each  passion  of  his  lueast 

The  Graces  gave  their  xon& 

High  were  the  task — too  high. 
Ye  conscious  bosoms  here! 
In  iK'ords  to  paint  your  memory 
Of  Kemble  and  of  Lear ; 
But  who  forgets  that  white  discrovimed  head. 
Those    bursts   of    Reason's    halfeztinguah'd 
glare — 
Those  tears  upon  Cordelia's  bosom  shed. 
In  doubt  more  touching  than  despair. 
If  't  was  reality  he  feU7 

Had  Shakspeare*s  self  amidst  you  been, 
Friends,  he  had  seen  you  melt. 
And  triumph'd  to  have  seen ! 

And  there  was  many  an  hour 

Of  blended  kindred  fame, 
When  Siddons's  auxiliar  power 

And  sister  magic  came. 
Together  at  the  Muse's  side 

The  tragic  paragr)n8  had  grown— 
They  were  the  children  of  her  phde. 

The  columns  of  her  throne ; 
And  undivided  favor  ran 

From  heart  to  heart  in  their  applaose. 
Save  for  the  gallantry  of  man 

In  lovelier  ux>man's  cause. 

Fair  as  some  classic  dome. 

Robust  and  richly  graced, 
Tour  Kemble's  spirit  was  the  home 

Of  genius  and  of  taste : 
Taste,  like  the  silent  dial's  power. 

That  when  supernal  light  is  given. 
Can  measure  inspiration's  hour, 

And  tell  its  height  in  heaven. 
At  once  ennobled  and  correct. 

His  mien  survey 'd  the  tragic  page. 
And  what  the  actor  could  efifect. 

The  scholar  could  presage. 

These  were  his  traits  of  worth  >^ 

And  must  we  lose  them  now ! 
And  shall  the  scene  no  more  show  forth 

His  stemly-pleasing  brow ! 
Alas,  the  moral  brings  a  tear!— 

"T is  all  a  transient  hour  below, 
And  we  that  would  detain  thee  here. 

Ourselves  as  fleetly  go! 
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Tet  ahaU  oar  btort  age 
Thk  parting  leene  review : 

Fkide  of  the  Britiih  Mag^ 
Akogaiidlait 


A  DREAM. 

Well  macf  deep  pnmmt  m  fictiaii^ 

Suioe  our  waking  momentB  teem 
With  inch  iandful  ooovictioiM 

As  make  Itle  tiaelf  a  dreani^^ 
Half  our  daylight  &ith't  a  fiible; 

Sleep  ditporti  with  thadowi  too^ 
Seeming  in  their  tiim  at  itable 

Ai  the  world  we  wake  to  Tiew. 
Ne*er  bjr  daf  did  ReanQ*t  mint 
Give  my  thonghta  a  dearer  print 
Of  aanrwl  redUty, 
Than  wae  left  by  Phantasy, 
Scamp'd  and  eolor'd  oo  my  aprile. 
In  a  droam  of  yeHeiHBighL 

In  a  bark,  mechooght,  lone  itnerintx 

I  wae  cait  on  Ocean'i  strife ; 
Thia,  "t  was  whispered  in  my  hearings 

Meant  die  lea  of  lile. 
Sad  legrela  from  past  eiislenee 

Came,  like  galea  of  chilling  bretlh  | 
Sfaadow*d  in  the  lurward  distance 

Lay  the  land  of  Death. 
Kofw  aeeming  more,  now  less  remolib 
On  that  dim  seen  shore,  melhooghl^ 
I  beheld  two  hands  a  space 
Slow  mishroiid  a  spectre's  ftce ; 
And  my  flesh's  hair  upntood, — 
T  was  mine  own  similitude. 

Bat  my  seal  revired  at  seeing 
Ocean,  like  an  eroenild-spark. 

Kindle,  while  an  airdropt  being 
Smiling  steer'd  my  bark. 

Hearen-Iike— vet  he  loak*d  as  human 

m 

As  supernal  beauty  con, 
More  compassicmate  than  woman, 

Tjordly  more  than  man. 
And  as  some  sweet  clarion's  breath 
Stirs  the  soldier's  scorn  of  dcath-^ 
So  his  accents  bade  me  bruok 
ITie  spectre's  eyes  of  icy  look. 
Till  it  shut  them — tum'd  its  head, 
like  a  beaten  foe,  and  fled. 

"TVpes  not  this,"  I  said,  **  fair  spirit! 

That  my  death-hour  is  not  come  ? 
Say,  what  days  shall  I  inherit  7 — 

Tell  my  soul  their  sum." 
'  No,"  he  said,  **  >'on  phantom's  aspect 

Tnist  me.  would  appal  thee  worse. 
Held  in  clearly  measured  prospect  >-^ 

AkIk  not  ibr  a  curse  7 
Make  not,  for  T  overhear 
Thine  unspoken  thoaghts  as  dear 
As  thy  mortal  ear  could  catch 
The  dase-brooght  tickings  of  a  watch    ■ 
Make  nut  the  untold  request 
lliatli  now  revdving  in  thy  breaet 


«  T  is  to  live  agam,  remeaaaring 

Youth's  years  like  a  scene  idiaana^ 
In  diy  second  life-lime  treaanriof 

Knowledge  from  the  first 
Hast  thou  felt,  poor  selMeoeiver! 

Life's  career  so  void  of  pain,    * 
As  lo  wish  its  fitful  fever 

New  begun  again? 
Could  experience,  ten  times  difaia^ 
Pain  from  Being  diaentwine— 
Threads  by  Fate  together  span  ? 
Could  thy  flight  Heaven's  lightniiig  ahimf 
No,  nor  oould  thy  fiweaight's  glance 
"Scape  die  mjrriad  shafts  of  chance. 

"  Wouldst  thoa  bear  again  Lovels  trocMe  i 

Friendship's  deaih-dksever'd  ties; 
Toil  lo  grasp  or  miss  the  bubble 

Of  Ambition's  priae  ? 
Say  thy  life's  new-f^ed  action 

Flow'd  fiom  Virtue's  ftireat  springa— 
Still  would  Envy  and  Detractioo 

Doable  not  thdr  stinp  ? 
Worth  itself  is  but  a  charter 
To  be  mankind's  diitinguish'd  martyr." 
— I  caught  the  moral,  and  cried, «  EaSil 
Spirit!  let  us  onward  sail. 
Envying,  fearing,  hating  noiie^— 
Gnaidian  Spirit,  steer  me  on!" 


LINES 

WriUenaitkenqiuMifABHIgUimdSeaetfrmLm 
dcn,wktnmeitocomwtemoraUiMe2laltfMcaxk,tk§ 
day  of  victor  jf  in  EgypL 

Pledgk  to  the  much-loved  land  that  gave  us  birdi! 

Invincible  romantic  Scotia's  shore ! 
Pledge  to  the  memory  of  her  parted  worth ! 

And  first,  amidst  the  brave,  remember  Moore! 

And  be  it  deem'd  not  wTong  that  name  to  give. 
In  festive  hours,  which  prompu  the  patriot's  sif^ 

Who  would  not  en\7  such  as  Moore  to  livo  ? 
And  died  he  not  as  heroes  wish  to  die  7 

Yes,  though  too  soon  attaining  glory's  god, 
To  us  his  bright  career  too  short  was  given ; 

Yet  in  a  mighty  cause  his  phoenix  soul 
Rose  on  the  flames  of  victory  to  Heaven ! 

How  oft  (if  beats  in  subjugated  Spain 
One  patriot  heart)  in  secret  shall  it  mourn 

For  him ! — How  oft  on  fer  Corunna's  plain 
Shall  British  exiles  weep  upon  his  um.' 

Peace  to  the  mighty  dead !— our  bosom  thanks 
In  sprightlier  strains  the  living  may  inspire! 

Joy  to  the  chiefe  that  lead  old  Soo**«*fl  ranks. 
Of  Roman  garb,  and  more  than  Roman  fire* 

Triumphant  be  the  thistle  still  unfuri'd. 

Dear  svmbol  wild !  on  freedom's  hills  it  grow% 

Where  Fingd  stemm'd  the  tyrants  of  the  worU* 
And  Roman  eaglea  found  uncaoquer'd  foes. 
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Joy  to  the  band '  thia  day  on  £gypt*t  coast, 
Whoie  valor  tamed  {Mroud  France's  tricolor. 

And  wrench'd  the  banner  from  her  bravest  host. 
Baptized  Invincible  in  Austria's  gore ! 

Joy  for  the  day  on  red  Vimeira's  strand, 

When,  bayonet  to  bayonet  opposed, 
First  of  Britannia's  host  her  Highland  band 

Gave  but  the  death-shot  once,  and  foremost  closed ! 

Is  there  a  son  of  generous  England  here, 
Or  fervid  Erin  ? — ^he  with  us  shall  join. 

To  pray  that  in  eternal  union  dear. 

The  rose,  the  shamrock,  and  the  thistle  twine ! 

T^pes  of  a  race  who  shall  th*  invader  scorn. 
As  rocks  resist  the  billows  round  their  shore ; 

Types  of  a  race  who  shall  to  time  unborn 
Their  Country  leave  unconquer'd  as  of  yore ! 


STANZAS 

7b  Ike  memory  of  (he  SpaniiJt  Patriots  lafetti  JaUed 
in  resisting  the  Regency  and  the  Duke  of  Angou- 
Ume. 

Bravi  Hien  who  at  the  Trocadero  fell — 
Beside  your  cannons  oonquer'd  not,  though  slain, 
Tliere  is  a  victory  in  dying  well 
For  Freedom, — and  ye  have  not  died  in  vain ; 
For  come  what  may,  there  shall  be  hearts  in  Spain 
To  honor,  aye  embrace  your  martyr'd  lot, 
Cursing  the  Bigot's  and  the  Bourbon's  chain. 
And  looking  on  your  graves,  though  trophied  not, 
Af  holier,  hallow'd  ground  than  priests  could  make 
the  spot ! 

\Vhat  though  your  cause  be  baffled — freemen  cast 

In  dungeons— dragg'd  to  death,  or  forced  to  floe ; 

Hope  is  not  withered  in  affliction's  bla^t — 

The  patriot's  blood 's  the  seed  of  Freedom's  tree ; 

And  short  your  orgies  of  revenge  shall  be, 

Cowl'd  Demons  of  the  InquisilorinI  cell ! 

Earth  shudders  at  your  victory, — for  ye 

Are  worse  than  common  fiends  from  Heaven  that  fell, 

The  baser,  ranker  sprung.  Autochthones  of  Hell ! 

Go  to  your  bloody  rites  again — bring  back 
The  hall  of  horrors  and  the  assessor's  pen. 
Recording  answers  shriek'd  upon  the  rack ; 
Smile  o'er  the  gaspings  of  spine-broken  men  ^— 
Preach,  perpetrate  damnation  in  your  den  ; — 
Then  let  your  altars,  ye  blasphemers !  peal 
With  thanks  to  Heaven,  that  let  you  loose  again. 
To  practise  deeds  with  torturing  fire  and  steel 
No  eye  may  search — no  tongue  may  challenge  or 
reveal! 

Yet  laugh  not  in  your  carnival  of  crime 
Too  proudly,  ye  oppressors ! — Spain  was  free ; 
Her  scnl  hais  felt  the  foot-prints,  and  her  clime 
Been  winnow'd  by  the  vdnga  of  Liberty ; 
And  these  even  parting  scatter  as  they  flee 
Thoughts — influences,  to  live  in  hearts  unborn. 
Optnbns  that  shall  wrench  the  prison-key 
From  Persecution— show  her  mask  oflT-tom, 
And  tramp  her  bloated  head  beneath  the  foot  of  Scorn. 


Glory  to  them  that  die  in  this  great  cause ! 
Kings,  Bigots,  can  inflict  no  brand  of  shame. 
Or  shape  of  death,  to  shroud  them  from  applatise>* 
No ! — manglers  of  the  martyr's  earthly  frame ! 
Your  hangmen  fingers  cannot  touch  his  fame. 
Still  in  your  prostrate  land  there  shall  be  some 
Proud  hearts,  the  shrines  of  Freedom's  vestal  flame 
Long  trains  of  ill  may  pass  unheeded,  dumb. 
But  vengeance  is  behind,  and  justice  is  to  coma 


ITIwAdVSfiBBSBl. 


SONG  OF  THE  GREEKSL 

Again  to  the  battle,  Achaians ! 

Our  hearts  bid  the  tyrants  defiance ; 

Our  land,  the  first  garden  of  Liberty's  tree-^ 

It  has  been,  and  shall  yet  be,  the  land  of  the  free: 

For  the  cross  of  our  faiih  is  replanted,  ' 

The  pale  dying  crescent  is  daunted. 

And  we  march  that  the  foot-prints  of  Mahomet's  slaves 

May  be  wash'd  out  in  blood  from  our  fbrefathers'gravea* 

Their  spirits  are  hovering  o'er  us. 

And  the  sword  sludl  to  glory  restore  us. 

Ah !  what  though  no  succor  advances. 

Nor  Christendom's  cliivalrous  lances 

Are  slretch'd  in  our  aid — be  the  combat  our  own ! 

And  we'll  perish  or  conquer  more  proudly  alooe: 

For  we've  sworn  by  our  Country's  assaulters. 

By  the  virgins  they  *ve  dragg'd  from  our  altars. 

By  our  massacred  patriots,  our  children  in  chains. 

By  our  heroes  of  old,  and  their  blood  in  our  veins. 

That,  living,  we  shall  be  victorious, 

Or  that,  dying,  our  deaths  shall  be  glorious. 

A  breath  of  siihmiRsion  we  breathe  not ; 

The  sword  that  we've  drawn  we  will  sheathe  not! 

Its  scabbard  is  left  where  our  martyrs  are  laid. 

And  the  vengeance  of  ages  hss  whetted  its  Made. 

Earth  may  hide — waves  engulf^ — fire  consume  us. 

But  they  shall  not  to  slavery  doom  us : 

If  ihcy  rule,  it  Hhall  be  o'er  our  ashes  and  graves; 

But  we  've  Rmote  them  already  with  fire  on  the  waves 

And  new  triumphf)  on  land  are  before  us. 

To  the  charge ! — Heaven's  banner  is  oier  us. 

This  day  shall  yc  blush  for  its  story. 

Or  brighten  your  lives  with  its  glory. 

Our  women,  oh,  say.  shall  they  shriek  in  despair. 

Or  embrace  us  from  com]  uest  with  \^Teaths  in  their  haixf 

Accursed  may  his  memory  blacken. 

If  a  coward  there  be  that  would  slacken 

Till  wo  've  trampled  the  turban  and  shown  ourselves 

worth 
Being  sprung  from  and  named  for  the  godlike  of  earth 
Strike  home,  and  the  world  shall  revere  us 
As  heroes  descended  from  heroes. 

Old  Greece  lightens  up  with  emotion 

Her  inlands,  her  isles  of  the  Ocean ; 

Fanes  rebuilt,  and  fair  towns  shall  with  jubilee  ring. 

And  the  Nineshall  new-hallow  their  Helicon's  spring : 

Our  hcnrths  shall  be  kindled  in  gladness. 

That  were  cold  and  extinguish'd  in  sadness ; 
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Whilst  our  maideni  thall  dance  with  their  white 

wmving  arms. 
Singing  joy  10  the  brave  that  deliver*d  their  channa. 
When  the  blood  of  jron  Mumulman  cravena 
Shall  have  puri>led  the  bcalu  of  our  ravena. 


SONG  OF  HTBRIAS  THE  CRETAN. 

Mr  wealth's  a  burly  spear  and  bnuMi, 
And  a  hi(ht  goud  shield  of  hides  untann*d. 

Which  on  my  arm  I  buckle : 
With  these  I  plow,  I  reap,  I  sow. 
With  these  I  make  the  sweet  vintage  flow. 

And  all  around  me  truckle. 

But  )Tiur  wights  that  take  no  pride  to  wield 
A  mawy  spear  and  well-made  shield. 

Nor  joy  to  draw  the  sword  : 
Oh,  I  bring  those  heartless,  hapless  drones, 
Lkiwn  in  a  trire  on  their  marrow-bones» 

To  call  me  King  and  Lord. 


FRAGMENT 

FROM  TBX  GEEBK  Or  ALCMAIC. 

The  mountain  summits  sleep  .* — glens,  difis,  and 
caves. 
Are  silent — all  the  black  earth's  reptile  brood — 
The  bees     the  wild  beasts  of  the  mountain  wood : 
Id  depths  beneath  the  daiii-red  ocean's  waves 
Its  mumters  rest,  whilst  wrapt  in  bower  and  spray 
(]ach  liird  is  hush'd  that  strotch'd  its  pinions  to  the 
day. 

MARTIAL  ELEGY 

raOX    THE   GREK.K    OF   TYRT.KU8. 

flow  gtorioiis  fnll  the  valiant,  s^^-ord  in  hand. 
In  tr->nt  of  lianle  fi>r  thoir  nnli\c  land! 
Bit  o!i !  what  ilU  await  iht*  wnMch  that  yielils, 
A  TV<T»  ant  olllra^t  I'nun  liis  counlryH  fioids! 
Tin'  ii»"»:hir  wlinm  lio  lnvo«  i^hnll  ({nil  hrr  homo, 
Ati  nL"-il  litilKT  ul  hiH  Hide  hhiill  roam  ; 
ll.rt  li:i!f>  «>n«>«  rhall  w orpine  with  him  go, 
Vri!  :i  w»  itia  wiir  |<irtici|i:it(>  his  woo; 
Wtji'.i*  M-oni'd  and  sniwlM  njwui  hy  ovory  face, 
T.'it.v  p  :.<•  l»»r  liHul,  and  U-j;  fruni  placo  to  place. 

S'.i:ri  «if  hi«  brooill  dinhonorinc  manhood's  fiirm, 
A'*,  .i  -  *^:ill  r-Ii-avi'  to  hint: — Afllirtion's  storm 
SSt.l  Miin!  him  wandcrini;  in  iho  vale  of  yoan>, 
'1*11  .  !ir<t  to  nl)  hut  i£;noininiouii  li>nni. 
Jit  «rk.ill  noi  lAfMi  u>  Icuvi*  :i  ro<T(>:int*s  name, 
A:il  «  iihirrn.  like  hiniM'lf*,  inurt>d  to  Khamc. 

Til.*  wr  will  ('omluil  (i>T  our  fitlirrsi'  land, 
A:  1  w#»  will  ilrjiin  the  lifc-MrMxl  whore  wc  stand 
T»  «v:iA»'  o'.r  <hiliiri*n: — (iL'Iit  yo  ««ido  hy  wdo, 
A'.  !  -♦■rr.fil  clotr,  y«»  nu'U  of  ynillifiil  pride, 
I*'-  *  1  .iTi":  liar,  nnd  ih'rminir  li::lil  the  cost 
( >:  t..'«'  iiM'If  in  gloriou>  bcinlo  li«>i. 

ly  i\i'  f»ol  our  jiiros*  to  titom  th'  nno<inaI  fight, 
\\  »ii»-«'  |im*w  nro  norv***!  no  nioro  with  hnoyant  might; 
^••'.  Isic^inj  Mrkwari!.  lot  iho  yoiinnor  hrcoft 
IVnuit  the  man  of  ago  ;u  sight  imhUiui'd) 

O 


To  welter  in  the  combat's  if>remost  thniat, 
His  hoary  head  disheveU'd  in  the  dust. 
And  venerable  bosom  bleeding  bare. 

But  youth's  (air  form,  though  fiilKn,  is  ever  fiur 
And  beautiful  in  death  the  boy  appean, 
The  hero  bc^,  that  dies  in  blooming  yean ; 
In  man*s  regret  he  lives,  and  woman's  tean^ 
More  sacred  tlian  in  liic,  and  lovelier  far. 
For  having  perish'd  in  the  fnmt  of  war. 


SPECIMENS  OF  TRANSLATION 

rROM  MEDEA. 


Zxatovf  is  Xcywy,  Koviiv  ri  99fcv( 
Tovs  wpoodt  Pporws  ovK  ov  aftmprotf, 
Medea,  v.  194,  p.  63,  Glasg.  edit 


Tell  me,  ye  bards,  whose  skill  sublime 
First  charm'd  the  ear  of  jrouthful  Time, 
With  numbers  wrapt  in  heavenly  fire. 
Who  bade  delighted  echo  swell 
The  trembling  iransporti  of  the  lyre. 
The  murmur  of  the  shell — 
Wliy  to  the  burst  of  Joy  alrme 
Accords  sweet  Music's  soothing  tone  t 
Wliy  can  no  bord,  'vnih  magic  strain. 
In  slumbers  steep  the  heart  of  pain  f 
While  xnriod  tones  obey  your  sweep, 
The  mild,  the  )>laintive,  and  the  deep, 
Bends  not  doii|niring  (!rief  to  hear 
Your  golden  lute,  with  ravbh'd  ear  f 
Oh !  has  your  sweetest  shell  no  power  to  bind 
Tho  fiorcor  imnu^  that  shake  the  mind. 
And  lull  tho  wrath  at  whrjse  command 
Munlor  Imroti  hor  jiory  hand  ? 
Whon.  thihh'd  w  ith  joy,  the  nwy  throng 
Weave  the  liuht  dajico,  ye  swell  the  song! 
('oa«*o  yo  \ain  warhlors!  cojiho  to  charm 
Tho  breast  with  other  raptures  warm ! 
Coaso!  till  your  hand  with  magic  strain 
In  slumlx-n*  steep  the  heart  of  pcun! 


spkecii  of  the  chorus  in  tlle  same 

tra(;edy, 

TO  ntRSl'ADE  MFt>EA  FROM  IIKR  PURrOSE  OF  PUTTIMI 
IIKR    rillLDKKN  TO  DKA'I  II.  AM)  I'LYING    FOR    rRO 
TLCTIO.N  TO  ATIIKNS. 

STROPHE  t. 

O  HAGGARD  (]noon!  to  Aihonn  dtxt  thon  guide 
Thy  clowinc  chariot,  stoop'd  in  kindred  gore; 

Or  s«M-k  to  liido  thv  flamnc«l  p«rri«\«lo 

Whore  Poaro  and  M^rry  dwoU  lijr  evermore? 

Tho  land  whoro  Triiih,  purr,  pro<iou!«,  nnd  sublime 
Woooi*  thf'  drrp  tWrin  c  of  .s«»<iii<':l<'r'd  lK>wers, 

And  warrior*,  m:iirhh'S«  sinro  tho  Hrs't  of  time, 
Rear  their  bri;!ht  iNiiinorM  o'or  unconquer'd  towail! 

\Mipro  joyouj*  V(»u'li.  to  Music's  mollow  ytmin. 

TwinoH  in  tho  «!.'iiii-r  with  nvm;  h-^  (c>r  e\er  fidi, 
Wliile  sprinp  otoninl.  on  thn  liIio<l  plain. 

Waves  an*tN>r  rudiunce  tlinuigh  the  fields  of  air* 


40 


CAMPBELL'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


The  tanelul  Nine  (ao  sacred  legends  tell) 

Fint  waked  their  heavenly  lyre  these  scenes  arocmg; 

Still  in  your  greenwood  bowen  they  loTe  to  dwell ; 
Still  in  your  vales  they  swell  the  choral  song! 

Bat  diere  the  tonefol,  chaste,  Pierian  fiiir, 

The  guardian  njrmphs  of  green  Pbmassus,  now 

Sprung  from  Harmonia,  while  her  graceful  hair 
Waved  in  bright  auburn  o'er  her  polish*d  blow! 

AumsmopinE  i. 
Where  silent  vales,  and  glades  of  green  array, 

Tlie  murmuring  wreaths  of  cool  Cephisus  lave, 
There,  as  the  muse  hath  sung,  at  noon  of  day. 

The  Queen  of  BeauQr  bow'd  to  taste  the  wave ; 

And  blest  the  stream,  and  breathed  acmss  the  land 
The  soft  sweet  gale  that  fims  yon  summer  bowers; 

And  there  the  sister  Loves,  a  smiling  band, 

Ciown*d  with  the  fragrant  wreaths  of  rosy  flowers! 

••  And  go,"  she  cries,  "  in  yonder  valleys  rove. 
With  Beauty's  torch  the  solemn  scenes  illiune ; 

Wake  in  each  eye  the  radiant  light  of  Love, 

Breathe  on  each  cheek  young  Passion's  tender 
bloom! 

"  Entwine,  with  myrtle  chains,  your  soft  control. 
To  sway  the  hearts  of  Freedom's  darling  kind ! 

With  glowing  charms  enrapture  Wisdom's  soul. 
And  mould  to  gmce  ethereal  Virtue's  mind  ** 

aniopHC  II. 
Hie  land  where  Heaven's  own  hallow'd  waters  play. 

Where  friendship  binds  the  generous  and  the  good, 
Say,  shall  it  hail  thee  from  thy  frantic  way. 

Unholy  woman !  with  thy  hands  imbrued 

In  diine  own  children's  gore  7  Oh !  ere  they  bleed, 
Let  Nature's  voice  thy  ruthless  heart  appal ! 

PtoM  at  the  bold,  irrevocable  deed — 
The  mother  strikes — the  guiltless  babes  shall  fall! 

Think  what  remorse  thy  maddening  thoughts  shall 
•ting. 

When  dying  pangs  their  gentle  bosoms  tear ! 
Where  shah  thou  sink,  when  lingering  echoes  ring 

The  screams  of  horror  in  thy  tortured  ear  7 

No!  let  thy  bosom  melt  to  Pity's  cry, — 

In  dust  we  kneel — ^by  sacred  Heaven  implore — 

O!  stop  thy  lifled  arm.  ere  yet  they  die, 
Nor  dip  thy  horrid  hands  in  infiint  gore! 

AfVTISntOPHK  IL 

Say,  how  shalt  thou  that  barbarous  soul  assume, 
Undamp'd  by  horror  at  the  daring  plan  7 

Hast  thou  a  heart  to  work  thy  children's  doom? 
Or  bands  to  finish  what  thy  wrath  began  7 

Whui  o'er  each  babe  you  look  a  last  adieu. 
And  gaze  on  Innocence  that  smiles  asleep, 

Shall  no  fond  feeling  beat  to  Nature  true. 

Charm  thee  to  pensive  thought — and  bid  thee  weep? 

When  the  young  suppliants  clasp  their  parent  dear. 
Heave  the  deep  sob,  and  pour  the  artless  prayer, — 

Ay,  thou  shalt  melt; — and  many  a  heart-shed  tear 
Gush  o'er  the  hozdea'd  features  of  despair! 


Nature  shall  throb  in  eveiy  tender  atring,r— 
Thy  trembling  heart  the  ruffian's  task  deny}— 

Tliy  horror-smitten  hands  afar  shall  fling 

'The  blade,  undrench'd  in  blood's  eternal  dya* 

CIIORU8. 

Hallow'd  Earth !  with  indignation 
Mark,  oh  mark,  the  murderous  deed ! 

Radiant  eye  of  wide  creation. 
Watch  the  damned  parricide ! 

Yet,  ere  Colchia'a  nigged  daughter 

Perpetrate  the  dire  design. 
And  consign  to  kindred  slaughter 

Children  of  thy  golden  line ! 

Shall  thy  hand,  with  murder  gory, 
Cause  immortal  blood  to  flow  7 

Sun  of  Heaven !  array'd  in  glory 
Rise,  forbid,  avert  the  blow ! 

In  the  vales  of  placid  gladness 

Let  no  rueful  maniac  range ; 
ChaRO  afar  the  fiend  of  Madness, 

Wrest  the  dagger  from  Revenge ! 

Say,  hast  thou,  with  kind  protection, 
Rear'd  thy  smiling  race  in  vain ; 

Fostering  Nature's  fond  aflection. 
Tender  cares,  and  pleasing  pain  I 

Hast  thra  on  the  troubled  ocean 
Braved  the  tempest  loud  and  strong 

Where  the  waves,  in  wild  oommotioou 
Roar  Cyanean  rocks  among  7 

Didst  thou  roam  the  paths  of  danger 

Hymenean  joys  to  prove  7 
Spare,  O  sanguinary  stranger. 

Pledges  of  thy  sacred  love ! 

Shall  not  Heaven,  with  indignation. 
Watch  thee  o'er  the  barbarous  deed  ff 

Shalt  thou  cleans,  with  expiation. 
Monstrous,  munl'rous  parricide  7 


ODE  TO  WINTER. 

WncN  first  the  flery>mantled  Sun 
His  heavenly  race  began  to  run ; 
Round  the  earth  and  ocean  blue. 
His  children  four  the  Seasons  flew. 
First,  in  green  apporel  dancing, 

The  young  Spring  fnuiled  with  angel 
Rosy  Summer  next  advancing, 

Rush'd  into  her  sire's  embrace: 
Her  bright-hair'd  sire,  who  bade  her  keep 

For  ever  nearest  to  his  smiles. 
On  Calpe's  oIive-«haded  steep. 

On  India's  citmn-rover'd  inles : 
More  remote  and  buxom- brown 

The  Queen  of  vinta(re  how'd  before  his  thiona 
A  rich  pomegranate  gemm'd  her  crown, 

A  ripe  sheaf  bound  her  zone. 


But  howling  Winter  fled  aiiu*. 
To  hilla  that  prop  the  polar  star. 


158 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEUa 


47 


Arf  1mm  €0  dwf  hortw  car  •>  ridg. 
With  bamn  darkiw  faj  hii  ade. 
Boand  lh«  ihore  when  load  Loftden 

Whirii  to  dmth  the  nuiug  whele» 
Romid  the  hall  where  Rrniie  Odin 

Howie  hii  warecKig  to  the  gale ; 
Save  when  adown  the  ravaged  gMw 

Ho  tnveli  on  hii  natiTo  ■tonn, 
Daftow'ring  Natai«*e  gnaey  robe. 

And  trampling  on  her  fiided  torn  >— 
mi  light'e  returning  lord  aHome 

The  ahaft  that  drivea  him  to  hk  polar  iield, 
Of  power  to  pierce  hia  raven  plome^ 

And  cr]r8tal-cover*d  ehield. 


Oiireof  rtorma!  whoee  lavage  ear 
TIm  laplantl  dram  delighta  to  hear. 
When  Freuy,  with  her  bk)od-ehot  eje^ 
ImpkNrea  thy  dreadful  deitj. 
Archangel!  power qf  deeolaiion ! 

Faat  deacending  at  thou  art. 
Say,  haih  mortal  invocation 

SpeUa  to  touch  thy  stony  heart  ? 
Then,  aollen  Winter,  hear  hiy  prayer. 

And  gently  rule  the  ruin'd  year ; 
Nor  chill  the  wanderar*!  boeom  bare, 

Nor  fireeae  the  wretch*a  fidliiig  tear  ;— 
To  ehuddering  want'a  unmantled  bed 
Thy  hoiTor>breaihing  aguea  ceaae  to  lead. 
And  gently  on  the  orphan  head 
Of  innoeenoe  deeoend. 

But  chiefly  apare,  O  king  of  clouda ! 
The  railor  on  his  aiiy  throods ; 
When  wrecka  and  beocona  strew  the  ateep. 
And  spectres  walk  along  the  deep. 
Milder  yet  thy  snowy  breezes 

Pour  on  yonder  tented  Mhore«t 
Hliere  the  Rhine's  brund  billow  freeaea 

Or  the  dark-brown  Danube  roan. 
Oh,  windu  of  Winter !  list  ye  there 

To  many  a  deep  and  dying  groan ; 
Or  start,  ye  demons  of  the  midnight  air, 

At  shrieks  and  thunders  louder  than  your  own. 
AUs .'  ev*n  your  unhnllow'd  breath 

May  t|«re  the  victim  fallen  low ; 
But  man  will  ask  no  truce  to  death^^ 

No  bounds  to  human  woe.' 


UNES 

Spoiem  fcy  .Vr.  ••••.of  Drurif-fjtne  Theatre,  on  the 
f.rtl  optning  qf  the  hmise  after  the  death  of  the 
Pnnttn  Charlotte,  1817. 

Barro*«8 !  although  our  task  is  but  to  show 
The  scenes  and  passions  of  fictitiiius  woe. 
Think  not  we  come  this  night  without  a  part 
In  that  deep  sorrow  of  the  public  heart. 
Which  like  a  shade  hath  darkened  every  place. 
And  moisten'd  mith  a  tear  the  manliest  &ce ! 
The  bell  is  scarcely  hush'd  in  Windsor's  pilea, 
That  loird  a  requiem  from  the  sol«>nm  aisles. 
For  her.  the  ro^-al  flower.  low  laid  in  dust. 
That  was  your  &irest  hope,  your  fondest  trust. 


wrium  in  RemMoy,  «t  the  doss  of  18D0,  be- 
oT  hosltUtiss. 


UnoomdoaB  of  the  doom,  we  draamt,  alaa! 

That  ev*n  these  walls,  ere  many  monUM  sbonld  pMi 

Which  but  return  sad  accents  for  her  now. 

Perhaps  had  witnese'd  her  benignant  brow, 

Cheer*d  by  the  voice  you  wtMild  have  raised  on  hi|^ 

In  burata  of  British  love  and  loyalty. 

But,  Britain !  now  thy  chiel^  thy  people  moom. 

And  Claremont's  home  of  love  ia  left  ibrlom  s-^ 

There,  where  the  happieat  of  the  happy  dwelt. 

The  'scutcheon  glooms,  and  royalty  halh  felt 

A  wound  that  every  boaoro  feda  ita  own^— 

The  bleraing  of  a  fiuher^s  heart  o*erthfown 

The  moat  beloved  and  moat  devoted  bride 

Tom  from  an  agonized  huaband'e  side. 

Who  **  long  as  Memory  holds  her  seat "  shall  view 

That  apeechlesa,  more  than  apoken,  last  adieu. 

When  the  fii*d  eye  long  look'd  connubial  fiuth. 

And  beam*d  aflection  in  the  trance  of  death. 

Sod  was  the  pomp  that  yesternight  beheld. 

As  with  the  moumer^s  heart  the  anthem  swell'd. 

While  toreh  succeeding  torch  illiuned  eadi  high 

And  banner'd  arch  of  England's  duvaliy. 

The  rich  plumed  canopy,  the  gotgeoua  pall. 

The  sacred  march  and  sable-veaied  waU^— 

Tlieae  were  not  rites  of  ineipreasive  show, 

But  hallow*d  as  the  types  of  real  woe ! 

Daughter  of  England !  for  a  nation's  sigfaa, 

A  nation's  heart  went  with  thine  obsequiea!— 

And  oft  shall  time  revert  a  look  of  grief 

On  thine  existence,  beautiful  and  brief 

Fair  spirit !  send  thy  blessing  from  above 

On  realms  where  thou  art  canonized  by  love! 

Give  to  a  fiither's,  husband*s  bleeding  mind. 

The  peace  that  angels  lend  to  human  kind ; 

To  us,  who  in  thy  loved  remembrance  feel 

A  sorrowing,  but  a  soul-ennobling  zeal — 

A  loyalty  that  touches  all  the  best 

And  loftiest  principles  of  England's  breast ! 

Still  may  thy  name  speak  amcord  from  the  tomh*- 

Still  in  the  Muse's  breath  thy  memory  bloom ! 

They  shall  describe  thy  life — thy  form  portray; 

But  all  the  love  that  mourns  thee  swept  av^'ay, 

"T  is  not  in  language  or  expressive  arts 

To  paiot — ^)'et  feci  it,  Britons,  in  your  hearts ! 


UNES 
ON  THE  GRAVE  OF  A  SUICIDE. 

Br  strangers  left  upon  a  lonely  shore. 

Unknown,  unhonor'd,  woa  the  fririHlless  dead ; 

For  child  to  weep,  (jr  widow  to  deplore. 
There  never  rnme  to  his  uuburiod  head* 
All  from  his  dreary  hnhiiotion  (led. 

Nor  will  the  lanlcmM  finherman  n\  eve 

Launch  on  lliat  water  hy  the  wiK-lirs'  tow'r. 

Where  helleln>re  and  hem1o<-k  Keom  to  ueave 
Round  its  dark  vauIiM  a  melancholy  IniwV, 
For  spirits  of  the  dead  at  night's  enchanted  nont 

They  ♦'read  to  meet  thee.  |'o<)r  iinft»riiiiinte' 
Whose  rnine  it  was.  on  life'w  uii  ii'^'ird  road 

To  feel  the  Micndnme  hMffi'iinLT*  of  Hit. 
An«l  render  Ivxck  fhy  l»i'iriir*»i  liciivy  lnud. 
Ah!  once,  iwrhaji^,  the  wxial  ['ns^jnii"  clow'd 

1^ 
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III  thy  devoted  boeom — and  the  hand 

That  smote  iti  kindred  heart  might  yet  be  prone 

To  deeds  of  mercy.     Who  may  understand 
Thy  many  woes,  poor  suicide,  unknown  ?— 
He  who  thy  being  gave  shall  judge  of  thee  alone. 


•    REULLURA.' 

Star  of  the  mom  and  eve, 

ReuUura  shone  like  thee. 
And  well  for  her  might  Aodh  grieve, 

The  dark-attired  Culdee.* 
Peace  to  their  shades !  the  pure  Culdeet 

Were  Albyn's  earliest  priests  of  God» 
Ere  yet  an  island  of  her  seas 

By  ibot  of  Saxon  monk  was  trode. 
Long  ere  her  churchmen  by  bigotry 
Were  barr'd  from  holy  wedlock's  tie, 
"Twas  then  that  Aodh,  fomed  afar, 

In  lona  preach'd  the  word  with  power, 
And  Reullura,  beauty's  star, 

Was  the  partner  of  his  bower. 

But,  Aodh,  the  roof  lies  low. 

And  the  thistle-down  waves  bleaching, 
And  the  bat  flits  to  and  fro 

Where  the  Gael  once  heard  thy  preaehing; 
And  fallen  is  each  column'd  aisle 

Where  the  chiefs  and  the  people  knelt. 
"T  was  near  that  temple's  goodly  pile 

That  honor'd  of  men  they  dwelt. 
For  Aodh  was  wise  in  the  racred  law. 
And  bright  Reullura 's  eyas  oil  saw 

The  veil  of  fate  uplifted. 
Alas,  with  what  visions  of  awe 

Iler  soul  in  that  hour  was  gifled — 

When  pale  in  the  temple  and  faint. 

With  Aodh  sh^  stood  alone 
By  the  statue  of  an  aged  Saint ! 

Fair  sculptured  was  the  stone. 
It  bore  a  cnicifix ; 

Fame  said  it  once  had  graced 
A  Christian  temple,  which  the  Picts 

In  the  Britons'  land  laid  waste : 
The  Pictish  men,  by  St.  Columh  taught. 
Had  hither  the  holy  relic  brought 
Reullura  eyed  the  statue's  face. 

And  cried,  "  It  is  he  shall  come. 
Even  he,  in  this  very  place. 

To  a«renge  my  martyrdom. 

•*  For,  woe  to  the  Gael  people ! 

Ulvfagre  is  on  the  main, 
And  lona  shall  look  from  lower  and  steeple 

On  the  coming  ships  of  the  Dane ; 

1  Reullura,  in  Gaelic,  aiirnifics  "  beautiful  atar." 
9  The  CuMee*  wrro  the  primitive  rierrr  of  Scotland,  and  ap- 
parently her  only  riorry  from  tins  tixth  to  the  elrveoth  ci'ntury. 
They  were  of  Irith  oriicin ;  and  thrir  moniiiili>ry.  on  the  inland 
of  lona  or  Irolmki!!,  wa«  the  sf^minary  of  Chriftianifyin  Xorth 
Britain.  Prp»bytprinn  wrilem  have  wiched  to  prove  th^m  to  have 
been  a  Mirt  of  Prmbytem.  itranf  pre  to  the  Roman  Church  and 
Rpiecopa'*y.  ft  leemi  to  be  extablishod  that  thny  were  not  ene- 
iniea  to  Rpiiiropncy ;  but  thai  they  w^rr  not  •lavishly  aobJ<  cted 
to  Rome.  Hke  the  clerry  of  later  ppriodp,  apprari  by  their  re- 
fistinf  the  Papal  ordinance*  refpeciins  the  eel  diary  of  rplifinua 
i»en,  on  m'hirh  areonnt  they  were  nhimntrly  d'eplarnd  by  the 
aOTSfsiffiw  to  Hisks  way  for  mors  Popiab  canons. 


And,  dames  and  daughtera,  ahall  all  your 

With  the  spoiler's  grasp  entwine  f 
No !  some  shall  have  shelter  in  caves  and  rods 

And  the  deep  sea  shall  be  mine. 
BaiHcd  by  me  shall  the  Dane  return. 
And  here  shall  his  torch  in  the  temple  barn. 
Ui>til  that  holy  man  shall  plow 

The  waves  from  InnisfaiL 
His  sail  is  on  the  deep  e'en  now, 

And  swells  to  the  southern  gale/ 


t$ 


**  Ah !  knowest  thou  not,  my  bride," 

The  holy  Aodh  said, 
**That  the  Saint  whose  form  we  stand 

Has  for  ages  slept  with  the  dead  f  '* 
"  He  livcih,  he  liveth,"  she  said  again, 

**  For  the  span  of  his  life  tenfold  extends 
Beyond  the  wonted  ycnn  of  men. 

He  sits  by  the  graves  of  welMoved  frienda 
That  died  ere  thy  grandsire's  grandsire's  birth , 
The  oak  is  decayed  with  old  age  on  earth. 
Whose  acom-«eed  had  been  planted  by  him ; 

And  his  parents  remember  the  day  of  dread 
When  the  sun  on  the  cram  look'd  dim. 

And  the  graves  gave  up  their  dead. 

''Yet,  preaching  from  clime  to  clime. 

He  hath  roam'd  the  earth  for  ages. 
And  hither  he  shall  come  in  time 

Allien  tlie  wTath  of  the  heathen  rages. 
In  time  a  renmant  from  the  sword—- 

Ah !  but  a  remnant  to  deliver ; 
Yet,  blest  be  the  name  of  the  Lord ! 

His  mart)Ts  shall  go  into  bliss  for  ever. 
Lochlin,'  appal  I'd,  shall  put  up  her  steel. 
And  thou  shah  embark  on  the  bounding  keel; 
Safe  shall  thuu  pass  through  her  hundred  shipa. 

With  the  Saint  and  a  remnant  of  the  Gaelt 
And  the  Lord  will  instruct  thy  lips 

To  preach  in  Innisfail."* 

The  sun,  now  about  to  set. 

Was  burning  o'er  Tiriee, 
And  no  Grathfring  cry  roue  yet 

O'er  the  isles  of  AlbjTi's  sea. 
Whilst  ReuIIum  sow  far  rowers  dip 

Their  oors  beneath  the  sun. 
And  the  phontom  of  many  a  Danish  ship^ 

Where  ship  there  yet  was  none. 
And  the  shield  (if  alarm'  wns  dumb. 
Nor  did  ihrir  warning  till  midtiight  come. 
When  walch-Hres  hurst  from  ftcnws 

From  Rona  and  Hist  and  Skey, 
To  tell  thai  iho  shi|>s  of  the  Done 

And  ihc  red-hair'd  slayers  were  nigh. 

Otir  islefmien  arose  from  i«liimben<. 

And  hurklc'd  on  their  armj« ; 
But  few,  nias!  wore  their  nnmhers 

To  I»<'hlin>  mnilod  pwnrm^. 
And  the  bin'!<^  of  ihe  bloo<ly  Norse 

Has  nil'd  the  fljorc'S  of  the  Gael 
With  mnny  a  floating  corse. 

And  with  many  a  woman's  wail. 


1  IVnmnrk.  5  Ireland. 

3  Ptrikint  the  ^htcM  wna  an  anrient  mode  ofconvoea; 
1  war  UDonf  ths  Gael. 
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TImt  hvni  lighiwl  the  UMdi  widi  Riifai%  lonli. 
Aid  die  holy  bmd  of  koA'k  chuich 
In  iIm  iMBple  of  God  kgr  dun; 

An  bat  Aodh,  iho  kit  CaUoe, 
But  bound  withnuif  on  iran  clMiiit 

Bound  in  iboi  ehuich  wm  ho. 

And  wbere  «  Aodh*i  bride  ? 

Rodn  of  the  ocean  flood ! 
Flanged  the  not  fiom  yoor  beighii  in  pride^ 

And  roockM  Ibe  men  of  blood  ? 
Then  Ulvfiigre  and  hie  bende 

In  the  temple  lighted  their  benqoet  npb 
And  the  print  of  their  btoodnned  bends 

Wat  left  on  the  altar-cap^ 
T  wae  then  that  the  Nonenan  to  Aodh  laidt 

*  TeU  where  thy  diarch*i  treattire  '■  laid, 

•  Or  1 11  hew  thee  hub  from  limb^" 

Aa  he  epoke  the  bell  atmcfc  three, 
And  every  tordi  grew  dim 
That  lighted  their  reveUy. 

Bat  the  tonhM  again  burnt  bright. 

And  brighter  than  before. 
When  an  aged  man  of  m^jeitie  he^^t 

Entered  the  temple  door. 
Hodi'd  wae  die  rerellen*  aound. 

They  were  itraek  at  mote  ae  die  dead. 
And  thiir  heam  were  appall'd  fay  the  Tory  aound 

Of  hit  fiwlilep'i  meeeured  tread. 
Nor  wofd  wae  epoken  by  one  beholder, 
Whiie  he  flung  hk  white  robe  badi  on  hit  ihoaldei; 
And  iincching  hit  anm    at  eath 

Unrireted  Aodh*t  banda, 
Aa  if  the  fy  vea  bad  been  a  wreath 

Of  wiUowv  in  his  handi. 

All  mw  the  ttranger't  similitude 

To  the  ancient  ttatue's  form ; 
Hie  Saint  before  hit  own  image  itood. 

And  gratp*d  UlTfogre*t  arm. 
Then  apitae  the  Danee  at  latt  to  deliver 

Their  chief,  and  shouting  with  one  accord. 
They  drew  the  shaft  from  ila  rattling  quiver, 

They  lifted  the  spear  and  swwd. 
And  levell'd  their  spears  in  rows. 
Bat  down  went  axes  and  spears  and  bowa. 
When  the  Saint  with  hit  crosier  sign*d. 

The  archer's  hand  on  the  string  was  ttopt, 
Ami  down.  like  reeds  laid  flat  by  the  wind. 

Their  Uftcd  v«*eapont  dropL 

Tlie  Saint  then  gave  a  rignal  mute. 

And  though  Ulv&gre  will'd  it  not. 
He  came  and  stood  at  the  statue's  foot, 

Speil-riveted  to  the  spot. 
Till  hands  invisible  shook  the  wall. 

And  the  tottering  image  was  dash*d 
Down  fnnm  its  lofty  pedestal. 

On  L'lvfagre*s  helm  it  crash'd — 
Helmet,  and  shall,  and  flevh,  and  brain. 
If  cmsh'd  at  millstone  cnishes  the  grain. 
Then  spoke  the  Saint,  whilst  all  and  each 

Of  the  Heathen  trembled  round. 
And  the  pausea  amidtt  hit  speech 

Were  at  awful  at  the  touiid : 
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"Oo  back,  yo  wolTei,  to  your  deoa,"  he  eried* 

**And  tell  the  natSona  abroad. 
Bow  the  fieroett  of  your  herd  baa  died 

That  ilanghier^d  die  flock  of  God. 
Gather  him  bone  by  bone, 

And  taha  with  you  o*er  the  flood 
The  firagraenii  of  that  avenging  maom 

That  drank  hit  Heathen  blood. 
Theoe  are  the  spoilt  Aom  Iona*s  sack. 
The  only  spoils  ye  shall  carry  back  { 
For  the  hand  that  upUfteth  spear  or  swotd 

Shall  be  widier'd  by  palsy^  shock. 
And  I  come  in  the  name  of  die  Lord 

To  deliver  a  remnant  of  his  flock. 

A  remnant  was  calVd  togMher, 

A  dolefid  remnant  of  the  Gael, 
And  the  Saint  in  the  ship  that  had  brom^ 
hidier 

Took  the  mourners  to  IimisfoiL 
Unscathed  they  left  tone's  strand. 

When  the  opal  mom  first  flush*d  Iha  dbf» 
Tot  die  Norse  dropt  spear,  and  bow  and  Dnnd 

And  look'd  on  them  silendy ; 
Save  ftom  their  hiding-places  came 
Orphans  and  mothers,  diiM  and  dame* 
But  alas!  when  the  search  for  Reidlmm 

No  answering  voice  was  given, 
For  the  sea  had  gone  o*er  her  lovely  head. 

And  her  spirit  was  in  Heaven. 


THE  TURKISH  LADT. 

7  WAS  the  hour  when  rites  tmholy 
Caird  each  Pajmim  voice  to  pniyi 

And  the  star  that  fiided  slowly 
Left  to  dewt  the  freshened  air. 


Day  her  sultry  firet  had  wasted. 
Calm  and  sweet  the  moonlight 

£v*n  a  captive  tpirit  tasted 
Half  oblivion  of  hit  woct. 


Then  *t  wat  from  an  Emir's  palace 
Came  an  eastern  lady  bright : 

She,  in  spite  of  tyrants  jealous. 
Saw  and  loved  an  English  knighd 

**  Tell  me,  captive,  why  in  anguish 
Foes  have  dragged  thee  here  to  dwell. 

Where  poor  Christians  as  they  languidi 
Hear  no  soiuid  of  sabbath  bell  f'—- 

"  T  was  on  7Vansylvania*s  Bonnet, 
When  the  Crevcent  shone  afar, 

Like  a  pale  disastrous  planet 
0*er  the  purple  tide  of 


**  In  that  day  of  desolation. 
Lady,  I  was  captive  made ; 

Bleeding  for  my  Christian  nation 
By  die  walls  of  high  Belgrade." 

**  Ceptive !  could  the  brightest  jewel 
From  ray  turban  set  thee  free  V — 

*■  Lady,  no ! — the  ^ft  were  cruel, 
Raonm'd,  yet  if  reft  of  dieob 
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"  Say,  fidr  prinoeii !  would  it  griew  fiiM 
Christian  climea  ihouki  we  behold  f  " 

"  Nay,  bold  knight !  I  would  not  leave  tliee 
Were  thy  ramom  paid  in  gold !** 

Now  in  Heaven*!  Uue  expannon 
Rose  the  midnight  star  to  riew* 

When  to  qiiit  her  fitther't  mamion 
Thrice  she  wept,  and  bade  adieu ! 

"  Fly  we  then,  while  none  diioover ! 

lV"^t  barks,  in  vain  ye  ride !  *' 
Soon  at  Rhodes  the  Britiuh  lover 

Clasp'd  his  blooming  Eastern  Bride. 


THE  WOUNDED  HUSSAR. 

Alons  to  the  banks  of  the  dark-rolling  Danube 
Fair  Adelaide  hied  when  the  battle  was  o'er  .* — 

**  Oh  whither,"  she  cried,  **  hast  thou  wander'd,  my 
lover? 
Or  here  dost  thou  welter  and  bleed  on  the  shore  T 

**What  voice  did  I  hear?  'twas  my  Heniy  that 
sigh'd !" 

All  mournful  she  hasten*d,  nor  wander'd  she  &r, 
When  bleeding,  and  low,  on  the  heath  she  descried, 

Bf  the  light  of  the  moon,  her  poor  wounded  Hussar! 

From  his  bosom,  that  heaved,  the  last  torrent  was 
streaming, 

And  pale  was  his  visage,  deep  mark'd  with  a  scar! 
And  dim  u*as  that  eye,  once  exprenively  beaming, 

That  melted  in  love,  and  that  kindled  in  w^ ! 

How  smit  was  poor  Adelaide's  heart  at  the  sight ! 

How  bitter  she  wept  o'er  the  victim  of  war ! 
"  Hast  thou  come,  my  fond  Love,  this  last  sorrowful 
night. 

To  cheer  the  lone  heart  of  your  wounded  HussarT' 

"  Thou  shalt  live,"  she  replied,  "  Heaven's  mercy, 
relieving 

Each  anguishing  wound,  shall  forbid  me  to  mourn." 
"  Ah,  no !  the  last  pang  of  my  bosum  is  heaving ! 

No  light  of  the  mom  shall  to  Henry  return ! 

"Thou  charmer  of  life,  ever  tender  and  true ! 

Ye  babes  of  my  love,  that  await  me  afar!" 
Hit  Altering  tongue  scarce  could  murmur  adieu, 

When  he  nmk  in  her  arms— the  poor  wounded 
Hussar! 


UNES 

IRBCIIIBED  ON  TIIR  MONUMENT  UkTRLT  FINimKO  BY 

Ma.  CHANTItCY, 

Wkkh  hu  been  enirted  by  the  Widow  of  Adminl  Sir  O. 
Csmpbcll.  K.  C.  B.  to  the  memory  of  her  Hushsod. 

To  him,  whrwe  loyal,  breve,  and  gentle  heart. 
Fulfill 'd  ihr  hero's  and  the  patrioi's  part^ — 
Whose  charity,  like  that  which  Paul  ei^ioin'd. 
Was  wann.  beneficent,  and  unconfined,—- 
This  stone  w  rear'd  :  to  public  duty  true. 
The  seaman's  friend,  the  &ther  of  his  crew— 
Blild  in  reproof,  sagacious  in  command. 
Ha  spreid  fiatemal  zoal  throughout  his  band,  | 


And  led  each  arm  to  aet,  each  heait  Id  ftel 
What  British  valor  owes  to  Biilam's  waaL 
Tliese  were  his  public  viitiiei  >-4xit  to  tno« 
His  private  life's  fiJr  purity  and  grace. 
To  paint  the  traits  that  drew  aflfectioii  strong 
From  friends,  an  ample  and  an  ardent  throng. 
And,  more,  to  speak  his  memory's  grateful  claim 
On  her  who  mourns  him  moat,  and  bears  his  name  • 
Overcomes  the  trembling  hand  of  widow*d  grieC 
O'ercomes  the  heart,  unconscious  of  relief 
Save  in  Religion's  high  and  holy  trust. 
Whilst  placing  their  mennrial  o'er  his  dual 


THE  BRAVE  ROLAND.i 

Tm  brave  Roland ! — the  brave  Roland  !— 
False  tidings  reach'd  the  Rhenish  strand 

That  he  had  fall'n  in  fight ; 
And  thy  faithful  bosom  swoon'd  with  pain, 
O  loveliest  maiden  of  Allemayne ! 

For  the  loss  of  thine  own  true  knigfu. 

But  why  so  rash  has  she  ta'en  the  veil. 
In  yon  Nonnenwerder's  ckNsten  pale  f 

For  her  vow  had  scarce  been  sworn. 
And  the  &tal  mantle  o'er  her  flung. 
When  the  Drachonfells  to  a  trumpet  rang-> 

"T  was  her  own  dear  warrior's  horn ! 

Woe!  woe !  each  heart  shall  bleed— ahall 
She  would  have  hung  upon  his  neck. 

Had  he  come  but  yester-even : 
And  he  had  clasp'd  those  peeriess  chaima 
That  shall  never,  never  fill  his  arms. 

Or  meet  him  but  in  heaven. 

Yet  Roland  the  brave— Roland  the  true- 
He  could  not  bid  that  spot  adieu ; 

It  was  dear  still  'midst  his  woes; 
For  he  loved  to  breathe  the  neighboring  air 
And  to  think  she  blest  him  in  her  prayer. 

When  the  Halleluiah  rose. 

There  'a  yet  one  wmdow  of  that  pile. 
Which  he  built  above  the  Nun's  green  ide; 

Thence  sad  and  oA  look'd  he 
(When  the  chant  and  organ  sounded  slow) 
On  the  mansion  of  his  love  below. 

For  herself  he  might  not  see. 

She  died ! — He  sought  the  battle-plain ! 
Her  image  fiH'd  his  dying  brain. 

When  he  fell  and  wish'd  to  &11 : 
And  her  name  was  in  his  latest  sigh. 
When  Rfilaiid.  the  flower  of  chivalry, 

Expired  at  Roncevall. 


I  The  tradition  which  formi  the  fobatance  of  t! 
b  Btill  prew>nrixl  in  G«>mMa]r.  An  ancient  lower  oo  a 
called  the  Riilandaecfc,  a  few  milee  above  Boon  on  llw 
ia  ahfiwn  an  the  habitation  which  Roland  baik  is 
Dimncry,  into  which  hia  miatrfaa  had  retired,  on  havinr 
an  onfuonded  acoount  of  hia  death.  Whatever 
thouffht  of  the  ciedtbility  of  the  leceod.  ita  eecoexf 
renollerted  %rith  pleaaure  by  every  one  who  kaa  viaked 
romantic  Inndacape  of  the  Dracbenfelk,  the  RoUodssek. 
the  beaatifal  adjacent  Ust  of  the  Rhkie,  whsrs  s 
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IBE  flPBCTRB  BOAT. 

Lmbt  raid  ftl»  Tm^bmaA  i»  lavn  a  lovdf  maid 

WhD  braka  bar  heart  and  died  to  liide  her  blmhiiig 

dMek  ffOB  eeofii* 
Qm  nigbt  ha  diaaatt  he  woo'd  her  hi  their  wanted 

bower  oi  hwei 
Wheia  die  flowen  epnng  thM(  arouid  theni,  and  the 

faiidi  Miig  eweeC  abora* 


Bat  the  oeene  waa  ewifUj  dianged  faHo  a  dmrdi- 

yaid*^  dienal  Tiew, 
Aad  hv  Upe  grew  biaek  beneath  Ua  kia,  floa  lo¥a*a 

dalicioQi  hiia> 
What  mora  he  dreamt,  be  told  to  none;  bnlvdiiid- 

dariof.  pale,  and  domb^ 
Look'd  out  opon  the  wavee,  like  one  diat  knew  hia 

hoar  was  oome. 

Twaa  now  the  dead-watdi  of  the  night — the  helm 

wai  laih*d  a4ca, 
And  the  aUp  rode  where  Blbont  iEtna  lighti  the 

deep  LevaaAine  wa ; 
When  beneath  ila  glare  a  boal  eune^  iow*d  bf  a 

wonmn  in  bar  diroiid, 
Who^  widi  eyae  that  made  oar  bkwd  ran  edid,  etood 

op  and  ipoke  aloud  >-« 


TWlor»  down,  lor  whom  mf  ghoel  etill 
anftigiven! 

Ferdinand,  for  whom  I  broke  mj 
peace  with  Heaven  f*— 
It  wee  tmn  to  hold  the  victini,  lor  he  plimged  to 

mf«t  her  call. 
Like  the  bird  thai  shrieki  and  flatten  in  the  gazing 
■erpent't  thrall. 

Yoa  maf  guem  the  boldest  mariner  ■hnmk  daunted 

ijnom  the  sight. 
For  the  Spectre  and  her  winding-sheet  shone  blue 

with  hideous  light ; 
like  a  Sery  wheel  the  boat  spun  n^ith  the  waring  of 

her  hand. 
And  round  they  went,  and  down  they  went,  as  the 

cock  crew  fi<Mn  the  land. 


THE  LOVER  TO  HIS  MI^TRES^ 

Olf  Hm  BIETH-nAT. 

Ir  any  whita>wing'd  I\>wer  above 

My  joys  and  grieft  survey, 
Hm  day  ifilien  thou  wen  bom,  my  lova— 

Ha  surely  Ueos'd  that  day. 

I  langh*d  (till  taught  by  thee)  when  told 

Of  Beauty's  magic  poweis. 
That  ripen'd  life's  dull  ore  to  gold. 

And  changed  its  weeds  to  flowera. 

ily  mind  had  lovely  shapes  portray'd ; 

Bat  thought  I  earth  had  one 
Coold  make  ev*n  Fancy's  viiions  fiide 

like  stars  bafiire  the  sun  ? 


I  ipmedf  and  Mt  upon  my  Vpi 
Th'  anflnish'd  aeeenti  bangs 

Ote  momenifk  bUsB,  ana  hon^  kim^ 
To  mptara  ohaagad  each  pang. 


And  tlvmgh  aa  ewift  aa  Bi^htning^i 
Those  tranced  mnmauts  flew. 

Not  all  the  wnvai  af  dme  shaU  wwh 
Their  memoiy  flram  my  view* 


Bot  didy  shall  iny  raptured  song^ 
And  gladly  shall  my  oyea^ 

Still  bless  this  day's  return,  aa  kng 
As  thoa  Shalt  see  it 


LINES 

ON  aCCKIVINO  A  IBAL  WTTR  TBS  CAMPnEUb 
FBOM  K. 


Thib  wai  returns  not  back  mora  fldr 
Hi'  impression  of  the  gift  you  send. 

Than  stamp'd  upon  my  thooghts  I  bear 
The  imege  of  yoor  worth,  my  fikndS— 

We  are  not  friends  of  jresteiday^— 

But  poets*  fiutcies  are  a  little 
Disposed  to  heat  and  cod  (they  say) 

By  turns  impressible  and  brittlob 


Well !  should  its  frailty  e*er  condemn 
My  heart  to  prize  or  pleese  you  less. 

Tow  type  is  still  the  sealmg  gam. 
And  aims  the  waxen  brittlmesi. 

What  transcripts  of  my  weal  and  woe 
This  little  signet  yet  may  lock* — 

What  utt'rances  to  friend  or  foe. 
In  reason's  calm  or  paMon's  shock ! 

What  scenes  of  life's  yet  curtain'd  page 

May  ovni  its  confidential  die. 
Whose  stamp  awaits  th'  unwritten  page 

And  feelings  of  futurity  I — 

Yet  wheresoe'er  my  pen  I  lift 

To  dste  th'  epistolary  sheet. 
The  blent  occasion  of  the  gift 

Shall  make  its  recollection  sweet. 

Sent  when  the  star  that  rules  your  fates 
Hath  rcach'd  its  influence  roost  benign-^ 

When  every  heart  congratulstes. 
And  none  more  cordially  than  mine. 

So  speed  my  song — mark'd  with  the  crest 
That  ent  th'  advent'rous  Norman '  wore 

Who  won  the  Lady  of  the  West, 
The  daughter  of  Macaillain  Mor. 

Crest  of  my  sires !  whose  blood  it  seal'd 
With  glory  in  the  strife  of  swords. 

Ne'er  may  the  scroll  that  bears  it  yield 
Degenerate  thoughts  or  &ithless  words 


1  A  Norawn  iMder.  in  Um  Mme*  of  Um  kmt  of  Beollss4 
<«arried  tlM  hfimn  of  Lnchow  in  Um  twdAh  ccotory.  sad  Asm 
aisi  Iks  CsmpbsUi  am  fining. 
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Yet  little  miglit  I  priae  the  itoQeb 

If  it  but  typed  the  feudal  tree 
From  whence,  a  ■catter'd  leaC  I'm  blown 

In  Fortune*!  mutability. 

No! — ^bot  it  tellf  me  of  a  heart, 
Allied  by  friendship*!  living  tie; 

A  prise  beyond  the  herald*!  art — 
Our  loul'eprung  coneanguinity ! 

Kath*rine !  to  many  an  hour  of  mfaie 
Light  wing!  and  sunshine  you  have  lent; 

And  so  adieu,  and  still  be  thine 
The  all-in-all  of  life— Content! 


GILDEROY. 

Tbc  last,  the  fatal  hour  is  come. 
That  bears  ray  lore  from  roe : 

I  hear  the  dead  note  of  the  drtmi, 
I  mark  the  gallowi*  tree ! 

Tlie  bell  has  toird :  it  shakes  my  heart; 

The  trumpet  speaks  thy  name ; 
And  roust  roy  Gilderoy  depart 

To  bear  a  death  of  shame  ? 

No  bosom  trembles  for  thy  doom ; 

No  mourner  wipes  a  tear; 
The  gallo^V  foot  is  all  thy  tomb^ 

The  sledge  is  all  thy  bier. 

Oh,  Gilderoy!  bethought  we  then 

So  soon,  so  sad  to  part. 
When  first  in  Roslin's  lovely  glen 

You  triumph'd  o'er  roy  heart  f 

Your  locks  they  glitter'd  to  the  sheen. 
Your  hunter  garb  u-as  trim ; 

And  graceful  was  the  riband  green 
That  bound  youi  manly  limb! 

Ah !  little  thought  I  to  deplore 
Those  limbs  in  fetters  bound ; 

Or  hear,  upon  the  scaflbid  floor, 
The  midnight  hammer  sound. 

Ye  rniel,  cruel,  that  combined 

The  guiltless  to  pursue ; 
My  Gilderoy  was  ever  kind. 

He  could  not  injure  you! 

A  long  adieu !  hot  where  shall  fly 

Thy  widow  all  forlorn. 
When  every  mean  and  cruel  ejre 

Regards  roy  woe  with  soom  ? 

Yes !  they  will  roock  thy  widow*!  tean. 
And  hate  thine  orphan  boy ; 

Alas !  his  m&nt  beauty  wears 
The  form  of  Gilderoy. 

Then  will  I  seek  the  dreary  mound 
That  wmps  thy  mouldering  clay. 

And  weep  and  linger  on  the  ground* 
And  «fh  my  heart  away. 


ADELGITHA. 

The  ordeal*s  fotal  trumpet  sounded. 

And  sad  pale  Adelgitha  came. 
When  forth  a  valiant  champion  boniided. 

And  slew  the  slanderer  of  her  liuna. 

She  wept,  delivered  from  her  danger; 

But  when  he  knelt  to  claim  her  gtovi 
•*  Seek  not,*'  she  cried,  *«oh   gallant  atnofe^ 

For  hapless  Adelgitha's  love. 

**  For  he  is  in  a  foreign  for  land 

Whose  arm  should  now-  have  set  ma  ftaa; 
And  I  roust  wear  the  willow  garland 

For  him  that 's  dead,  or  fidse  to  ma." 

"Nay!  say  not  that  his  faith  is  tainted !*'«- 
He  raised  his  visor — At  the  sight 

She  fell  into  his  arms  and  fointcd ; 
It  was  indeed  her  own  true  knight! 


ABSENCE. 

T  IS  not  the  loss  of  love's  assuranea. 
It  is  not  doubting  what  thou  art. 

But 't  is  the  too,  too  long  endurance 
Of  absence,  that  afHicts  n^  heart 

The  fondest  thouii^hts  two  hearts  can  cfaerii^ 
When  each  is  lonely  doom'd  to  weepb 

Are  fruits  on  desert  isles  that  periah. 
Or  riches  buried  in  the  deepb 


What  though,  tmtouch'd  by  jealous 
Our  bosom's  pence  may  fall  to  wxeck ; 

Th'  undoubting  heart  that  breaks  uith 
Is  but  more  slowly  doomed  to  break. 

Absence !  is  not  the  soul  torn  by  it 

From  more  than  light,  or  life,  or  breadif 

'TIS  Lethe's  gloom,  hut  not  its  quieter— 
The  pain  without  the  peace  of  death! 


THE  RTTTER  BANN. 

TiiK  Ritter  Bann  fmm  Hnnpsiy 
Came  bock,  renown'd  in  nrms. 

But  scorning  jousts  of  chivalry 
And  love  and  ladies'  charms. 

While  other  kniirhts  held  revels,  he 
Was  wTapt  in  thoughts  of  gloom* 

And  in  Vienna's  hostelrie 
Slow  paced  Ids  lonely  room. 

There  enter'd  one  whose  face  he  kiiew# 
Whose  voice,  he  was  au-are. 

He  oft  at  mass  had  listen'd  to. 
In  the  holy  house  of  prayer. 


T  was  the  Abbot  of  St.  James's 
A  fresh  and  fair  old  man : 

His  reverend  air  arrested  even 
The  gloomy  Ritter  Bann. 
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But  wniin  widi  him  an  ttiefant  <iuiif 
CooM  ebd  in  Sooich  attira, 

TW  Ritter^  color  went  and  cune^ 
And  kNMl  be  ipoka  in  ira. 


•Bi!  nuM  of  Iwr  that  WW  BBf  bane, 

Namt  not  her  name  to  me ; 
I  wiih  it  blotted  from  my  braint 

Alt  poor  f— take  ahna,  and  (lee.** 

•fib*  Kraght,"  the  abbot  inlarpoaed, 
«Thia  caae  your  ear  demands;" 

And  tiw  crMie  cried,  with  a  erom  indowd 
In  both  her  tremUinf  handa  t 

■■  Remember,  each  his  eentence  waiti ; 

And  he  that  dmU  rebut 
Oweet  Merey't  aoil^  on  him  the  galea 

or  Mercy  dMU  be  drat 

•  Ton  wedded  nndiepenaed  by  Chordi* 
Your  conain  Jane  in  Spring)— 

In  Autamn,  when  yon  went  to  aearch 
For  chnichmeo'i  pardoning* 

•*  Her  hooae  denoonoed  your  manriage4»nd. 

Betrothed  her  to  De  Grey, 
And  the  ring  you  pot  upon  her  hand 

Wee  wrcnch*d  by  fiuce  away. 

"  Then  wept  your  Jane  upon  my  neck* 
Oyiof; '  Help  me,  nurae,  to  flee 

To  my  Howel  Bum's  Glamorgan  hilla;* 
But  word  aniYed— ah  me  ^ 


*ToQ  were  not  there;  and  t 
By  foul  means  or  by  fiur. 

To^nmrrow  rooming  was  to  set 
The  seal  on  her  despair. 


their  direat, 


*  I  had  a  son,  a  sea-boy,  in 

A  ship  at  Hartland  bay ; 
By  his  aid.  from  her  cruel  kin 
I  bore  my  bird  away. 

*■  To  Scotland  from  the  Devon's 

Grren  myrtle  shores  we  fled ; 
And  the  Hand  that  sent  the  ravens 

To  Elijah,  gave  us  bread. 

*  She  wrote  you  by  my  son,  but  he 

From  England  sent  us  vi-ord 
Tou  had  gone  into  some  &Lt  country, 
In  grief  and  gloom  he  heard. 

*  For  they  that  wrong'd  you,  to  dude 

Your  wrath,  defiuned  my  child ; 
And  you — ay,  blush.  Sir,  ss  you  should-* 
Believed,  and  were  beguiled. 

"  To  die  but  at  your  feet,  she  vovr'd 

To  roam  the  wodd ;  and  we 
Would  both  have  sped  and  begg'd  our  bread. 

But  ao  it  might  not  be. 

*  For  when  the  snow-slorm  beat  our  rooC 

She  bore  a  boy.  Sir  Bann, 
Who  grew  as  feir  your  likeness  proof 
Aa  child  e'er  grew  like  man. 


*  T  waa  amiling  on  diat  babe  ooe  mom* 

While  heath  bloom'd  on  the  moor. 
Her  beanty  atmck  young  Lonl  Kingbon 
As  he  himted  past  our  door. 

*  She  shmm'd  hin^  but  he  raved  of  Jane 

And  roused  his  motherls  pride ; 
Who  came  to  us  in  high  disdain, 
*  And  where  Is  the  fiioe,'  she  cried, 

*  <  Haa  witdi'd  my  boy  to  wish  far  one 

So  wretched  fa  his  wilef— 
Dost  love  thy  husband  ?  Know,  niy  son 
Has  sworn  to  seek  his  liie.' 

*'Her  anger  sore  dismay'd  us, 
For  our  mite  vras  wearing  acani; 

And,  unlem  that  dame  would  ak' 
Tliera  was  none  to  aid  our  warn. 


•*  So  I  told  her,  weeping  bitteily. 

What  all  our  woea  had  been ; 
And,  though  ahe  vras  a  stem  hdieb 

Tlie  team  stood  inher  een. 

**  And  she  housed  us  both,  when,  dieerfhlly. 

My  child  lo  her  had  swom. 
That  even  if  made  a  widow,  she 

Would  never  wed  Kingfaorn."— 

Hera  paused  the  nune,  and  dien  began 

The  abbot,  standing  by : 
"  Three  months  ago,  a  woimded  man 

To  our  abbey  came  to  die. 

**  He  heard  me  long,  with  ghaatly  eyes 

And  hand  obdumte  clench'd. 
Speak  of  the  worm  that  never  dies. 

And  the  fire  that  is  not  quench'd. 

**  At  last  by  what  this  scroll  attests 

Ho  left  atonement  ImeC 
For  years  of  anguish  to  the  breasts 

His  guilt  had  wrung  with  grief 

*"  There  lived,'  he  said,  *  a  &ir  young  dame 

Beneath  my  mother's  roof; 
I  loved  her,  but  against  my  flame 

Her  purity  was  proof 


**  *  I  feign'd  repentance,  firiendship  pure . 

That  mood  she  did  not  check. 
But  let  her  husband's  miniature 

Be  copied  from  her  nedu 

**  *  As  means  to  search  him,  my  deceit 

Took  care  to  him  was  borne 
Nought  but  his  picture's  counterfeit. 

And  Jane's  reported  scorn. 

** '  The  treachery  took ;  she  vb*aited  wild , 
My  slave  came  back  and  lied 

Whate'er  I  wished ;  she  clasp'd  her  child. 
And  swoon'd,  and  all  but  died. 

**  *  I  felt  her  teats  fa  years,  and  years 

Quench  not  my  flame,  but  stir ; 
The  very  hate  I  bore  her  ma'e 
my  love  fa  her. 

M 


M 
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« *  Fame  told  ut  of  hki  glory,  while 

Say  fluah*d  the  &ce  of  Jane ; 
And  while  ihe  ble«'d  hii  name,  her  imile 

Slnick  fire  wito  my  brain. 

" •  No  fean  oonld  damp;  I  reach'd  the  oamp, 

Sought  out  its  ctuunpion ; 
And  if  my  broad-eword  fiiil'd  at  lai^ 

T  wai  loQg  and  well  laid  on. 

'*'Thii  woond  *•  my  meed,  my  name's  Kin^^iom, 

My  fi)e*s  the  Ritter  Bann.' 

The  wafer  to  his  lips  was  borne. 

And  we  shrived  the  djring  man. 

**  He  died  not  till  you  went  to  fight 

The  Turks  at  Warradein ; 
But  I  see  my  tale  has  changed  you  pale." — 

The  abbot  went  for  wine ; 

And  brought  a  little  page,  who  poured 

It  out,  and  knelt  and  smiled : — 
The  stunn'd  knight  law  himself  restored 

To  childhood  in  his  child  ; 

And  sloop*d  and  caught  him  to  his  breastr 

Laugh'd  loud  and  wept  anon. 
And  with  a  snower  of  nsses  pi 

The  darling  little  one. 


•u 


**  And  where  went  Jane  r — ^  To  a  nusneiy,  Sir- 
Look  not  again  so  pale — 

Kinghom's  old  dame  grew  harsh  to  her."*- 
**  And  has  she  ta*en  the  yeilT" 

•*  Sit  down.  Sir,'*  said  the  priest,  « I  bar 
Rash  words." — ^They  sat  all  three. 

And  the  boy  play*d  with  the  knight's  broad  star, 
As  he  kept  him  on  his  knee. 

**  Think  ere  you  ask  her  dwelling-pUce," 

The  abbot  further  iaid ; 
'  Time  draws  a  veil  o'er  beauty's  fiioe 

More  deeo  than  cloister's  shade. 

**  Grief  may  have  made  her  what  yon  can 

Scarce  love  perhaps  for  lifeu" 
•'  Hush,  abbot,"  cried  the  Ritter  Bann, 

'*0r  tell  me  where  Is  ray  wife.** 

The  priest  undid  two  doors  that  hid 

The  inn's  adjacent  room. 
And  there  a  lovely  woman  stood. 

Tears  bathed  her  beantylB  bloom. 

One  moment  may  with  bliss  repay 

Unnumber'd  hours  of  pain ; 
Such  was  the  throb  and  mutual  sob 

Of  the  Knight  embracing  Jane. 


THE  HARPER. 

Or  the  green  hanks  of  Shannon,  when  Sheelah 

nigh 
No  blithe  Insh  lad  was  so  happy  as  I ; 
No  liarp  like  my  own  could  so  eheerily  play. 
And  wherever  I  w«it  was  nqr  poor  dog  Tn^. 


When  at  last  I  was  forced  fiora  my  Sheelah  ••  par^ 
She  said  (while  the  sorrow  was  big  at  her  hearQ, 
Oh!  remember  your  Sheelah  when  for,  for  away; 
And  be  kind,  my  dear  PM,  to  our  poor  dog  Timy, 

Poor  dog!  he  was  foithful  and  kind,  to  he  s«re. 
And  he  constantly  loved  me,  although  I  was  poor; 
When  the  sour-looking  folks  sent  me  heartless  away, 
I  had  always  a  friend  in  my  poor  dog  Tray. 

When  the  road  wals  so  dark,  and  the  n^ht  was  m 
cold. 
And  Pkt  and  his  dog  were  grown  weaiy  and  old. 
How  snugly  we  slept  in  my  old  ooat  of  grey. 
And  he  liek'd  me  for  kindness— my  poor  dog  Tr^. 

Though  my  wallet  was  scant,  I  remember'd  his  caaa 
Nor  refused  my  last  crust  to  his  pitiful  fooe; 
But  he  died  at  my  feet  on  a  cold  winter  day. 
And  1  play'd  a  sad  lament  for  my  poor  dog  Tray. 

Where  now  shall  I  go,  poor,  fomken,  and  blind  f 
Can  I  find  one  to  guide  me,  so  faithful  and  kind? 
To  my  sweet  native  village,  so  for,  for  away, 
I  can  never  more  return  uith  my  poor  dog  Tray. 


SONG. 
TO  THE  EVENING  ETTAS. 

Stak  tfiat  bringest  home  the  bee. 
And  sett'st  the  weary  laborer  free ! 
If  any  star  shed  peace,  't  is  thou, 

Tl»t  send'st  it  from  above. 
Appearing  when  Heaven's  breath  and 

Are  sweet  as  hers  we  love. 

Come  to  the  luxuriant  skies, 
>\liil8t  the  landscape'i  odors  rise. 
Whilst  far-oflf  lowing  herds  are  heard. 

And  songs,  when  toil  is  done, 
FrtMn  cottages  whose  smoke  unstirr'd 

Curls  yellow  in  the  sun. 

Star  of  love's  soA  interviews. 
Parted  lovers  on  thee  muse ; 
Their  remembrancer  in  Heaven 

Of  thrilling  vows  thou  art. 
Too  dehdous  to  be  riven 

By  absence  from  the  heart 

SONG. 
-  MEN  OP  ENGLAND.- 

Men  of  England !  who  inherit 

Rights  that  cost  your  strea  their  blood 

Men  whose  undegenerafe  spirit 
Has  been  proved  on  land  and  fkxid  >-> 

By  the  foes  ye  *ve  fought  uncounted, 
BjT  the  glorious  deeds  ye  've  done. 

Trophies  captured — breaches  mounted. 
Navies  oooqner'd — kingdoms  won! 

Tet,  remember,  England  gathers 
Hence  but  fruitleas  wreaths  of  foaa^ 

If  the  patriociam  of  your  fotheis 
Glow  not  in  your  hearts  the  samOb 
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Whit  wn  moDiroeoti  of  bnyery. 
Where  no  public  virtuee  bloom  f 

Whet  avail,  in  knda  of  ilaTery, 
TVophicd  templei*  arch  and  tombt 

Pageenii! — Let  the  world  revere  m 
For  our  people's  rights  and  laws, 

And  the  bratfts  of  civic  heroes 
Bared  in  Freedom^  holy  cause. 

Touis  are  IIunpden*s,  RnsseVs  glory, 
Sydney's  matchless  shade  is  youis«^ 

Blaityrs  in  heroic  story, 

Worth  a  hundred  Aiinconrs! 

We're  the  aoiw  of  sires  that  baffled 
Crown'd  and  mitred  tyranny: — 

They  defied  the  field  and  scailbld 
For  their  birthrights— so  will  we! 


THE  MAID'S  REMONSTRANCE. 

Nkvoi  wedding,  ever  WQoing, 
Still  a  lovelorn  heart  pnivuing. 
Read  you  not  the  wrong  you  're  doing 

In  my  cheek's  pale  hue  f 
All  my  \i£b  with  sorrow  strewing, 

Wed«  or  cease  lo  woa 


Rivals  banish'd,  bosoms  plighted. 
Still  our  days  are  disunited ; 
Now  the  lamp  of  hope  is  lighted, 

Now  half  quench'd  appears, 
Damp'd,  and  wavering,  and  benighted, 

Mkist  my  sighs  and  tears. 

Charnn  you  call  your  dearest  blessing, 
lips  that  thrill  at  your  caressing, 
Eyes  a  mutual  aoul  confessing. 

Soon  you'll  make  them  grow 
Dim,  and  worthless  your  possessing, 

>'ot  with  age,  but  woe ! 


SONG. 

DaixK  ye  to  her  that  each  loves  best, 

And  if  you  nurse  a  flame 
fliat's  told  but  to  her  mutual  breast, 

We  ««ill  wA  ask  her  name. 

Enough,  while  memory  tranced  and  glad 

Paints  silently  the  fiur. 
That  each  shoald  dream  of  joys  he's  had. 

Or  yet  may  hope  to  share. 

Yet  far.  far  hence  be  jcet  or  boast 
From  halbw'd  thoughts  so  dear ; 

But  dnnk  to  them  that  we  love  most. 
As  ihey  would  love  to  hear. 


SONG. 


Wurn  Naprvleon  was  flying 
From  the  field  of  Waterkx>, 

A  British  soldier,  dying. 
To  his  brother  bade  adieu! 


"And  take,"  he  said,  *< this  token 
To  the  maid  that  owns  my  fiiith. 

With  the  words  that  I  have  spoken 
In  afiection's  latest  breath." 

Sore  motim'd  the  brother's  heart. 
When  the  youth  beside  him  fell ; 

But  the  trumpet  wam'd  to  part. 
And  they  took  a  sad  fiuewelL 

There  was  many  a  friend  to  loae  him. 

For  that  gallant  soldier  sigh'd ; 
But  the  maiden  of  his  bosom 

Wept  when  all  their  tears  were  dried 


THE  BEECH-TREE'S  PETITION. 

O  LEAVE  this  barren  spot  to  me ! 
Spare,  woodman,  spare  the  beechen  trat 
Though  bush  or  floweret  never  grow 
My  dark  unwarming  shade  below ; 
Nor  siunmer  bud  perfume  the  dew 
Of  rosy  blush  or  yellow  hue ; 
Nor  fruits  of  autumn,  blossom-bom. 
My  green  and  glossy  leaves  adorn ; 
Nor  murmuring  tribes  from  me  dtfive 
111'  ambrosial  amber  of  the  hive ; 
Yet  leave  this  barren  spot  to  me : 
Spare,  woodman,  spare  the  beechen  tree 

llirioe  twenty  summers  I  have  seen 
The  sky  grow  bright,  the  forest  green ; 
And  many  a  wintry  wind  have  stood 
In  bloomless,  fruitless  solitude. 
Since  childhood  in  my  pleasant  bower 
First  spent  its  sweet  and  sportive  hour. 
Since  youthful  lovers  in  my  shade 
Their  vows  of  tnith  and  rapture  made ; 
And  on  my  trunk's  sur\nving  fmme 
Car\'ed  many  a  long-forgotten  name. 
Oh !  by  the  sighs  of  gentle  sound. 
First  breathed  upon  this  sacred  ground : 
By  all  that  Love  has  whisper'd  here. 
Or  Boauty  heard  with  ravish'd  ear ; 
As  Love's  own  altar  honor  me, 
Spare,  woodman,  spare  the  beechen  tree 


SONG. 

Earl  March  look'd  on  his  dying  child, 
And  smit  with  grief  to  view  her — 

The  youth,  he  cried,  whom  I  exiled. 
Shall  be  restored  to  woo  her. 

She 's  at  the  window  many  an  hour. 

His  coming  to  discover ; 
And  her  love  look'd  up  to  Ellen's  bower 

And  she  look'd  on  her  lover — 

Bbt  ah !  so  pale,  he  knew  her  not. 
Though  her  smile  on  him  was  dwelling 

And  am  I  then  forgot — foigot  ? — 
It  broke  the  hesirt  of  Ellen. 

In  vain  he  weeps,  in  vain  he  sighs. 

Her  cheek  is  cold  as  ashes ; 
Nor  love's  own  kiss  shall  wake  those  ejrea 

1V>  lift  their  silken  lashea. 
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LOVE  AND  MADNESa 

AN  EL£OT,  WRITTEN  IN  17ML 

Hakx !  firom  the  battlements  of  yonder  tower* 
The  aolemn  bell  hat  toird  the  midnight  hour! 
Homed  ftom  drear  vilions  of  diitemper'd  aleepi 
Poor  B  k  wakes — in  sc^tude  to  weep! 

**  Cease,  Memory,  cease,  (the  friendless  moumerciied) 
To  probe  the  bosom  too  severely  tried ! 
Oh !  ever  cease,  my  pensive  thoughts,  to  stray 
Through  the  bright  fields  of  Fprtune's  better  day, 
When  youthful  Hope,  the  music  of  the  mind. 
Tuned  all  its  charms,  and  E n  was  kind ! 

'*Tet,  can  I  cease,  while  glows  this  trembling  fiame. 

In  sighs  to  speak  thy  melancholy  name  ? 

I  hear  thy  spirit  wail  in  every  storm ! 

In  midnight  shades  I  view  thy  passing  form ! 

Pale  as  in  that  sad  hour  when  doom*d  to  feel, 

Deep  in  thy  perjured  heart,  the  bloody  steel ! 

**  Demons  of  Vengeance !  ye  at  whose  command 
I  grasp'd  the  sword  with  more  than  woman's  hand. 
Say  ye,  did  Pity's  trembling  voice  control. 
Or  horror  damp,  the  purpose  of  my  soul  f 
No !  my  wild  heart  sat  smiling  o'er  the  plan. 
Till  Hate  fulfill'd  what  baffled  Love  began ! 

*'Tes ;  let  the  day-cold  breast  that  never  knew 
One  tender  pang  to  generous  Nature  true, 
HalAningling  pity  with  the  gall  of  scorn. 
Condemn  this  heart,  that  bled  in  love  foriom ! 

And  ye,  proud  fiur,  whose  soul  no  gladness  warms. 
Save  Rapture's  homage  to  your  conscious  charms ! 
Delighted  idols  of  a  gaudy  train. 
HI  can  your  blunter  feelings  guess  the  pain. 
When  the  fond  fiiiihful  heart,  inspired  to  prove 
Friendship  refined,  the  calm  delight  of  love. 
Feels  all  iti  tender  strings  with  anguish  torn. 
And  bleeds  at  perjured  Pride*B  inhuman  scorn ! 

Say,  then,  did  pitying  Heaven  condemn  the  deed. 
When  Vengeance  bade  thee,  faithless  lover!  bleed? 
Long  had  1  watch'd  thy  dark  foreboding  brow. 
What  time  thy  bosom  soom'd  its  dearest  vow ! 
Sad,  though  1  wept  the  friend,  the  lover  changed, 
Still  tny  cold  look  was  scornful  and  estranged, 
"nil,  firom  thy  pity,  love,  and  shelter  thrown, 
I  wander'd  hopeless,  fiiendless,  and  alone ! 

"Oh!  righteous  Heaven!  'twas  then  my  tortured  soul 

First  gave  to  wrath  unlimited  control ! 

Adieu  the  silent  look !  the  streaming  eye ! 

The  murmur'd  plaint !  the  deep  heart-heaving  sigh ! 

Long'slumbering  Vengeance  wakes  to  biuer  deeds ; 

He  shrieks,  he  feUs,  the  perjured  lover  bleeds ! 

Now  the  last  laugh  of  agony  w  o'er. 

And  pale  in  blood  he  sleeps,  to  wake  no  more ! 

"Tis  dotie !  the  flame  of  hate  no  longer  bums : 
NaiuTP  relents,  but,  ah !  too  late  returns ! 

1  Wsrwiok  Cssds. 


Why  does  my  soul  this  gush  of  fondness  feel  T 
Trembling  and  feint,  I  drop  the  guilty  steel ! 
Cold  on  my  heart  the  hand  of  terror  lies. 
And  shades  of  horror  close  my  languid  eyes ! 
"Oh !  'twas  a  deed  of  Murder's  deepest  grain ! 
Could  B  k's  soul  so  true  to  wrath  remain  T 

A  friend  long  true,  a  once  fond  lover  fell  !»- 
When  Love  was  ibster'd  could  not  Pity  dwell  f 

"Unhappy  youth,  while  yon  pale  crescent  gbws 
To  watch  on  silent  Nature's  deep  repose. 
Thy  sleepless  spirit,  breathing  from  the  bxnh. 
Foretells  my  fete,  and  summons  me  to  come ! 
Once  mora  I  see  thy  sheeted  spectre  stand. 
Roll  the  dim  eye,  aiid  wave  the  paly  hand ! 

''Soon  may  this  fluttering  spark  of  vital  flame 
Fomke  its  languid  melanclioly  frame! 
Soon  may  these  eyes  their  trembling  lustre  ckse^ 
Welcome  the  dreamless  night  of  long  repose ! 
Soon  may  this  woe>wom  spirit  seek  the  bourne 
Where,  lull'd  to  slumber.  Grief  forgets  to  moiiiii!' 


SONG. 

Oh,  how  hard  it  is  to  find 

The  one  just  suited  to  our  mind ; 

And  if  that  one  should  be 
False,  unkind,  or  found  too  late. 
What  can  we  do  but  sigh  at  fiue. 

And  sing  Woe 's  me — ^Woe  's  me ! 

Love's  a  boundless  burning  waste. 
Where  Bliss's  stream  we  seldom  taste. 

And  still  more  seldom  flee 
Suspense's  thorns.  Suspicion's  stings ; 
Yet  somehow  Love  a  something  brings 

That's  sweet— ev'n  when  we  sigh  *  Woe's  mef 


STANZAS 
ON  THE  THREATENED  INVASION,  1808. 

Our  bosoms  well  beu^e  for  the  glorious  strife. 
And  our  oath  is  recorded  on  high. 

To  prevail  in  the  cause  that  is  dearer  than  life. 
Or  crush'd  in  ils  ruins  to  die ! 

Then  rise,  fellow-freemen,  and  stretch  the  right 

And  swear  to  prevail  in  your  dear  native  land! 


'TIS  the  home  we  hold  sacred  is  laid  to  our 
God  bless  the  green  Isle  of  the  brave ! 

Should  a  conqueror  tread  on  our  forefathers'  dust. 
It  would  rouse  the  old  dead  from  their  grave ! 

Then  rise,  fellow-freeroen,  and  stretch  the  right  band. 

And  swear  to  prevail  in  your  dear  native  land! 

In  a  Briton's  sweet  home  shall  a  spoiler  abide— 

Profiuiing  its  loves  and  ils  charms  ? 
Shall  a  Frenchman  insult  the  loved  fair  at  our  sidef 

To  arms !  oh,  my  country,  to  arms ! 
Then  rise,  fellow-freemen,  and  stretch  the  right  hand 
And  swear  to  pre\'ail  in  your  dear  native  land! 
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8i 


■mII  •  tyranl  cmhTs  ih,  1117  countrymwi  S— No ! 

Ha  hnd  10  die  ifroid  iluai  be  given— 
A  «lteifa4wd  lepentence  be  tenght  the  proud  fiie, 

And  ha  blood  be  an  ofiering  to  Ueeven! 
ncn  riMtlSiUow-fieeineii,  end  itretch  the  righlhand, 
And  ewMT  to  pfeveil  in  your  deer  nttiTe  land! 


SONG. 

WrrnMUW  noC  yet  thote  lips  and  fingera. 

WhoM  touch  to  mine  is  rapcoie't  tpell! 
Iife*t  joy  for  ua  a  moment  lingen. 

And  death  ■eema  in  the  word — frreweH 
Tlie  hour  that  taida  ua  part  and  go^ 
It  ■mnda  not  yet    uh!  no^  no^  no! 


Ttee,  whibt  I  gaaa  upon  thy  aweetnem^ 
Fliea  like  a  couner  nigh  the  goal; 

Tmbottow  where  ■haU  bohia  fleetnem, 
When  thou  an  parted  from  my  tool  ? 

Our  heaiiB  riiall  heat,  our  teen  ihall  ilow* 

But  Boi  together^ — no^  no,  no! 


HALLOWED  OROUNa 

Wkat'b  haDow'd  ground  f  Haa  earth  a  dod 
to  Bfaker  meent  not  thoald  be  trod 
By  man,  the  image  oT  hia  God, 

Erect  and  fiee, 
Uweourged  by  Supentition'a  rod 

To  bow  the  knee? 

That*!  hallow'd  ground — ^wfaere,  moum'd  and  mim'd. 
Hie  lipB  repute  our  love  has  kni'd  ; — 
But  where  *■  their  memory's  roansi<»i  ?  Is't 

YoQ  churrh-j-ard's  bowers  f 
No !  in  oumelves  their  souls  exist, 

A  part  of  ours. 

A  kisB  can  consecrate  the  ground 
Where  mated  hearts  are  mutual  bound : 
The  spot  where  love*s  fiist  links  were  wound 

That  ne*er  are  riven. 
Is  faalk>w*d  down  to  eerth*s  profound. 

And  up  to  heaven ! 

For  time  makes  all  but  true  love  old ; 
Hie  homing  thoiighui  that  then  were  told 
Rob  molten  still  in  memory's  mould ; 

And  will  not  cool, 
Unti]  the  heart  itself  be  cold 

In  Lethe's  pooL 

What  hallows'  icrmind  where  heroes  sleep  T 
Tm  not  the  scnlptiireil  piles  you  heap! 
In  dews  thnt  heavens  fiir  distant  weep 

Their  turf  may  bloom ; 
0^  Genii  twine  beneath  the  deep 

Their  rural  tomb. 

B*it  sfrew  his  nsiies  to  the  wind 

\rhnse  swurd  or  vfMce  has  served  mankind— 

And  is  he  dead,  whose  glorious  mind 

Lifts  thine  on  high  f— 
To  live  in  hearts  we  leave  behind 

lo  not  todie. 


I8*t  death  to  foil  for  Freedom'^  rightt 
He 's  dead  alone  that  lacka  her  light! 
And  murder  sullies  in  Heaveo'a  aght 

The  iword  he  draw8>« 
What  can  alone  ennoble  fightf 

A  noble  cauae! 

Giro  diat!  and  vrelcome  War  to  brace 
Her  dnmia !  and  rend  Heaveo'a  reeking 
The  ookMB  planted  fooe  to  fooe, 

The  diaiging  cheer, 
Though  Death's  pale  horse  lead  on  dw  d»m> 

ShaU  BtUl  be  dear. 

And  place  our  trophies  where  men  kneel 
To  Heaven! — but  Heaven  rebukes  my  ie«l« 
The  caisto  of  Truth  and  human  weal, 

OGod  above! 
IVanafor  it  from  the  aword'a  appeal 

To  Peace  and  Love. 


IVace,  Love !  the  diembim,  diat  join 
Their  spread  wings  o'er  Devotion's  shrine— 
Ptrayers  sound  in  vain,  and  templea  ahine^ 

Where  they  are  not^ 
The  heart  alone  can  make  divine 

Religioo'a  spot. 

To  inoantatkms  doat  thou  trust. 
And  pompous  rites  in  domca  august? 
See  mouldering  stones  and  metal's  rust 

Belie  the  vaunt. 
That  man  can  Uem  one  pile  of  dust 

With  chime  or  chaunt. 

TYie  ticking  wood-worm  mocks  diee,  man ! 
Thy  temjUes— 4*reeds  themselves  giuw  wan! 
But  there 's  a  dome  of  nobler  span, 

A  temple  given 
Thy  foith.  that  bigots  dare  not  baiK— 

Its  space  is  Heaven! 

Its  roof  star-pictured  Nature's  ceiling, 
Wh?re  trancing  the  rapt  spirit's  feeling. 
And  God  himself  to  man  revealing. 

The  harmonious  spheres 
Make  music,  though  unheard  their  pealing 

By  mortal  ears. 

Fair  stars !  are  not  your  beings  pure  ? 
Can  sin,  can  death  your  worlds  obscure  T 
Else  why  so  swell  the  thoughts  at  your 

Asp^t  above  7 
Te  must  be  Heavens  that  make  us  sure 

Of  heavenly  love ! 

And  in  your  harmony  sublime 
I  read  the  doom  of  distant  time ; 
That  man's  regenomte  soul  from  crime 

Shall  yet  be  drawn. 
And  reason  on  his  mortal  clime 

Immortal  dawn. 

What's  hallow'd  ground T  Tis  what  gives  oiiife 
To  sacred  thoughts  in  souls  of  worth ! — 
Peace !  Independence !  Truth !  go  forth 

Earth  *s  compass'd  round ; 
And  your  high-priesthood  shall  make  earth 

AU  kattow'd  grmattU 
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CAROUNE. 

PART  I. 

I'll  bid  the  hyacinth  to  blow, 

I  *11  teach  my  grotto  green  to  be ; 
And  ting  my  true  love,  all  below 

The  holly  bower  and  myrtle-tree. 

There  all  hit  wild-wood  sweets  to  bring. 
The  Bweet  south  wind  ihall  wander  by. 

And  with  the  munc  of  his  ixing 
Delight  my  mstllng  canopy. 

Come  to  my  close  and  clustering  bower. 

Thou  spirit  of  a  milder  clime. 
Fresh  with  the  dews  of  fruit  and  fiower, 

Of  mountain-heath,  and  moory  thyme. 

With  all  thy  rural  echoes  come. 

Sweet  comrade  of  the  rosy  day, 
WafUng  the  wild  bee*s  gentle  hum. 

Or  cuckoo*s  plainiive  roundelay. 

Where*er  thy  morning  breath  has  play'd. 

Whatever  isles  of  ocean  &nn*d. 
Come  to  my  blossom-woven  shade. 

Thou  wandering  wind  of  &iry-land. 

For  sure  from  some  enchanted  isle. 

Where  Heaven  and  Love  their  sabbath  holds. 
Where  pure  and  happy  spirits  smile, 

or  beauty's  fairest,  brightest  mould ; 

From  some  green  Elden  of  the  deep* 
Where  Pleasure's  sigh  alone  is  heaved 

Where  tears  of  rapture  lovers  weep^ 
Endear'd,  undoubting,  undeceived ; 

From  some  sweet  paradise  afar, 
Thy  music  wanders,  distant,  lost — 

Where  Nature  lights  her  leading  star. 
And  love  is  never  cross'd. 

Oh  gentle  gale  of  Eden  bowers. 
If  back  thy  rosy  feet  should  roam. 

To  revel  with  the  cloudless  Hours 
In  Nature's  more  propitious  hoDie. 

Name  to  ihy  loved  Elysian  groves 

That  o'er  enchanted  spirits  twine 
A  fiiirer  form  than  cherub  loves, 

And  let  the  name  be  Caroline. 

PART  n. 
TO  THE  EVENING  STAR. 

GsM  of  the  crimson-color'd  Even, 

Companion  of  retiring  day. 
Why  at  the  closing  gates  of  Heaven, 

Beloved  star,  dost  thou  delay  f 

bo  6ur  thy  pensile  beauty  bums. 

When  soft  the  tear  of  twilight  ftows ; 

flu  due  thy  plighted  love  returns, 
TV>  chamben  brighter  than  the  rose ; 


Td  Peace,  ti  Pleasure,  and  to  Love, 
So  kind  a  ^tar  thou  seem'st  to  bs^ 

Sore  some  enamour'd  orb  above 

Descends  and  bums  to  meet  with  the* 

Thine  is  the  breathing,  blushing  boor, 
When  all  onheavenly  passions  fly. 

Chased  by  the  soul-subduing  power 
Of  Love's  delicious  witchery. 

O !  sacred  to  the  fall  of  day. 

Queen  of  propitious  stars,  appear. 

And  early  rise,  and  long  delay, 
When  Caroline  herself  is  here! 

Shine  on  her  chosen  green  resort. 

Whose  trees  the  sunward  summit  crow^ 

And  wanton  flowers,  that  well  may  court 
An  Angel's  feet  to  tread  them  doian. 

Shine  on  her  sweetly-scented  road. 
Thou  star  of  evening's  purple  dome, 

That  lead'st  the  nightingale  abroad. 
And  guidest  the  pilgrim  to  his  home. 

Shine,  where  my  charmer's  sweeter  breath 
Embalms  the  sof\  exhaling  dew. 

Where  dying  winds  a  sigh  bequeath 
To  kiss  the  cheek  of  rosy  hue. 

Where,  winnow'd  by  the  gentle  air. 
Her  silken  tresses  darkly  flow. 

And  fiiU  upon  her  brow  so  &ir. 
Like  shadows  on  the  mountain 


Thus,  ever  thus,  at  day's  decline. 
In  converse  sweet,  to  wander  nur, 

O  bring  with  thee  my  Caroline, 
And  thou  shalt  be  my  Ruling  Scar! 


HELD  FLOWERS. 

Yi  field  flowers !  the  gardens  eclipse  you,  'tis 
Yet,  wildings  of  Nature,  I  dote  upon  you. 

For  ye  wafl  me  to  summers  of  old. 
When  the  earth  teem'd  around  me  with  frury  delight. 
And  when  daisies  and  buttercups  gladden'd  my  aigh^ 

Like  treasures  of  silver  and  gold. 


I  love  you  for  lulling  me  bark  into  dreams 
Of  the  blue  Highland  mountains  and  echoing 

And  of  birchen  glades  breathing  thmr 
While  the  deer  was  seen  glancing  in  sunshine 
And  the  deep  mellow  crush  of  the  wood-pigeoa's 

Made  music  that  sweeten 'd  the  calm. 


Not  a  pastoral  song  has  a  pleasanter  tune 

Than  ye  speak  to  my  heart,  little  wildings  of  Jnnt' 

or  old  ruinous  castles  ye  tell. 
Where  I  thought  it  delightful  your  beauties  to  fmd. 
When  the  magic  of  Nature  first  breathed  on  my 

And  your  blossoms  were  part  of  her  spelL 

Ev'n  now  what  affection  the  violet  awakes ; 
What  loved  little  islands,  twice  seen  in  their 

Can  the  wild  water-lily  restore ! 
What  landscapes  I  read  in  the  primrose's  looks. 
And  what  pictures  of  pebbled  and  minnowy 

In  the  vetches  that  tangled  their  shore ! 
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dear, 


itag«, 


EhMb  ctHtrntiitm  biA,  to  oqr  hitrt  y* 
En  the  fevw  of  p— inn,  or  igue  of  isur 

Had  MCtbed  my  eurtenca*!  bkMm{ 
One*  1  wekome  you  more,  in  Uie*t 
Widi  die  YinoM  of  youth  to  revisit  my  age. 

And  I  wiah  yoa  to  grow  on  my  tomU 


STTANZAS 

ON  THE  BATTLE  OF  NAVARINa 

RsAiffa  of  oak  that  have  bravely  deKver'd  the  brave, 
And  uplifted  old  Greeoe  fiom  the  brink  of  the  grave, 
T  was  the  helple«  to  help^  and  the  hopeleai  to  aave, 

TImU  your  ihunderbolia  iwept  o*er  the  brine ; 
And  aa  longaa  yon  aonahaU  look  down  oo  the  wave. 

The  light  of  your  glory  shall  shine. 

For  the  guerdon  ye  sought  with  your  bloodshed  and  toil. 
Was  it  slaves,  or  dominion,  or  rapine,  or  spoil  ? 
Mo!  your  lofty  emprise  was  to  fetter  and  foil 

The  upffooter  of  Greece*s  domain ! 
When  he  lore  the  last  remnant  of  find  from  her  soil. 

Till  her  famish'd  sank  pale  as  the  slain! 

Yet,  Navarin's  heroea !  does  Christendom  breed 
Hie  base  hearts  that  will  quaation  the  fiune  of  your 

deed! 
Are  diey  menf— leC  inafikUe  seom  be  iSbmi  need. 

And  ohiivkn  shadow  their  graves  !— 
Are  they  wooMn  1-40  Tuikish  serails  let  them  speed ! 

And  be  mothers  of  Mussulman  slaves. 


Abctiora  of  massacre !  dare  ye  depkire 

Thai  the  dcatlMhriek  is  silenced  on  Hellas's  diore  f 

That  the  mother  aghast  sees  her  oflspring  no  more 

By  the  hand  of  Infanticide  gnisp*d  f 
And  that  stretoh'd  on  yon  billoui  diiitain*d  by  their  gore 

MisBolonghi'a  aamssins  have  gnsp'd  T 


PrDuder  scene  never  hallow*d  war*s  pompto  the  mind, 
Than  when  Christendom's  pennons  woo*d  social  the 

wind. 
And  the  flower  of  her  brave  for  the  combat  combined. 

Their  waich-worJ,  humanity's  vow ; — 
Not  a  sea-boy  that  fouiKht  in  ihiat  cause,  but  mankind 

Owes  a  garland  to  honor  his  brow ! 

Nor  frodfe,  bv  our  side,  that  to  conquer  or  611, 
Came  the  hnrdy  rude  Russ,  and  the  high-roettled  Gaul ; 
For  whose  was  the  genius,  that  plann'd  at  its  call. 

Where  the  whirlwind  of  hanle  should  roll  f 
AH  were  brave !  but  the  star  of  success  over  all 

Was  the  liaht  of  our  Codrington's  soul. 

Ilial  star  of  thy  day-spring,  regenerate  Greek ! 
Dtmm'd  the  Saracen*s  moon,  and  struck  pallid  his 

rheek: 
In  its  fast  flushing  morning  thy  Muses  shall  speak 

miien  their  lore  and  their  lutes  they  reclaim : 
And  the  first  of  their  songs  from  ramassiis*s  peak 

amll  be  **  Olory  to  Codrington*$  ^mu,f*' 


UNES 
OW  LEA  VINO  A  SCENE  IN  BAVARIA. 

Adiku  the  woods  and  waters*  side, 
Imperial  Danube's  rich  domain  I 

Adieu  the  ffrotio,  wild  and  wide, 
Tbt  rocks  abmpt,  and  grassy  plain! 


For  palKd  Autumn  ouoe  agBfai 
Hath  swell'd  each  torrent  of  the  hUli 
Her  clouds  oolleGt,  her  ahadowa  aaO* 
And  wateiy  winda,  diat  aweep  the  ?■!• 
Grow  loud  and  louder  atilL 

But  not  the  atorm,  dethroning  ftat 
Too  monarch  oak  of  massy  pile ; 

Nor  river  roaring  to  the  blast 
Around  its  dark  and  desert  isle ; 
Nor  church-bell '  tolling  to  beguila 

The  cloud-bom  thunder  passing  by. 
Can  sound  in  discord  to  mj  soul : 
Roll  on,  ye  mighty  wateia,  roll ! 

And  rage,  thou  darken*d  aky ! 

Thy  blossoms,  now  no  longer  bright ; 

Thy  wither*d  woods,  no  longer  green  { 
Tet,  Eldum  shore,  with  dark  delist 

I  visit  thy  imlovely  scene! 

For  many  a  sunset  hour  serene 
My  steps  have  trod  thy  meOow  dew. 

When  liis  green  light  the  fire4ly  gaira^ 

When  Cynthia  fiom  the  distant  wuvt 
Her  twilight  anchor  drewj 

And  plow'd,  as  widi  a  swelling  aaO* 

The  billowy  clouds  and  starry  aaui 
Then,  while  thy  hermit  nightingal* 

Sang  on  his  fragrant  apple-tiie^   ■ 

Romantic  solitary,  free, 
The  visitant  of  Eldum's  shore, 

Ota  such  a  moonlight  mountain  atny'd 

As  echo'd  to  the  music  made 
By  Druid  harpaof  yore. 

Around  thy  savage  hills  of  oak. 
Around  thy  wateia  bright  and  blue. 

No  hunter's  horn  the  silence  broke. 
No  dying  shriek  thine  echo  knew; 
But  nfe,  sweet  Eldum  woods,  to  yoa 

The  wounded  wild  deer  ever  ran. 

Whose  myrtle  bound  their  grassy  eKf% 
Whose  very  rocks  a  shelter  gave 

From  blood-pursuing  man. 

Oh,  heart  fusions,  that  arose 

From  nightly  wanderings  cherish'd  heiei 
To  him  who  flies  frum  many  woes. 

Even  homeless  deserts  can  be  dear 

The  last  and  solitary  cheer 
Of  those  that  own  no  earthly  home. 

Say — is  it  not,  jre  banish'd  rare. 

In  such  a  loved  and  lonely  place 
Compaiiionless  to  roam  ? 

Yes!  I  have  loved  thy  wild  abode, 
Unknown,  unplow'd,  untrodden  riwra. 

Where  scarce  the  woodman  finds  a  road. 
And  scarce  the  fisher  plies  an  oar  * 
For  man's  neglect  I  love  thee  more , 

That  art  nor  avarice  intrude 

To  tame  thy  torrent's  thunder-shock 
Or  prune  thy  vintage  of  the  rock 

Magnificenily  rude. 


1  la  CstlM>Re  ooontrist  jon  oAm  hsar  tbs  elinrefe-bsas 
to  propttsis  Haavsa  doriaf  thoadsrstonas. 
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Unheeded  tpreadi  thy  bloamn*d  bad 

Its  milky  boeom  to  the  bee ; 
Unheeded  &]ls  along  the  flood 

Thy  desolate  and  aged  tree. 

Foraaken  scene,  how  like  to  thae 
Tlie  iate  of  unbefriended  Worth ! 

Like  thine  h(Br  fruit  dishonored  falls ; 

Like  thee  in  solitude  she  calls 
A  thousand  treasures  fi>rth. 

O!  fflent  spirit  of  the  place, 

If  lingering  with  the  ruin*d  year, 

Thy  hoary  form  and  awful  face 

I  yet  nught  watch  and  worship  here ! 
Thy  storm  were  music  to  mine  ear, 

Thy  wildest  walk  a  shelter  given 
Sublimer  thoughts  on  earth  to  find. 
And  share,  ^ith  no  unhallow'd  mind. 

The  migesty  of  Heaven. 

What  though  the  bosom  friends  of  Fate^ — 

Prosperity's  unweaned  brood^^ 
Thy  consolations  cannot  rate, 

0  self-dependent  solitude ! 
ifet  with  a  spirit  unsubdued. 

Though  darkened  by  the  clouds  of  Care» 
To  worship  thy  congenial  gloom, 
A  pilgrim  to  the  Prophet's  tomb 

MiBfoitune  shall  repair. 

On  her  the  world  hath  never  smiled, 
Or  look*d  but  with  accusing  eye  ^« 

All-silent  goddess  of  the  wild, 
To  thee  that  misanthrope  shall  fly ! 

1  hear  her  deep  soliloquy, 

I  mark  her  proud  but  ravaged  form. 
As  stem  she  wraps  her  mantle  round. 
And  bids,  on  winter's  bleakest  ground, 

Defiance  to  the  storm. 

Peace  to  her  banish'd  heart,  at  last. 
In  thy  dominions  shall  descend, 

And,  strong  as  beech  wood  in  the  blast. 
Her  spirit  shall  refuse  to  bend ; 
Enduring  life  without  a  fiiend. 

The  world  and  fiilsehood  left  behind. 
Thy  votary  shall  bear  elate 
(Triumphant  o'er  opposing  Fate), 

Her  dark  inspired  mind. 

But  dost  thou.  Folly,  mock  the  muse 
A  wanderer's  mountain  walk  to  sing. 

Who  shuns  a  warring  world,  nor  wooes 
The  vulture  cover  of  iti  wing  ? 
Then  fly,  thou  cowering,  shivering  iYdag, 

Back  to  the  fostering  world  beguiled. 
To  waste  in  soIf-<x>nsuining  strife 
The  lovelesi  brotherhood  of  life, 

Reviling  and  reviled ! 

Away,  thou  lover  of  the  race 

That  hither  chased  yon  weeping  deer ! 
If  nature's  all  majestic  face 

More  pitiless  than  man's  appear ; 

Or  if  the  wild  winds  seem  more  drear 


Than  man's  oold  charities  below. 
Behold  around  his  peopled  j^aina, 
Where'er  the  social  savage  reigna 

Exuberance  of  woe ! 

EUs  art  and  honors  wouldst  thou  seek 
Emboss'd  on  grandeur's  giant  oralis  ? 

Or  hear  his  moral  thunders  speak 
Where  senates  light  their  airy  halls. 
Where  man  his  brother  man  enthrals , 

Or  sends  his  whiriwind  warrants  forth 
To  rouse  the  slumbering  fiends  aC  war. 
To  dye  the  blood-warm  waves  a&r, 

And  desolate  the  earth  f 

From  clime  to  clime  pursue  the  scene. 
And  mark  in  all  thy  spacious  way. 

Where'er  the  tyrant  man  has  been. 
There  Peace,  the  cherub,  cannot  stay ; 
In  wilds  and  woodlands  fiir  away 

She  builds  her  solitary  bower. 
Where  only  anchorites  have  trod. 
Or  fiiendlesi  men,  to  worship  God, 

Have  wander'd  for  an  hour. 

In  audi  a  fiv,  forsaken  vale< — 

And  such,  sweet  Eldum  vala,  ia  thiner— 

Afiflicted  nature  shall  inhale 

Heaven-borrow'd  thoughts  and  joys  divina 
No  longer  wish,  no  more  repine 

For  man's  neglect  or  woman's  scorn  ^— 
Then  wed  thee  to  an  exile's  lot. 
For  if  the  worid  hath  loved  thee  not. 

Its  absence  may  be  borne. 


STANZAS  TO  PAINTING. 

0  THOU  by  whose  expressive  art 
Her  perfect  image  Nature  sees 

In  union  with  the  Graces  start. 
And  sweeter  by  reflection  please ! 

In  whose  creative  hand  the  hues 

Fresh  from  yon  orient  rainbow  shine , 

1  bless  thee.  Promethean  Muse ! 

And  call  thee  brightest  of  the  Nine ! 


ling  more  than  vocal  power. 
Persuasive  more  than  poet's  tongue ; 
Whose  lineage,  in  a  raptured  hour,' 
From  Love,  the  Sire  of  Nature,  sprunf^ 

Does  Hope  her  high  possession  meet  ? 

Is  Joy  triumphant.  Sorrow  flouTi  f 
Sweet  is  the  trance,  the  Iremor  sweet. 

When  all  we  love  is  all  our  oun. 

But  oh !  thou  pulse  of  pleasure  dear. 
Slow  ihrobbing,  cold.  I  feel  thee  part ; 

Lone  absence  plants  a  pang  severe. 
Or  death  inflicts  a  keener  dart. 


1  Allodinf  to  the  well-known  tradiiion  rcwp«clinff  the 
nf  p«intinc.  thnl  it  atom  from  a  jrounc  Corinthian  Omsle 
tbs  ibsdow  of  bar  lovsr's  profiis  oo  tbs  wall,  st  he  lay 
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llien  ftr  a  beam  of  joy  to  light 
In  Memory't  Md  and  wakeful  eya! 

Or  bankh  fion  the  noon  of  night 
Her  dreame  of  deeper  agony. 

Shan  nng  in  witching  cadence  roll  f 
Yea,  even  the  tenderett  air  repeat, 

Tbat  breathed  when  mwI  wee  knit  to  ■ooi 
And  heart  to  heart  raepomtye  beatf 


What  vinone  rite !  to  charm,  to  melt! 

The  kMt,  the  loved,  the  dead,  are  r 
Oh,  hnh  that  itiain,  too  deeply  folt! 

And  ceaw  that  ■olaoe,  too  MTera  * 


! 


Bat  thoo  eerenely  rilent  art! 

By  heaven  and  hnre  wai  taught  lo  Uod 
A  milder  eolace  to  the  heart. 

The  noed  imege  of  a  friend. 

AH  it  not  lost!  iC  jret  poaest. 
To  me  diat  iweet  memorial  ihine  }— 

If  close  and  ckaer  to  my  breeet 
I  hold  that  idol  aU  divine. 

Or,  gaang  throngfa  Inxuriout  tean, 
MbU  o'er  the  loved  deported  form. 

Till  death*!  eoM  boMm  half  appean 
With  liftb  and  epeecfa,  and  spirit  wanL 


She  looks!  she  lives!  this  tranced  hour 
Her  bright  eye  seems  a  purer  gem 

Ttan  sparkles  on  the  throne  of  power, 
Or  glory's  wealthy 


Yes.  Genins,  yes!  thy  mimic 
A  treasure  to  my  soul  has  given. 

Where  Beauty's  canonixed  shade 

Smiles  in  the  sainted  hues  of  heaven. 

No  spectre  forms  of  pleasure  fled. 

Thy  foA'ning.  sweet'ning  tints  restore ; 

For  thou  canst  give  us  bock  the  dead, 
E*en  in  the  loveliest  looks  they  wwe. 

Tli^n  blest  be  Nature's  giMrdion  Muse, 
Whose  hand  her  perish'd  grace  redeems! 

WhtNc  tablet  of  a  thousand  hues 
The  mimw  of  creation  seems. 

From  Love  began  thy  high  descent ; 

And  lovers,  charm'd  by  giAs  of  thine^ 
Shall  bless  thee  mutely  eloquent. 

And  call  thee  brightest  of  the  Nine ! 


DRINKINOSONG  OF  MUNICH. 

Swcrr  lf«r !  were  thy  sunny  realm 

And  flowery  gardens  mine, 
Thv  waters  I  wouM  shade  with  elm 

To  prop  the  tender  vine: 
My  golden  flagons  1  would  fill 
With  rosy  drsughts  from  every  hill ; 

And  under  every  myrtle  bower, 
My  gay  companions  should  prolong 
The  laugh,  the  revel,  and  the  song, 

To  many  an  kUa  hour. 


like  rivers  crimson'd  with  the  beam 

Of  yonder  |danet  bright. 
Our  balmy  cups  should  ever  stream 

Profuakm  of  delight ; 
No  care  should  touch  the  mellow  haai^ 
And  sad  or  sober  none  depart ; 

For  wine  can  triumph  over  woe^ 
And  Love  aixl  Bacchus,  brother  powaia 
Gould  build  in  Iser's  stmny  bowem 

A  paradise  below. 


LINES 
ON  REV18ITIN0  A  flCOTTIBH  BIYEI. 


And  call  they  this  Improvement  f — to  have  diaDgad 
My  native  Clyde,  thy  once  romantic  shore. 
Where  Natorels  &ce  is  banish'd  and  estranged. 
And  Heaven  reflected  in  thy  wave  no  more; 
Whose  banks,  that  sweeten'd  May^y's  bteadibafcia 
lie  sere  and  leafless  now  in  summer's  haanb 
With  eooty  exhalations  cover'd  o'er; 
And  lor  the  daisied  green-sward,  down  thf  i 
Unsightly  brick4anes  smoke,  and  ^i«»Miy 


PS 


Speak  not  to  me  of  swarms  die  scene  soililBii 
Okie  heart  free  tasting  NatuM's  breath  and  UoiMB 
Is  worth  a  thousand  slavee  to  Mammon*b  frinfc 
Bat  whither  goea  that  wealth,  and  gladd*n^  vriiflmt 
See,  left  but  life  enough,  and  breathing-room 
Hie  hunger  and  the  hope  of  life  lo  feel. 
Yon  pale  Mechanic  bending  o'er  his  Iooiq, 
And  Childhood's  self  as  at  Ixkm's  wheel. 
From  mom  till  midnight  task'd  to  earn  its  little  moaL 

Is  this  Improvement  ? — where  the  human  breed 
Degenerates  ss  they  swarm  and  overflow. 
Till  Toil  grows  cheaper  than  the  trodden  weed. 
And  man  competes  with  man,  like  fee  with  fee. 
Till  Death,  that  thins  them,  scarce  seems  public  woaf 
Improreroent ! — smiles  it  in  the  poor  man's  eyes^ 
Or  blooms  it  on  the  cheek  of  Labor  t — No— 
To  gorge  a  few  with  Trade's  precarious  join. 
We  banish  rural  life,  and  breathe  unwholesome  skieai 

Nor  call  that  evil  slight ;  God  has  not  given 
This  passion  to  the  heart  of  man  in  vain, 
For  Eiarth's  green  fare,  th'  untainted  air  of  Heaven 
And  all  the  bliss  of  Nature's  rustic  reign. 
For  not  alone  our  frame  imbibes  a  stain 
From  fetid  skies ;  the  spirit's  healthy  pride 
Fades  in  their  gloom — And  therefore  1  complain 
That  thou  no  more  through  pastoral  scenes  shouklst 

glide. 
My  Wallace's  own  stream,  and  once  romantic  Clrda! 


UNES 

ON  REVISITINC  CATUCART. 

Oh!  scenes  of  my  childhood,  and  dear  9r  my  hear^ 
Ye  green-waving  wxxmIs  on  the  margin  of  Cart, 
How  blest  in  the  morning  of  life  I  have  stray'd 
By  the  stream  of  the  vale  and  the  grass  cover'd  glada 
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Tlien,  I  len,  every  rapture  wu  young  and  nnoere, 
Ere  the  sunshine  of  blks  was  bedirom'd  by  a  tear. 
And  a  t  Veeter  delight  every  scene  neeni'd  to  lend, 
That  the  mansion  of  peace  was  the  house  of  a  fkixni>. 

Now  the  scenes  of  my  childhood  and  dear  to  my  heart, 
All  pensive  I  visit,  and  sigh  to  depart ; 
Their  flowers  seem  to  languish,  their  beauty  to  cease, 
For  a  ttranger  inhabits  the  mansioo  of  peace. 

Bat  hash*d  be  the  sigh  that  untimely  complains, 
While  Friendship  and  all  its  enchantment  remains. 
While  it  blooms  like  the  flower  of  a  winterless  clime. 
Untainted  by  chance,  unabated  by  time. 


THE  -NAME  UNKNOWN r 

IN  IMITATION  OP  KLOP8TOCK. 

PEorHKTic  pencil !  wilt  thou  trace 
A  Mthful  image  of  the  &ce. 

Or  wilt  thou  write  the  **  Name  Unknown," 
Ordain'd  to  bless  my  charmed  soul, 
Aad  all  my  future  iate  control, 

Uniivall'd  and  alone  f 

Delidous  Idol  of  my  thought ! 
Though  sylph  or  spirit  hath  not  taught 
■   My  boding  heart  thy  precioos  name ; 
Tet  Hoshig  on  my  distant  fete, 
To  charms  unseen  I  conaeerate 
A 


UNES  WRITTEN  IN  SICKNESSL 


Thy  rosy  blush,  thy  meaning  eye, 
Tliy  virgin  voice  oif  melody. 

Are  ever  present  to  my  heart ; 
Thy  murmur'd  vows  shall  yet  be  mine. 
My  thrilling  hand  shall  meet  with  thine. 

And  never,  never  part ! 

Then  fly,  my  days,  on  rapid  v^ing. 
Till  Love  the  viewless  treasure  bring ; 

While  I,  like  conscious  Athens,  own 
A  power  in  mystic  silence  sealed, 
A  guardian  angel  unreveal'd. 

And  Uess  the  "  Name  Unknown !" 


TRAFALGAR 

When  Frenchmen  saw,  with  coward  art. 

The  assassin  shot  of  war 
lliat  pierced  Britain's  noblest  heart. 

And  quench'd  her  brightest  star, 

Hieir  shout  was  heard, — they  triumph'd  now, 

Amidst  the  battle's  roar. 
And  thought  the  British  oak  would  bow, 

Since  Nelson  was  no  more. 

But  fiercer  flamed  old  England's  pride, 

And— mark  the  vengeance  due, 
'Down,  down,  innulting  ship,"  she  cried, 
To  death,  with  all  thy  crew ! 

*  So  perish  ye  for  Nelson's  blood/— 

If  deaths  like  thine  can  pay 
For  blood  so  brave,  or  ocean  wave 

Can  wash  that  crime  away  *  ** 


Oh,  death !  if  there  be  quiet  in  thine 

And  I  must  cease     gently,  oh,  gently 
To  me !  and  let  my  soul  learn  no  alarms, 

But  strike  me,  ere  a  shriek  can  echo,  dumb. 
Senseless,  and  breathless. — And  thou,  sickly  life. 

If  the  decree  be  writ,  that  I  must  die, 
Do  thou  be  guilty  of  no  needless  strife. 

Nor  pull  me  downwards  to  mortality. 
When  it  were  fitter  I  should  take  a  flight — 

But  whither  ?  Holy  Pity,  hear,  oh  hear ! 
And  lift  me  to  some  iar-oflf  skyey  sphere. 

Where  I  may  wander  in  celestial  light : 
Might  it  be  so— then  would  my  spirit  iear 

To  quit  the  things  I  have  so  loved,  when  seen— 

The  air,  the  pleasant  sun,  the  summer  greens- 
Knowing  how  few  would  shed  one  kindly 

Or  keep  in  mind  that  I  had  ever  been ! 


UNES  ON  THE  STATE  OF  GREECE. 

OCCASIONED  BY  BEING  PRESSED  TO  MAKE  IT  A 
SUBJECT  OF  POETRY.  1827. 

In  Greece's  cause  the  Muse,  yoa  deem. 
Ought  still  to  plead,  persisting  strong ; 

But  feel  you  not,  *t  is  now  a  theme 
That  ^-akens  thought  too  deep  fer  song? 

The  Christian  world  has  seen  you,  Gre^% 

Heroic  on  your  ramparts  fell ; 
The  world  has  heard  your  widows'  shrieka, 

And  seen  your  orphans  dragg'd  in  thraO. 

Even  England  brooks  that,  reeking  hot. 
The  ruflian's  sabre  drinks  your  veins. 

And  leaves  your  thinning  remnant's  lot 
The  bitter  choice  of  deaih  or  chains. 

Oh !  if  we  have  nor  hearts  nor  swords 
To  snatch  you  from  the  assassins'  brand. 

Let  not  our  pity's  idle  words 

Insult  your  pale  and  prostrate  land. 

No !  be  your  cause  to  England  now. 
That  by  permitting  acts  the  wrong, 

A  thought  of  horror  to  her  brow, 
A  theme  for  blushing — not  for  song, 

To  see  her  unavenging  ships 

Ride  fest  by  Greece's  funeral  pile, 

Tis  worth  a  curse  from  Sibyl  lips! 
Tis  matter  for  a  demon's  smile ! 


LINES 

ON  JAMES  IV.  OF  SCOTLAND,  WHO  FELL  AT  THl 
BATTLE  OP  FLODDEN. 

'T  WAS  he  that  ruled  his  country's  heart 

With  more  than  royal  SH-ay; 
But  Scotland  saw  hrr  James  depart. 

And  sadden 'd  at  his  stay. 
She  heard  his  fete — she  wept  her  grief^— 
That  James,  her  loved,  her  gallant  chiaC 

Was  gone  for  evermore : 
But  this  she  learnt,  that,  ere  he  fell, 
(0  men !  O  palriotB !  mark  it  wall), 
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Bii  Mlow«)ldi«n  raand  h»  &I1 
Incloitd  him  like  a  living  mil, 

Miiiiif  tlMMT  kindred  foro ! 
Kor  wu  tiie  day  of  Flodden  done^ 
Till  they  were  ■kughier'd  one  by  one; 

And  thii  may  trrt  to  ahow : 
When  kinpare  palrioCa,  none  will  tf-^ 
When  aodi  a  king  wai  daom*d  to  die. 

Oh  who  would  death  fiiragof 


TO  JEMIMA,  ROSE,  AND  ELEANORE, 

TWUX  GBLBMUTSO  lOglTliH  BBAUTIB. 


Amko,  ffowuicei 
GWe  me  the  nympha.  who  thia  good  hour 
May  ehann  me.  not  in  fiction*!  Kefiei^ 
Bnl.ieaeh  me  beaitty*8  living  powers— 
My  harp,  that  haa  been  mute  loo  long, 
aial!  aleep  at  beantyli  name  no  more, 
80  but  your  amilee  re««'ard  my  nng. 
Rate,  and  £leanore« — 


In  whoae  benignant  eyea  are  beaming 
Tim  mja  of  purity  and  truth ; 
Soch  aa  we  ftncy  woman*!  teeming, 
In  the  creation*!  golden  youth ;— 
The  ODre  I  look  upon  thy  grace, 
Roana,  1  could  kiok  the  more, 
Bnl  fiir  Jemima*!  witching  iaoe, 
And  the  aweet  voice  of  Eleanore. 


Had  t  been  Lawrence,  kinga  had  wanted 
Their  portraiia,  till  I  *d  painted  youra ; 
And  thew  had  future  hearti  enchanted 
When  thia  poor  verae  no  more  endure! ; 
I  would  have  lef\  the  congrrtB  lace!, 
A  dull-eyed  diplomatir  cftrpn. 
TQl  I  hftd  grouped  you  m  the 
Row,  and  Rleanore. 


The  Catholic  bHla  fhir  mintn  befriend  him , 
Tour  poet't  heart  w  Catholic  too,— 
Hi!  roiiar>'  ahall  he  flowers  ye  send  him, 
Hia  i«int-day«  when  he  viMta  you. 
And  my  wore  laiircli  Uk  my  duty, 
Miraniloiw  at  yuur  touch  would  rise. 
Could  I  give  verae  one  trace  of  beauty 
Like  thai  which  glada  me  from  your  eyea. 

UnaeaI'd  by  ywu  theae  lipe  have  !poken, 

Dbuaed  to  aonR  fi>r  many  a  day ; 

Ye  *ve  tuned  a  harp  whoae  atringa  were  broken. 

And  wiirm*il  a  heart  of  calloiia  clay; 

80,  when  roy  iancy  nett  refuaes 

To  twine  lor  you  a  ^rland  more, 

Cooae  bark  again  and  be  my  muae!, 

Jemima,  Rom,  and  Cleanore. 


SONG. 

T 11  now  the  hour — 'I  ia  now  the  hour 
"^  bow  at  beauty*!  ahrine ; 

flow,  whiht  our  heart!  confeaa  the 
Of  vitmen,  wit.  and  wine ; 

And  beaming  eyea  look  on  ao  bright. 

WiC  ipringa,  wine  aparklea  in  their  light 


In  auch  an  hour—in  mdi  an  hour, 

In  !uch  an  hour  a!  thia, 
Whfle  pleaaure*!  fount  throwa  np  a  ihofvn 

Of  !0cial  aprinkiing  Uim, 
Why  doe!  my  boeom  heave  the  ngh 
Tliai  man  delight  f— She  ia  not  fay ! 

There  wai  an  hour— there  waa  an  koni 
When  I  indulged  the  apell, 

Thnt  knre  wound  round  me  with  a  power 
Word!  vainly  try  to  tell  ^— 

Though  love  hae  fiU*d  my  chequered  doom 

With  frttita  and  thomi.  and  light  and 

Tet  there 'a  an  hour — there 'a  atill  an  hour 
Who!e  coming  eundkine  may 

Clear  fiun  the-douda  that  hang  and  lour 
My  fcrtune'a  future  day : 

That  hour  of  houia  beloved  will  be 

That  hour  that  givea  thee  back  to  me! 


LINES  TO  EDWARD  LTTTON  BULWEB, 
oif  TRi  mTH  OF  nu  cmuiw 

My  heart  to  with  you,  Bulwer!  and  puttmya 
The  blearing!  of  your  finrt  paternal  dqra ; 
To  claap  the  pledge  of  pureet,  holieat  fidth. 
To  taete  one*!  own  and  love-bom  inftnt'a  fanalh, 
I  know,  nor  wouU  for  worida  forget  the  Ukm, 
1  "ve  lelt  that  to  a  foiher'a  heart  that  Idm, 
Aa  o*er  itn  little  lipa  you  amile  and  cling, 
Hae  fiagraooe  which  Arabia  could  not  brinf. 

Such  are  the  joya,  ill  mock'd  in  ribald  eong, 
In  thought,  ev^  fte!h*ning  life  our  life-time  lon^ 
That  give  our  kniI!  on  earth  a  heaven^rawn  blooii 
Without  them  we  are  weeda  upon  a  tombi 

Joy  be  to  thee,  and  her  whoae  lot  with  thine 
Propitioii!  atara  aaw  truth  and  poaaion  twine ! 
Joy  be  to  her  who  in  your  riaing  name 
Feela  lovc'a  bower  brighten'd  by  the  bcannof  foine 
I  lacked  a  iaiher'a  claim  to  her — but  knew 
Regard  for  her  young  yeara  ao  pure  and  tnie. 
That,  when  ahe  at  the  altar  atoiod  your  bride, 
A  aire  could  acarce  have  felt  more  nre-like  prid« 


SONG 

Whkn  Love  came  firat  to  Garth,  the  Spring 
Spread  roae-buda  to  rrceivo  him. 

And  Imck  he  vow'd  hia  flipht  he  'd  wing 
To  heaven,  if  aho  ahouM  leave  him. 

But  Sprinir,  departing,  aaw  hia  fnilh 
Pledged  to  the  next  now-ciimer — 

He  reveird  in  the  warmer  hrrnlh 
And  richer  bowera  of  Summer. 

Then  aportive  Autumn  riaim'd  by  right! 

An  archer  for  her  lover. 
And  even  in  Winler'a  linrk.  roUl  nighta 

A  charm  he  rould  diKCover. 

Her  mnta  and  halla,  and  Hreaido  iny. 
For  thia  time  were  hia  r(*.fM*ni»— 

In  abort.  \*(>nni(  liove'a  n  cnllniit  lioy. 
That  likea  all  timeii  and  itcoMMia. 
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DIRGE  OF  WALLACE. 

TmcT  lighted  a  taper  at  the  dead  of  night. 

And  chanted  their  holieit  hymn ; 
But  her  brow  and  her  boaom  were  damp  with  affright. 

Her  eye  waa  all  tleepleM  and  dim ! 
And  the  lady  of  Elderslie  wept  hr  her  loid, 

When  a  death>^'atch  beat  in  her  l<mely  room. 
When  hor  curtain  had  shook  of  its  own  accord ; 
And  the  raven  had  flapp'd  at  her  window-board, 

Tu  tell  of  her  warnor'a  doom! 

'  Now  ling  you  the  death^ong,  and  loudly  pny 

For  the  aoul  of  my  knight  so  dear ; 
And  call  me  a  widow  Ihia  wretched  day, 

Since  the  warning  of  God  m  here ! 
For  night-mare  ridet  on  my  ttrangled  aleep  >^~ 

The  lord  of  my  boaom  ii  doom'd  to  die  t 
Hit  valorous  heart  they  have  wounded  deep ; 
And  the  blood-red  tears  shall  his  country  weep 

For  Wallace  of  EldezsUe ! " 

Yet  know  not  his  country  that  ominoua  hoar, 

Ere  the  lotid  matin-bell  wta  rung, 
THiat  a  trumpet  of  death  on  an  English  tower 

Had  the  dirge  of  her  champion  sung! 
When  his  dungeon  light  look'd  dim  and  red 

On  the  high-bom  Uood  of  a  martyr  sliin. 
No  anthem  was  sung  at  his  holy  death-bed ; 
No  weeping  was  there  when  his  boacnn  bled-* 

And  his  heart  was  rent  in  twain ! 

Oh,  it  was  not  thus  when  his  oaken  spear 

Was  true  to  that  knight  ibrlom ; 
And  the  hosts  of  a  thousand  were  scatter'd  like  deer. 

At  the  blast  of  the  hunter's  horn ; 
Wiien  he  strode  on  the  wreck  of  each  well-fought  field 

With  the  vellow-hair'd  chiefi  of  his  native  land ; 
For  tus  lance  was  not  shiver'd  on  helmet  or  shield— 
And  the  sword  that  seem'd  fit  for  Archangel  to  wield. 

Was  light  in  his  terrible  hand ! 

Yet  bleeding  and  bound,  though  her  Wallace  wight 

For  his  .ong-loved  country  die, 
The  bugle  ne*er  sung  to  a  braver  knight 

Than  Wallace  of  Elderslie ! 
But  the  day  of  his  glory  shall  never  depart, 

His  head  unentorob'd  shall  with  glory  be  balm'd, 
From  its  blood-streaming  altar  his  spirit  shall  start : 
Though  the  roven  has  fed  on  his  mouldering  heart, 

A  nobler  was  never  embalm'd ! 


SONG. 

Mr  mind  is  my  kingdom,  but  if  thou  wilt  deign 
To  sway  there  a  queen  without  measure. 

Then  come,  o'er  its  wishes  and  homage  to  reign. 
And  make  it  an  empire  (^  pleasure. 

Then  oi  thoughts  and  emotions  each  mutinous  crowd 
That  rebell'd  at  stem  reason  and  duty. 

Returning  shall  jrield  all  their  loyalty  proud 
To  the  halcyon  dominion  of  Beauty. 


SONG. 

0  cmcRUB  Content !  at  thy  moas^over^d  shrintb 

1  *d  all  the  gay  hopes  of  my  boaom  resign, 
I  'd  part  with  ambition  thy  vot*ry  to  be. 

And  breathe  not  a  sigh  but  to  fiieiMiship  and  tha«! 

But  thy  presence  appears  from  my  wishes  to  lly. 
Like  the  gold-oolor'd  clouds  on  the  verge  of  the  al^ 
No  lustre  that  hangs  on  the  green  willow-trasb 
Is  80  sweet  as  the  smile  of  thy  &vor  to  msb 

In  the  pulse  of  my  heart  I  have  nourish*d  a  earn 
That  forbids  roe  thy  sweet  inspiration  to  share. 
The  noon  of  my  life  slow  departing  I  see. 
But  its  yean  as  they  pass  bring  no  tidings  of  thM. 


0  cherub  Content !  at  thy  moss-cover'd 

1  would  offer  my  vows  if  Matilda  were  mine ; 
Could  I  call  her  my  own,  whom  enraptured  1 1 
I  would  breathe  not  a  sigh  but  to  friendship  and 


THE  FRIARS  OF  DUON. 

A  TALE. 

When  honeat  men  oonfessM  their 
And  paid  the  church  genteelly. 

In  Burgundy  two  capuchins 
lived  jovially  and  freely. 


They  march'd  aboat  from  place  to  plaoa^ 

With  shriA  and  dispensation ; 
And  mended  broken  oonsdenoea, 

Soul-tinken  by  vocation. 

One  friar  was  Father  Boniface, 

And  he  ne'er  knew  disquiet. 
Save  when  condemn'd  to  saying  grace 

O'er  mortifying  diet 

The  other  was  lean  Dominick, 
Whose  slender  form,  and  sallow. 

Would  scarce  have  made  a  candlewick 
For  Bonifiice's  tallow. 

Albeit,  he  tippled  like  a  fish. 
Though  not  the  same  potation ; 

And  mortal  man  ne'er  clear'd  a  dish 
With  nimbler  mastication. 

llKMe  saints  without  the  shirts  amved. 

One  evening  late,  to  pigeon 
A  country  pair  for  alms,  that  lived 

About  a  league  from  Dijon ; 

Whose  supper-pot  was  set  to  boil 

On  fagots  brinkly  crackling : 
The  friars  enter'd  with  a  smile 

To  Jacques  and  to  Jacqueline. 

They  bow'd  and  blcss'd  the  dame,  and  then 

In  pious  terms  besought  her 
To  give  two  holy-minded  men 

A  meal  of  bread  and  water 
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Wbeu  wititinug  (oi  daindto. 

Qiitith  Janiun.  '  Th«l  ven  mrrf  cheer 
t'vi  nuni  &UgBed  and  duiiy ; 

And  if  fuu  lupii'd  aa  cnau,  I  ieai 
You  'd  go  U  bad  but  -laaif." 

Bo  torth  ha  bninghl  ■  fluk  of  rich 

Win*  Gl  III  tetM  Silonuh 
Ami  viaodi,  ai  the  ughl  of  wbmh 

thtj  lauj^'d  hke  am  hysoaa. 

AlmnaUiy.  ihe  hot  and  apouae 
Ragalrd  each  {lordon-gauger, 

Who  loLd  Ihnn  Ulea  rjghl  mainllouit 
Am]  Ued  ••  Gji  a  wagei — 


Had  oulf  dipt  her  garieriL 

And  tr  ihrir  hsaren  gaped,  I : 
Wtib  jaw*  thr««  inch  uiind 

Tunatanlfoi      " 
Aod  [artly  du 


Fna  ihett  lo  gltt*  and  calclua. 
A>  leal  Ihef  tnald  baTe  danced  oabighl, 


Had  wife  or  he  luapiinon 
TiiMi  mouJu  would  nuka  a  rare«ahow 
Of  cfainki  in  tha  poruiioa  t — 


SbuM  on  yoa.  fitnn  of  ordcn  gmy, 
Tha*  pnping  knell,  and  wriggling, 

Ami  wfaen  ye  ihoiild  have  gone  ui  piay 
Batook  jfonnelTea  to  giggling '. 


pM  Anner  m  a  liooa  preiarea 
lis  knili-.  a  long  and  keen  CHie ; 

And  lalki  uT  kiUiiig  bulk  the  rierra, 
TIh  fu  one  awl  ilie  l(«n  wis. 

IVmotTDW  by  (he  brenk  of  dgy, 

He  onlf ».  loo.  tallpetre 
And  latkling  lula Riii.  render,  ilafi 


Tbe  prieau  knew  tioi  mr 
Gave  pigi  the  name  < 

Bui  lUrtled.  willen  of 
Ai  if  ibey  irod  on  bi.v**. 


Bui  Uul  their  bi 
-  Whni!  pickle  nnJ  Rooke  di 


le  him  and  hii  laid 


**  Vet,  Dominick,  to 

Idea  ihiikea  one 

Yes.  Ikiiiiface.  'lit  I 


■ODomioick!  thy  nether  end 
Should  bleed  lor  eipialion, 

And  Ihou  ahouldjil  have,  my  dear  b 
A  glorioiu  aagelUlion." 


Of  all  ibeic  peccadilloea. 

Tel.  'midtl  ihie  penilenlial  pB^ 
A  Ih<'ii)t1ii  tbeir  fancin  tintJed  ; 

Tncre  bcller  bnve  Ifae  window'a  height 
Than  be  ai  oiomiiig  i>i<kled. 

And  »  they  girt  IheniKWpa  to  leap. 

Both  under  breelli  impbinill 
A  regimi'ut  of  uinla,  to  ke«p 

Their  butt  UKl  buaien  uiorinfr 

Tbe  lean  one  lighlei!  like  a  Cll, 

Then  •campei'a  ufl"  like  Jehu, 

Nor  ilopp'd  to  help  Ihe  man  of  fat, 

"a  clay  hu»— 


Whaw  cbeek  w 


Whn,  being  by  nitur*  mare  dengn'il 
For  resiiiig  than  liir  jumping, 

Fell  heavy  on  bii  paru  behind, 
That  bnwden'il  with  iha  iJaniFing. 


S[(ual  ai  the  ligiiic  of  a  honiB 
Upon  a  Cbjneae  drawing- 

At  tengib  be  wodilled  to  a  Myj 

The  pigi,  you'd  Ihooghi  liir  gameJiakt, 
Caine  round  and  mned  hiio  lovingly. 


loiikey  up  and  dmn 
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Mflo  lea  tfaairbed^p  and  ii!flit4«|ip'd  liMdt 
Fopp'd  out  fitm  eveiy  CMement; 

The  celt  mn  fiighten'd  oo  dM  leedi; 
DyonwweU 


Ddou  buig'd,  dogi  baj'd,  and 
Thioete  gaped  e^^nit  in  bare  rows. 

Till  Krandeit  sleeping  watchmen  woke^ 
And  eren  at  lait  &i&  mayor 


Who,  diMging  him  befcre  po]ioe» 

Demandi  of  Dnminick  loriy. 
What  earthquake,  fire,  or  brMdi  of  peaoa 

Made  aU  thk  huiljwbiirlyt 

iir. 


qaodi  the  prieet,  ** 
Are  (hence  a  league,  or  nighei) 
About  to  salt,  eoape, 
And  barrel  up  a  llriar.' 


, »» 


Soon,  at  the  magiitrate'i  command, 
A  troop  from  die  geDB^armee*  houae 

Of  twenty  men  rode  iword  in  hand, 
To  etorm  the  bloo^  fim'b  hooee. 

Aa  they  were  cantering  toward  the  placab 
Comeo  Jaoquei  to  the  ewine^rardt 

But  started  when  a  great  round  ftce 
Cried.  -Raseal!  hold  thy  whinyard.** 


Twaa  Booi&oe,  ea  mad 's  Cng  Lear. 

Playing  antiCB  in  the  piggeryi 
**  And  what  die  devil  bronght  you  here» 

You  iwwntahi  of  a  firiar.  dif '* 

Ah!  once  how  JoUy,  now  how  wan 
And  blubbered  with  die  vapon. 


That  fiantio  capndiin  began 
To  cut  Antsetic 


«>Help!  hoDo!  thebeDowi 
The  pot  is  on  to  stew  me ; 
I  am  a  pretty  pig — but  no! 
lliey  shall  not  barbecue  ma.** 

Nor  was  this  raving  fit  a  sham ; 

In  truth  he  was  hysterical, 
Until  they  brought  him  out  a  dram. 

And  that  wrought  like  a  miracUi 

Just  aa  the  horsemen  halted  near. 

Crjring,  **  Murderer,  stop,  ohoy,  oh!** 
Jacques  was  comfiirting  the  Ir^re 

With  a  good  glsss  of  noyau-^ 

Who  beckoo'd  to  them  not  to  kick  up 

A  row ;  but  waxing  mellow, 
Squceaed  Jaoquea*  hand,  and  with  a  hidnip 

Said,  *•  Tou 're  a  damn'd  good  lellow  * 

Explafaiing  lost  but  little  breath  >— 

Here  ended  all  the  matter; 
So  God  save  Queen  Eliiabeth, 

And  long  live  Henri  Quatre ! 

The  gens4*aimes  at  the  story  broke 

Into  iMNse-fits  of  laughter. 
And,  as  if  they  had  known  the  jokob 

Tlieir  horses  neigh*d  thereafter. 

Leen  Dondnick,  methinks,  his  chape 
.  Yawn'd  weaiy,  worn,  and  moody , 
So  may  my  readera'  loo,  perhape» 
And  thus  I  wish*em  good  day 
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THE  END  or  CABIPBELL*S  WORK& 


:p®aiea(0iia.  "wtsmBss 


JAMES  MONTGOMERT 


(ConttMtx. 


^ptetnoCt  of  Sxmeii  JHontflomerfi. 


Tn  little  port  of  Inrina  in  Om  coimljf  of  Ayv. 
■hirt,  Nortli  Britain,  wis  the  plus  «liM  Jm 
MoirrooHnT  fint  nw  thi  day.  He  wm  bofn  on 
the  4tli  of  No>vomber,  1771.  Hb  ftther  waa  ona 
of  that  flinfiilar  and  oxemplarj  body  ofChriatiana 
dannminated  Moravianai  a  feet  hj  no  meana  no- 
merona  in  Great  Britain,  and  least  of  all  in  Soot- 
Sand:  the  relifionaleneU  with  which  the  enbjeet 
of  the  ptesent  memoir  was  thus  impressed  in  his 
eailieet  youth,  hafo  tinged  hie  writings,  and  been 
foliected  in  his  snbseqoent  oondoet  through  lift. 
He  did  not  long  remain  in  hie  native  town,  ftr, 
at  ftnr  years  of  age,  his  father  took  him  oter 
Id  Ireland,  his  parents  having  fixed  their  resi- 
•BBoe  at  Graoehill  in  the  ooonty  of  Antrim.  He 
eqjoomed,  however,  bat  a  short  time  in  Ireland, 
ftr  hia  fidhsr,  most  probably  with  the  view  of 
aftrdtng  him  the  benefits  either  of  a  better  edn- 
eation,  or  one  more  oonsiatent  with  his  own  re- 
ligioiie  tenets,  sent  him  to  England,  and  he  was 
piaeed  at  a  Moravian  seminary  at  Folniok  in 
Torkshire,  where  he  remained  ten  years. 

Soon  after  the  establishment  of  Montgomery  at 
Fulnick,  his  father  and  mother  left  IreUnd  for  the 
West  Indies.  The  elder  Montgomery  had  onder- 
laken  the  daty  of  a  miBsionary  to  instruct  the 
aegroes  in  the  doctrines  of  Christianity.  Both 
bther  and  mother  ftU  victims  to  that  pestilential 
tlimate,  the  one  in  Barbadoes,  and  the  other  in 
Tobago.  To  their  fate  it  is  the  poet  so  beantiftiUy 
tilodes  when  he  writes— 

My  fkihrr—mocber— parents,  are  no  morel 

Braeath  tbe  Lkm  star  they  sleep 

Bpyond  ttie  weetern  deep ; 
Aad  when  the  sun's  noon  flory  crests  tbe  waves, 
He  shines  without  a  shadow  on  their  graves}— 

Montgomery  was  not  the  only  offspring  thus 
%ft  to  the  wide  world ;  his  parents  had  two  other 
children,  who  were,  it  is  said,  placed  imder  the 
guardianship  of  the  benevolent  body  of  Christians 
•o  which  their  parents  had  belonged.  During 
the  time  the  subject  of  tho  present  memoir  was 
at  Fulnick,  he  was  carefully  excluded  from  the 
work!.  The  institutions  of  the  Moravian  brethren 
are  aUnost  monastically  rigid.  For  ten  years  that 
he  WAS  in  thia  seminary,  he  scarcely  saw  or  ocm- 
^a  with  any  individual  who  was  not  of  their 
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ofwnikith.  Hbinstmetloii  was,  however,  etftfahj 
attended  to^  and  he  waa  tanght  assldaoasly  tha 
Greek,  Latin,  French,  and  German  langoafaa, 
indepoidently  of  the  common  and  inftrior  ao- 
qnirements  deemed  necessary  to  pnpila  in  amy 
station  of  lift. 

Befiire  Montgomery  had  attabied  hia  tMith 
year,  he  exhibited  his  inclination  ftr  poaliy 
The  pecnliar  opiniona  and  discipline  oif  the  M^ 
raviana  were  calculated  to  oheriah  hia  propaBalty 
ftr  the  Muse.  The  monotony  of  his  lUb,  tha 
weU-nigh  cloistered  sednsion  of  the  achobra,  and 
the  system  which  inculcated  the  doctrinea  of  tha 
brethren,  nurtured  that  aombre  and  melanghoiy 
biaa  which  is  alwaya  inherent  in  the  poetical 
temperament  The  indulgence  of  the  imaginatka 
imder  such  circimistanoee  tends  to  render  tha  ' 
mind  exquisitely  susceptible  of  external  imptea- 
sions.  The  love  of  Jesus  Qirist,  to  which  avary 
instruction  of  the  Moravian  brethren  diraoto 
the  mind  of  the  pupil,  and  which  ia  the  chief 
awakener  of  their  ftelings,  they  making  the 
second  Person  of  the  Trinity  the  object  of  bro- 
therly  affection  as  well  as  of  adoration,  was  a 
captivating  theme  ftr  tbe  young  poot  The  hymna 
of  the  Moravians  were  the  seducers  of  Mont- 
gomery into  the  flowery  paths  of  poosy.  Religious 
aspirations,  the  tender  affection,  the  beauty  of 
holiness,  kindled  the  love  of  sacred  song  in  his 
callow  bosom.  A  little  volume  was  soon  filled 
with  the  effusions  of  his  young  imagination,  and 
first  developed  that  genius  to  which  the  virtuous 
part  of  mankind  have  since  not  hesitated  to  do 
the  justice  it  merite.  He  knew  nothing  at  this 
time  of  the  English  poets,  for  they  were  carefiilly 
kept  out  of  sight  by  his  instructors,  lest  scmie 
dangerous  passage  should  give  a  pruriency  ftr 
unhallowed  and  contagious  principles.  The  little 
volume  was  therefore  wholly  his  own.  The  father 
of  one  of  the  boys  had  sent  a  volume  of  selected 
poems  from  Milton,  Thomson,  and  Young,  co 
his  son,  yet,  though  the  choicest  and  most  moral 
passages  only  were  selected,  it  was  dipt  and 
mangled  by  the  good  brethren  before  it  was  de. 
livered  to  ite  owner.  The  natural  consequence 
ensued, — Montgomery   clandestinely    borrowed 

books,  and  read  them  by  stealtli. 
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BiEMOIR  OP  JAMES  MONTGOMERY. 


At  fburieen  years  of  age,  besides  two  manii* 
•cript  volumes  of  his  verses,  he  had  composed  a 
mock-heroic  poem  of  a  thousand  lines,  in  three 
cantoa :  it  was  an  imitation  of  **  The  Frogs  and 
Mice**  of  Homer.  From  his  oompankma  and 
friends  he  received  praises  which  excited  him  to 
fresh  exertions.  He  planned  several  epic  poems, 
for  nothing  short  of  an  epic  would  satisfy  hk 
craving  desire  for  literary  fame,  till  after  much 
of  resolve  and  re-resolve,  he  began  one  under 
the  title  of  Alfred  the  Great.*'  Of  this  poem  he 
completed  two  books ;  the  boldness  of  the  attempt 
■eems  to  have  alarmed  the  good  fathers  of  the 
Folntck  academy.  Such  a  flight  by  a  youth  des- 
tlned  fbr  the  study  of  divinity  (the  profession 
which  they  had  in  prospect  for  their  pupil  being 
that  of  a  minister),  was  by  no  means  suitable  to 
their  ideas  of  the  fitness  of  things.  The  young 
poet  panted  for  the  great  world,  to  live  among 
and  study  mankind ;  the  brethren  strove  to  stifle 
these  desires,  and  to  lead  back  the  erring  ima- 
gination of  their  pupil  to  serious  realities,  and 
devDtional  resignation.  The  world  to  him  was 
yet  a  pure  mystery,  while  his  longing  desire  to 
mingle  in  it  no  discipline  could  repress.  His 
heahh  became  affected  in  the  contest.  The  irre- 
■btible  promptings  of  genius,  however,  were 
ultimately  triumphant.  The  Moravian  brethren, 
finding  they  could  not  succeed  in  recalling  him 
to  the  line  of  conduct  and  study  which  they 
deemed  proper  for  a  minister  of  their  persuasion, 
and  seeing  that  an  opposite  desire  was  fixing  it- 
self deeper  and  deeper  in  his  heart,  had  the  good 
sense  to  give  up  their  object,  and  to  place  him 
in  trade  with  a  brother  believer,  who  was  in 
business  at  Mirfield,  near  Wakefield,  in  the  same 
county. 

Montgomery  thus  affords  another  instance  of 
the  triumph  of  genius  over  almost  insuperable 
obetacles.  Nature  awoke  in  his  bosom  those 
mysterious  impulses  which  have  been  developed 
in  many  other  minds  similarly  constituted — in 
many  other  master  spirits,  which  have  made 
to  themselves  immortal  names  in  all  ages  and 
ooontries,  breaking  the  gloom  in  which  the  acci- 
dents  of  birth  and  fortune  may  have  placed 
them,  and  becoming  shining  lights  to  the  world. 
In  his  new  situation,  little  congenial  to  an  aspiring 
mind,  Montgomery  continued  but  a  year.  He 
had  formed  in  his  imagination  the  most  elevated 
and  erroneous  ideas  of  the  great  world ;  he  saw 
it  in  perspective,  all  glorious  and  honorable ;  he 
jianted  to  be  distinguished  among  men  ;  and  full 
of  the  delusions  of  youth  in  this  ref^pect,  in  which 
we  are  all  more  or  less  prone  to  indiilg:e  in  the 
morning  of  life,  he  penned  a  letter  to  h'ln  master, 
and  with  a  few  clothes  and  throe  shillings  and 
sixpence  in  money  in  liis  pocket,  ho  Icll  his  dom- 


icile, to  plunge  into  that  paradise  of  honor  ami 
fame  which  fkncy  had  so  gorgeously  depictsd. 
He  was  not  an  articled  apprentice,  and  therefbrt 
he  violated  no  contract  by  his  elopement  Hs 
WIS  atthiitime  but  sixteen  years  of  age,  and  thos 
young  he  cast  himself  upon  fortune,  a  wild  and 
inexperienced  adventurer. 

The  usual  result  followed.  The  world  had  ap. 
peared  a  fairy  Jiicture  in  his  imagination,  but  it 
proved  in  reidity  to  be  just  what  it  is,  a  region 
of  struggles  and  disappointments.  On  the  fourth 
day  after  his  departure  from  Fuhiick,  he  found 
himself  obliged  to  enter  into  a  situation  similar 
to  that  which  he  had  held  but  a  short  time  pre* 
viously,  at  a  place  called  Wash.  From  thence 
he  wrote  to  his  late  employer  and  demanded  a 
character,  for  he  had  hitherto  preserved  his 
own  without  the  slightest  moral  taint.  The  mas- 
ter consulted  his  Moravian  friends,  who  respect- 
ed the  virtues  and  talents  of  Montgomery,  and 
agreed  to  give  him  any  character  necessary,  bo! 
desired  that  he  might  be  invited  to  return  to 
them.  The  worthy  man  set  off  accordingly,  and 
met  Montgomery  in  an  inn-yard,  on  his  arrival 
at  Wash,  and  they  rushed  at  once  by  a  sort  of 
kindred  sympathy  into  each  other's  arms.  It 
was  in  vain,  however,  that  the  master  invited 
his  late  pupil  to  return,  by  the  most  flattertn|f 
offers  of  profit ;  the  young  poet  resisted  them 
all.  The  benefkctor  was  not  the  less  kind.  Ho 
supplied  his  wants;  sent  him  the  clothes  and 
property  he  had  left  in  his  possession,  and  gave 
him  a  testimonial  of  his  esteem  in  a  written 
document  to  exhibit  when  required.  In  his  new 
situation  he  remained  about  a  year,  during  which 
period  he  punctually  fulfilled  the  duties  of  his 
station ;  but  nursed  at  the  same  time  the  som 
bre  character  which  his  peculiar  religious  edura* 
tion,  and  the  bent  of  his  genius,  both  contributed 
to  encourage. 

Mr.  Harrison,  a  bookseller  of  Patemoster.row, 
having  received  a  volume  of  his  poems  in  manu- 
script, before  he  quitted  Wash  for  London,  took 
him  on  his  arrival  into  his  employ,  and  recom- 
mended him  to  cultivate  his  talents,  which  in 
time,  he  told  him,  he  had  no  doubt  would  render 
him  distinguished.  The  toil  of  a  bookseller's 
clerk,  in  the  dingy  purlieus  of  tlie  Row,  was  a 
complete  cure  for  Montgomery's  delusion  re- 
specting the  great  world,  its  glorious  honors, 
and  all  its  bright  dreams  of  immortality.  ITaving 
in  vain  endeavored  to  induce  a  bookseller  to 
trea{  with  him  for  a  prose  tale,  he  left  Mr.  Har- 
rison's employ  at  the  end  of  eight  months,  and 
returned  into  Yorkshire  to  the  situaticm  he  had 
previously  held.  It  is  no  slight  proof  of  Mont- 
gomery's excellent  character  and  disposition,  that 
he  won  the  affection  of  his  employers  socoes. 
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■Hvlj,  who  an  treated  him  like  a  aon.  So  strong 
was  the  attachment  of  hif  master  at  Wash, 
that  eten  in  the  future  troubles  of  the  poet's 
lift  he  supported  him,  not  merelj  with  empty 
eoneolation,  but  with  more  solid  and  substantial 
aid.  The  master  sought  out  his  former  servant 
when  he  was  on  the  point  of  being  tried  in  a 
eourt  of  law  for  libel,  and  comforted  and  con- 
•oled  him. 

The  bent  of  Montgomery's  mind  was  still  to- 
wards literature.  A  newspaper  which  had  been 
very  popular,  published  at  Sheffield  by  a  Mr. 
Gales,  had  received  many  of  the  young  poet's 
contributions.  This  paper  was  called  the  **  Shef- 
field Register."  It  does  not  appear  that  Mont- 
gomery contributed  any  political  writing  to  its 
pages,  his  communications  being  chiefly  poetical; 
but  he  assisted  Mr.  Gales  in  his  occupation,  and 
reoxyved  to  Sheffield  for  that  purpose  in  1793. 
In  the  following  year  Montgomery  was  assailed 
by  iUness,  during  which  he  was  nursed,  and 
most  kindly  treated,  in  the  family  of  Mr.  Gales, 
hating  been,  as  usual,  successfiil  in  winning  the 
sympathies  of  those  around  him.  It  was  not 
kmg  alter  this  that  a  political  prosecution  was  in- 
stituted against  the  proprietor  of  the  **  Sheffield 
Eegister,**  and  Mr.  Gales  leA  England  to  avoid  a 
proeecution.  At  that  time  the  quailing  cause  of 
arbitrary  authority,  and  divine  |>olitical  right,  was 
making  ite  last  stnig^les  against  freedom  and 
common  sense.  Libels  were  souj^ht  for,  and  pros- 
ecuted  with  rigor,  and  not  even  the  most  cau- 
tinos  individual  of  honest  principles  could  be 
deemed  safe  from  attack.  Montgfomery,  on  the 
departure  of  Mr.  Gale?,  bcinj^  assisted  by  a  friend, 
b«rame  the  publisher  of  the  newspoper  himself* 
the  name  of  which  he  chanj^ed  to  tliut  of  the 
*'Iri».''  It  was  now  ronductod  with  less  party 
violence  than  before,  while  n  greater  variety  of 
miMrcIIaneous  matter  was  to  he  found  in  its  col- ' 
urns.  Tlie  cause  supjorted  hy  Mont;[:oinery  was  ■ 
always  that  of  jwlitical  iiide|>endence,  humanity  J 
tnd  freedom.  The  tone  of  his  paper  was  ex-' 
coedinely  temperate,  hut  firm  :  indce<I  it  was  sol 
moderate  as  to  give  ot!*»Mire  to  all  violent  party, 
men  who  dealt  in  extreiprs,  and  imagined  the , 
caii^e  of  lit»erty  could  only  l»e  sup|>ortod  by 
or/isy  declamation.  In  his  newspaper  he  had  a 
seriffi  of  articles  in!<erted  under  the  title  of  "The 
EInthusiast,**  which  attracted  f>articular  attention 
from  being  pictures  of  hi«<  own  mind.  There  were 
other  articles  which  drew  much  notice,  from  the 
impress  of  genius  they  exhi!>ited.  ! 

NotwithstandincT  the  nioiJeration  of  our  poet- 
editor,  it  was  not  hmg  l)elore  the  fani^s  of  iho  har- ; 
pies  of  the  law  were  u|»on  hi»n.    A  song"  written  , 
and  prepared   for   puhlication  before  Mr.  Gales  | 


quitted  England,  was  unluckily  published  ftum 
his  office.  It  vras  written  by  a  clergyman  to 
commemorate  the  destruction  of  the  Bastile  in 
1789,  and  was  sung  openly  at  Belfast  in  1799. 
The  war  broke  out  nine  months  afler  it  was  writ* 
ten,  and  half  the  newspapers  in  the  kingdom 
had  printed  it ;  yet  the  unlucky  ballad-singer,  at 
whose  suggestion  it  was  carried  to  the  press  to 
strike  off  a  few  copies,  was  arrested  selling  them 
at  Wakefield,  became  evidence  against  the  print- 
er, and  in  17f)5  Montgomery  was  found  **  guilty 
of  publishing.*'  This  would  not  do  for  the  ser- 
vile judges,  who  made  the  jury  re-consider  their 
verdict,  and,  af\er  an  hour's  hesitation,  they 
brought  in  a  verdict  of  guilty.  Montgomery 
was  fined  twenty  pounds,  and  imprisoned  for 
three  months  in  the  Castle  of  York.  As  always 
happens  in  a  country  like  England,  when  fVeedcmi 
of  mind  is  interfered  with,  the  sufferer  is  borne 
above  persecution  by  those  honest  sympathising 
spirits  that  step  forward  to  his  support.  Montgo- 
mery found  his  newspaper  and  business  carefVilly 
superintended  by  a  friend,  and  he  was  welcomed 
from  prison  as  the  victim  of  an  unjust  sentence. 
On  his  deliverance  from  his  incarceration,  he 
resumed  his  professional  labors,  and  avoided 
every  extreme  in  politics.  He  printed  numerona 
essays  in  his  paper,  under  different  heads ;  soma 
humorous,  others  serious,  but  all  agreeable  and 
entertaining.  These  essays  were  published  in  a 
volume,  long  out  of  print,  and  now  not  easily 
attainal)Ie. 

When  the  emissaries  of  the  law  lie  in  wait 
to  entanjjle  a  victim,  they  never  fail  to  discover 
some  cliarge,  that  may  be  twisted  to  bear  them 
out  in  their  object.  Montgomery  had  scarcely 
resumed  his  duties,  when  two  men  were  killed 
in  a  riot  in  the  streets  of  Sheffield  by  the  s<J- 
diory.  He  gave  a  narrative  of  the  circumstances 
correct  enoug-h,  there  is  no  doubt ;  but  a  volun- 
teer olficer,  who  was  also  a  mogistrate,  feeling 
his  dignity  or  honor  hurt  by  the  statement, 
preferred  a  hill  of  indictment  for  libel  against 
the  printer.  It  was  tried  at  Doncaster  in  January 
17l>G.  The  defence  made  justified  the  truth  of 
the  statement  on  very  satisfactory  testimony; 
hut  in  vain — .Montgomery  was  found  guilty,  and 
sentenced  to  six  months'  imprisonment  and  a 
fmo  of  thirty  f)ounds.  It  is  remarkable,  that 
l)efore  the  death  of  the  individual  who  was  the 
cause  of  this  jirosecution,  ho  seemed  conscious 
of  the  injustice  ho  had  done  Montgomery,  by 
treating  him  with  sedulous  attention  aHer  the 
expiration  of  his  term  of  inipri-^sonuient;  and 
<mco,  when  presiding  in  a  court  of  ju-Jtice,  call- 
ing him  from  among  the  crow<l  to  sit  by  his 
side  on  tiic  bench,  that  ho  niignt  bo  kept  from 
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the  uinojsDCa  uid  proiituro  of  Ilic  mob.  Tlie 
poet  tiMk  his  leat  occordinglj ;  uid  il  wai,  no 
doubt,  a  pioud  tijumpb  It>  hia  leelinga. 

Diu-ing  tliii  impruonmeiit  lI  wu  thi.t  he  vrrote 
hi*  poenu  entitled  "Ptiran  Annuo ineiitii,"  tlioDgh 
he  did  nol  pabliah  them  noti]  1797.  In  Uie 
prieon  he  waj  well  ucDitunodated,  nnd  liud  every 
indulgence  afforded  him;  a  lu-ge  jud  supplied 
him  with  ui  liry  pronkenede.  He  ii  oIki  uid 
to  have  ajtiuaed  himMlf  in  composing  a  work 
of  eome  bulk  ors  humoroui  charncler,  but  which 
hu  not  seen  the  li^ht.  lie  went  to  Scorbarough 
tor  the  benefit  of  bis  hoalth,  ta  loon  u  ho  wu 
liberiled.  Thia  happened  in  July  17116.  hia 
health  having  been  much  illected  by  anilotj 
and  impriionmont.  Il  wu  from  i  visit  to  tlis 
Htne  place  nibaeqiiBDtly,  that  he  componed  hia 
poem  of  "  The  Ooeui"  in  1805.  It  wu  singular 
that  the  aullior  of  the  "Prison  Amusements" 
ihoold  have  Buffered  that  and  alber  published 
works  to  sleep  from  want  of  making  them  mora 
known — bo  allowed  thera  to  drop  into  complete 
oblivion,  la  1806  appeared  "The  Wanderer  of 
Bwitxerland,"  which,  in  spite  of  a  severe  citti. 
eism  in  the  Edinhurph  Rrcieie,  conferred  upon 
turn  great  and  deeervcd  celebrity.  It  was  not 
until  then  that  he  took  hii  ilalion  amanjr  |ho 
better  order  of  his  country's  pocta.  It  ii  said 
lie  wu  on  the  point  of  publishing  another  poeni 
in  preSirence,  which  has  not  yet  been  given  to 
the  world,  though  nearly  ready  tor  tlia  preea  at 
the  time  "The  Wanderer  of  SwilTjirland"  ap. 
paared.  Mr.  Bowycr  printed  Montgomery's  next 
work,  "The  West  Indies,"  in  ■  niMt  expensive 
form,  with  superb  embeltishmonti :  nearly  ten 
thousand  copies  of  the  dillerent  editions  were 
•old.  The  humane  leelingi  of  the  author  ap. 
fu  lo  predominate  in  this  wotkt  it  is  har- 


moniously and  toiichingly  wrillen.  The  "World 
before  the  Flood,"  which  appeared  in  1813,  is 
iwrhapi  the  leul  popular  of  his  prodadjons. 
In  tliii  work  his  wonted  piatj  and  the  eDeela  of 
hie  early  oducolioo  strongly  appear,  while  he 
has  introduced  various  enlivening  incidents  to 
break  the  uniformity  of  the  mibJecL  Since  this 
poem,  "Greenland,"  "The  Pelican  Island,"  and 
numoraua  occasional  pieces,  have  dropped  from 
his  pen.  Ilia  ihoughu  lira  oil  remarkable  for 
their  parity.  He  Is  the  poet  of  religion  and 
morality.  Hi*  political  principles  are  those  of  a 
free  Englishman. 

In  peraon,  Montgomery  is  below  the  mlddlo 
height,  and  of  slender  frame ;  his  compleuoo 
lair,  and  hair  yellow.  Hia  limbs  ore  well  pro- 
portioned. There  is  a  cart  of  melancholy  over  hia 
leatures,  unless  when  tliey  are  lighted  up  by  con> 
versation,  and  then  hia  eyes  show  al!  the  lire  of 
genius.  In  manner  he  is  singularly  modest  and 
unobtrusive,  especially  among  strangers.  It  ia 
only  in  intercourse  with  his  friends  that  he 
opens  with  a  power  and  ebxjuence  which  hw 
would  expect  of  him.  Though  kind  and  aniiabia, 
he  can  wound  keenly  by  wit  and  aaTcUDi  in 
argument,  but  it  is  without  a  tincture  of  ill.n4- 
ture,  and  lie  generally  conveys  himaelf  the  curs 
for  the  wounds  he  inflict*,  by  the  kindnesa  with 
which  he  winds  up  his  conclusions.  As  a  poet. 
he  ranks  only  in  the  second  clus  of  Rriliab  living 
writers.  He  never  falls  low.  and  rarely  rises  hight 
hia  cliaracter  may  be  designated  as  that  of  th* 
calm  river,  rather  than  the  romuiUc  lormil, 
but  hia  course  is  peculiarly  his  own.  He  is  very 
little  of  an  imitator,  and  dDservee  immortal  eulo^, 
in  tliBt  he  bu  written  no  lioa 

whidi  iyint  be  couU  i*i>b  te  bML 
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IN  SIX  PARTS. 


ADVERTISEMENT, 


Thx  UMorical  Guu  ■lloriiid  to  in  Tin  WiidiKiEi 
or  SwrrmLuD  nuy  bo  Ibund  in  Ihe  Saj^iltmenl  lu 
C^g't  Tratdi.  in  PuiKT^k'a  HiBoty  n/  ihe  Hrliieuc 
CoiiMcrwy.  and  in  Z«choeki's /nuuinn  af  Swii^r- 
Imf  Ay  Ua  Frmck.  in  179S,  traoAittd  Ay  i>r.  Autin. 


A  WudoOT  of  9wTlierlwid  and  hii  Funily.  ohbuI- 
inf  of  hi*  WUf.  hi*  Dwighier,  ami  her  yourig 
ChiUien.  Mnigrating  fnim  Iheir  Counlty.  in  con- 
•aqoanca  of  ill  (atgiigBlion  by  the  French,  in  1  T'J8. 
uitvB  at  the  Callage  of  a  Staephanl,  beyonil  the 
Fraolitnw  wb«r«  ihcy  ore  boapitabl]'  cnlutained. 


-  Wimcanu  whiiher  dart  than  n 
Wtary  wandenr.  old  and  gm^ ; 
WhBreiin  haM  Ihon  led  tMne  bon 
IndMiiDuelof  ihy  dayl" 


■  In  tha  mirM  of  ny  day, 
Soanfir  I  I  hava  Ion  my  home  i 
VtKj.  waDdning,  old  mid  gn>y — 


*  Han  mhia  amu  a  Viifa  enfaliJ. 
Ftinlmf  in  Their  wpdIi  cmbmn' ; 
"nHM  fflf  daush<*r'i  ''hnrmi  beliolJ. 
WillMnng  in  thai  >rid<iw'd  &ce. 

■TImw  her  in(iiii»~Oli  Ihrir  Sin, 
Wanhy  uT  (ha  n«  of  Teu, 
In  tha  baiila'i  ficrceal  tin, 
—4a  hii  cmmnr'a  baula  fall ! ' 


"O'er  Ihy  inatintaiiu  nmk  in  h)a 
An  the  navn  of  ruin  hurl'dj 
Liks  Iha  nalura  of  llie  llouil 
Rolling  round  a  buriod  wurUL" 


-  Yol  will  Time  the  deluge  alop  i 
Then  nuiy  SwiUerland  be  ble«  j 
On  Su  Golhiird'i '  hoary  lop 
Shall  ihe  Afk  of  Freedom  rcn.- 


"  No ! — Irreparably  lo«t. 
On  Iha  day  Ihal  made  ui  tlarcn. 
Freedom'!  Ark,  by  lem|*9t  >ual. 
Fuunder'd  in  the  (wallaumg  wavea.* 


All  my  blenmgi  lo  pannke  ; 
YbI  ihric*  wrlmma  la  my  hrnrl. 
For  thine  injured  country'!  lahe. 

"On  Ihe  weatem  hilli  afar 
Evening  linger*  nilh  delighl. 
While  she  vievn  her  fiivorile  (tar 
Bnghteiiing  on  the  brow  of  night 

'■  [lere,  though  lowly  ba  my  k>( 
Enter  freely,  freely  ihan 
All  the  cimfbra  of  my  cot. 
nuinble  abelter.  homely  Eiia  " 

"  Spoiwe.  I  bring  n  euflrring  gueat. 
With  hn  family  of  griefs 
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SHEPHCRD'S  WIFS. 

^  I  will  yield  them  §weet  reliaf : 
Weary  pilgrims !  welcome  here  f 
Welcome,  fiimily  of  grief. 
Welcome  to  my  warmeet  cheer.** 

WAlfOBRKR. 

••  When  in  prayer  the  broken  heart 
Aiki  9  blemng  from  above. 
Heaven  ehall  take  the  Wanderer's  part. 
Heaven  reward  the  ■tranger's  love.** 

SHBrUEKD* 

••  Haite,  recruit  the  failing  fire. 
High  the  winter4agoti  raise; 
See  the  crackling  flames  aspire ; 
O  how  cheerfully  they  Maze! 

•*  Monmer^  now  forget  ywtr  cares, 
And.  till  supper-board  be  crov*Ti*d, 
Closely  draw  your  fireside  chairs ; 
Form  the  dear  domestic  round." 

WANDVRKR. 

*<  Host,  thy  smiling  daughters  bring. 
Bring  those  rosy  lads  of  thine ; 
Let  them  mingle  in  the  ring 
With  these  poor  lost  babes  of  miDe." 

"  Join  the  ring,  my  girls  and  boys ; 
This  enchanting  circle,  this 
Binds  the  social  loves  and  joys  t 
T is  the  (airy  ring  of  Wist! 


IM 


WANDERER. 

**  O  ye  loves  and  joys !  that  sport 
In  the  fairy  ring  of  bliss. 
Oft  with  mc  ye  held  your  court: 
I  had  once  a  home  like  this ! 

**  Bountiful  my  former  lot 
As  my  native  country's  rills ; 
The  foundations  of  my  cot 
Were  her  everlasting  hills. 

"  But  those  streams  no  longer  poor 
Rich  abundance  round  my  lands ; 
And  my  father's  cot  no  more 
On  my  lather's  mountain  stands. 

*<  By  an  hundre<l  winters  piled. 
When  the  Glaciers.'  dark  with  death. 
Hang  o'er  precipices  wild. 
Hang — su^nded  by  a  breath ; 

■  If  a  pulse  but  throb  alarm. 
Headlong  down  the  steeps  they  (all ; 
^For  a  pulse  will  break  the  charms- 
Bounding,  bursting,  burying  all. 


-Struck  with  horror  stiff  and  pd#. 
When  the  chaoi  breaks  on  high. 
All  that  view  it  from  the  vale. 
All  that  hear  it  coming,  die : — 

**  In  a  day  and  hour  aocurst. 
O'er  the  wretched  land  of  Tell, 
Thus  the  Gallic  ruin  borst. 
Thus  the  Gallic  glacier  fell !  ** 

SHEPHERD. 

*  Hush  that  melancholy  strain ; 
Wipe  those  unavailing  tears :" 

WANDERER. 

M  fj^Y — I  must,  I  will  complain ; 
T  is  the  privilege  of  years : 

«  T  is  the  privilege  of  Woe 
Thus  her  anguish  to  impart : 
And  the  tears  that  freely  flow 
Ease  the  agonizing  heart" 

SHEPHERD. 

«  Tet  suspend  thy  grieft  awhile ; 
See  the  plenteous  table  crown'd ; 
And  my  wife's  endearing  smile 
Beansi  a  rosy  welcome  round. 

«  Cheese,  from  mountain  dairies  prast. 
Wholesome  herbs,  nutritious  roots. 
Honey,  from  the  wild-bee's  nest. 
Cheering  wine  and  ripen'd  fruits ; 

"  These,  with  soul-sustaining  bread. 
My  paternal  fields  aflford : — 
On  such  fare  our  Cithers  fed ; 
Holy  pilgrim!  bless  yie  board.'* 


PART  IL 


After  supper,  the  Wanderer,  at  the  desire  of  hb  Host. 
relates  the  sorrows  and  suflerings  of  his  Coontij 
during  the  Invasion  and  Conquest  of  it  by  the 
French,  in  connexion  with  his  own  Stoiy. 


1  Mors  properly  lh*<  AT«1ii»ch«*;  Imm^nss  ■cefiiinilstlow  of 
'OS  sod  mow.  halHiMMd  no  the  vwt^  of  tho  nHiontamt  in  wich 
■ubtio  M0tteom'.  fhnt.  in  the  opinion  of  th«»  natives,  *****[**J^**' 
Jie  tftvr»ler  mar  brin«  them  down  in  devtnictioii  epog  fcw^j 
His  Glse^ft  am  more  pomanHit  «•«•  of  tes.  s^  fcmsd 
■  the  *sJlw«  Uisa  OB  ifcs  PWSMis  ef  ifcs  Alps. 


SHEPHERD. 

«  Wanderer  !  bow'd  with  griefs  and  years. 
Wanderer,  with  the  cheek  so  pale. 
Oh  give  language  to  those  teaia ! 
Tell  their  melancholy  tale." 

WANDERER. 

••  Stranger-friend,  the  tears  that  flow 
Down  the  channels  of  this  check. 
Tell  a  m\'Btery  of  woe 
Which  no  human  tongue  can  speak. 

"  Not  the  pangs  of  'Hope  deferr'd* 
My  tormented  bosom  tear . — 
Oil  the  tomb  of  Hope  interr*d 
Scowls  the  spectre  of  Despair. 

too 
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Mk 


•WhMw  Ae  Alpint  ■onniM  Hm^ 
Ifaiglit  o'er  height  ttupendoiie  hniTd , 
the  pUlan  of  the  skiee, 
the  nmpeni  of  the  nforid: 


**  Bom  m  Freedon'e  eagle  neit, 
Rodi*d  bf  whirtwinds  in  dieii 
/(f  aiMd  at  Freedom**  ilormy  breert, 
lived  my  wee  fiom  age  to  age. 

*  High  o'er  Underwahlen'e  Tale, 
Where  the  fcteit  fionti  the  mom; 
Whence  the  bonndleM  eye  might  nil 
(Xer  a  aea  of  moantaini  borne ; 

'  Time  my  little  native  cot 
Ptep'd  upon  my  Ather**  fium  »— 
Oh!  it  waa  a  iMppy  spot, 
in  eveiy  nuid  diaim ! 


"Tbeie  my  life,  a  nlent  ftream, 
Glid  along,  yet  teem'd  at  reit ; 
liDvely  as  an  infant's  dream 
Oil  the  waldns  mother's  breast 


"Till  the  storm  that  wreck'd  the  world. 

In  in  horrible  eareer. 

Into  hopeless  nrin  hiui'd 

AU  this  aching  heart  held  dear. 

"Oil  the  princely  towers  of  Berne 
Fen  the  GalHe  thander«tioke ; 
To  the  lake  of  poor  Looeme, 
An  submitted  to  the  yoke. 


*  REDiiiQ  then  his  standard 
Drew  hie  swoid  on  Brunnen's  plain ;' 
But  in  vain  his  banner  blaxed, 
RcDi?ro  drew  his  swonl  in  vain. 

*  Where  our  conquering  fiithers  died. 
Where  their  awful  bones  repose, 
Thrice  the  battle's  fiite  he  tri«Hl. 
Thrice  o'erthrew  his  country's  ibes.* 

*  Happy  then  were  thone  who  fell 
Fighting  on  their  falhen'  grave* ! 
Wretched  ihoae  who  lived  tn  tell 
Treason  made  the  victors  vlaves ! ' 

"  llius  my  country's  life  retire*!. 
Slowly  driven  fivm  part  to  part ; 
Underwalden  last  expired. 
Vnderwalden  was  the  heart.* 


1  BmiMo.  at  tbe  foot  of  the  moantniiM.  oo  the  bocdcfs  of  tlM 
hmk»  oT  Vru  where  the  firat  9wiM  Patriots.  Waher  Fnret  of 
I'n.  Wwttfe  8taaftheher  •f  8cbwitz.  vmI  Arnold  of  Melehtel 
M  I'adcrwalden.  coiMiNrrd  iMin**  thf>  tf  rnitnr  of  Aaatria  io 
1317.  egeai  m  ITOt*.  beeaoie  the  Ket  of  Um  Diet  of  thcee  Ihiee 


3 
fiJ 


Ob  the  pkioB  of  Movtertfaen.  whore  the  Pwha  ceioed  their 
I  decwve  victory  orer  the  forca  of  Aii^tne.  end  thwebr  te- 
the  indepwidefife  of  ihrir  country :  Aktre  Redinir,  at  the 
of  the  tmope  of  the  little  eanton;*.  Vn,  hVhwitx,  Mid  Un- 
weealedly  lepuland  the  invnhnf  armr  ofFVaaee. 
Bf  the  tieietenet  of  three  email  ca::iorw.  the  FVeneh  Gene- 
Mawaaboarc  weeeompi-lled  to  n-*,  <  ■  *  their  indepeodenee, 
gave  them  e  aoleMn  pledce  h>  ihut  ■■urpf <rt ;  hnt  no  eooiwr 
.  oa  the  fiiiih  of  thi«  vnraennrat.  IImo  the 
eaddealf  •pen  them  «iih  nn  imm-iue  Ibree;  aad 
eompi-lk  d  'hf'ii  tn  tahe  the  eMa 
hapoeed  upoo  all  Swilewilaad. 
eflhs  Lswn  VaUef  of  UadsnraM«aleas 


« III  die  valley  of  thsir  bifdi, 
Where  our  gnaidian  "'*"'"»***!iit 
In  the  eye  of  heaven  and  earth* 
Met  the  waniora  of  onr  kiid. 


"  like  dieir  strso  in  olden  tme, 
Arm'd  they  mat  in  aleni  debate; 
While  in  every  brsast  snblime 
Olow'd  the  SnEiT  or  tbb  Statk 


-Gallia'b  msmce  flrad  their  bloodi 
With  one  heart  and  voiee  they  foaei 
Hand  in  hand  the  heroea  stood. 
And  defied  their  ftithlesa  ftea. 

"Then  to  heaven,  in  ealm  despair. 
As  they  tom'd  the  tearless  eya, 
By  their  ooontiy^  wrong*  thsy  swara 
¥^th  their  oountiy's  rights  to 


"Albert  fiom  the 
(My  poor  daughter  was  his  wifet 
AU  the  valley  hnred  his  namai 
Albert  was  my  staff  of  lile)b 


**  Fhim  the  coancil.field  he 
AU  his  noble  vimge  bam'd ; 
At  his  knk  I  can^t  the  iiaae; 
At  his  voice  my  yonth  retamU 

"  Fire  fiom  heaven  my  heart  rsiiaw*d. 
Vigor  beat  thioogh  every  vein ; 
AU  the  powefB,  that  age  had  hew*d. 
Started  into  Mength  again. 

"  Sadden  fiom  my  condi  I  sprang 
Every  limb  Io  life  restored ; 
With  the  bound  my  cottage  rang. 
As  I  snatch'd  my  fiuhers'  sword. 

**  This  the  weapon  they  did  wield 
On  Morgarthen's  dreadful  day ; 
And  through  Sempach's  '  iron  field 
This  the  plowshare  of  their  way. 

"  Then,  my  tpoiwe !  in  vain  thy  fears 
Strove  my  fury  to  restrain ; 
O  my  daughter !  all  thy  tears, 
AU  thy  children's,  were  in  vain. 

**  Quickly  from  our  hastening  ibes, 
Albert's  active  care  removed. 
Far  aroidat  the  eternal  snowa. 
Those  who  loved  ut^ — thoae  beloved.* 


reoited  the  French  nHMeace,  which  rrqaired  aobmiMioa  to  the 
iiewoomiitutioo,aiid  the  iinfiiediaieeufreader.alie«ordfad.of 
Dine  of  their  leedera.  When  the  denaad.  afeeompaoied  bf  a 
aMoace  of  deatruction.  was  rrmi  in  the  Aenmbiy  of  the  DiatrieV 
all  the  nteo  of  the  Vallejr,  ftftven  himdred  in  nimber,  took  tm 
arme,  and  devoted  themiehree  to  perieh  in  the  mina  of  I 
eoontry. 

1  At  the  bettle  of  Bempaeh.  the  Atatriane  preaaaiad  so 
penrtrabie  a  froot  with  their  pro^iMned  apeara.  that  the  I 
were  rrpeatedir  eompelled  tu  retire  finm  the  attaek,  til  a  astive 
of  Underwakleo.  named  Aro«>U  de  Winkekied.  eoanaradtaf 
Ma  familr  to  hie  ciitMitryiaeu.  ■prune  apoa  the  eaeaij,  aad 
ae  aaanr  of  their  apMre  aa  he  eoaM  graap  ia  hia  hodf, 
a  biaaeh  la  their  kne:  the  SeriH  rashed  ia,  satf  lealsA 
the  Aoatriaaa  with  a  terrible  alauchler. 
t  Maaf  af  the  UnderwaMeta.  oa  the  approach  af  the  fteplh 
ihair  fhBMhae  awl  cattle  aM0i«  the  HkihirA^l 
Io  Joia  thsir  hnthna,  wha  hsd  s» 
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"  Then  our  oottaga  wefonook; 
Yet  M  down  the  iteepe  we  pai*d, 
Many  an  agonizing  look 
Homeward  o*er  the  hiUa  we  caat 

**  Now  we  reach'd  the  nether  glen* 
Where  in  arms  our  lH«thren  lay ; 
Thrice  five  hundred  fearleM  men. 
Men  of  adamant  were  they ! 

"  Nature's  balwarks,  built  by  Tfane^ 
'GainaC  Eternity  to  stand. 
Mountains,  terribly  sublirae. 
Girt  the  camp  on  either  hand. 

**  Dim  behind,  the  valley  brake 
Into  rocks  that  fled  from  view ; 
Fair  in  firont  the  gleaming  Lake 
Roird  ill  waters  bright  and  blue. 

**  *Midst  the  hamlets  of  the  dale, 
Stantz,'  with  simple  grandeur  crown'd, 
Seem'd  the  Mother  of  the  vale. 
With  her  children  scatter'd  round. 

*'  'Midst  the  ruins  of  the  dale 
Now  she  bows  her  hoary  head. 
Like  the  Widow  of  the  vale 
Weeping  o'er  her  children  dead. 

"  Happier  then  had  been  her  &te. 
Ere  she  fell  by  such  a  foe. 
Had  an  earthquake  sunk  her  state, 
Or  the  lightning  laid  her  low!" 

■BXPHXU). 

**  By  the  lightning's  deadly  flash 
Would  her  foes  had  been  consumed ! 
Or  amidst  the  earthquake's  crash 
Suddenly,  alive,  entomb'd ! 

"Why  did  justice  not  prevail?" 

WANDEan. 
'*Ah!  it  was  not  thus  to  be!" 

flHEFHEMk 

**  Man  of  grief!  pursue  thy  tale 
To  the  death  of  Liberty." 


PART  IIL 


rho  Wanderer  continues  his  Nanrative,  and  describes 
the  Battle  and  Massacre  of  Underwmlden. 


WANDERER. 


*  From  the  valley  we  descried. 
As  the  Gauls  approach'd  our  shofea, 
Keels  that  darken'd  all  the  tide. 
Tempesting  the  Lake  with  oars. 

aaiBpsd  b  their  nttiire  Vallef.  on  ths  boidsn  of  Iba  Laks^  and 
awsltsd  ths  sttsck  of  the  •nsoiy. 

1  THs  Osoiial  of  UadsrwaUso. 


**  Then  the  mountain-echoea  rang 
With  the  clangour  of  alarms  t 
Shrill  the  signal-trumpet  sang ; 
All  our  warriors  leapt  to  arma. 

**  On  the  margin  of  the  flood. 
While  the  frantic  ioe  drew  nigh. 
Grim  as  watching  wolves  we  stood. 
Prompt  as  eagles  stretch'd  to  fly 

**  In  a  deluge  upon  land 
Burst  their  ovem^'helming  might ; 
Back  we  hurl'd  them  from  the  strand. 
Oil  returning  to  the  fight 

*  Fierce  and  long  the  combat  held— 
Till  the  waves  were  warm  with  blood* 
Till  the  booming  waters  swell'd 
As  they  sank  beneath  the  flood.' 

**  For  on  that  triumphant  day 
Underwalden's  arms  once  more 
Broke  Oppression's  black  amy, 
Dash'd  invasion  finom  her  shore. 

**  Gaul's  surviving  barks  retired. 
Muttering  vengeance  as  they  fled; 
Hope  in  us,  by  Conquest  fired, 
Raised  our  sjnrits  fiom  the  dead. 

**  From  the  dead  our  spirits  rose. 
To  the  dead  they  soon  return 'd ; 
Bright,  on  ks  eternal  dose, 
Underwalden's  glory  bum'd. 

"  Star  of  Switzerland !  whose  rays 
Shed  such  sweet  expiring  light. 
Ere  the  Gallic  comet's  blaze 
Swept  thy  beauty  into  night : — 

*'  Star  of  Switzerland !  thy  fiiroe 
No  recording  Bard  hath  siuig ; 
Yet  be  thine  immortal  name 
Inspiration  to  my  tcmgue !  * 

**  While  the  lingering  moon  delay'd 
In  the  wilderness  of  night. 
Ere  the  room  awoke  the  shade 
Into  loveliness  and  light : — 

"Gallia's  tigers,  wild  for  blood. 
Darted  on  our  sleeping  fold ; 
Down  the  mountains,  o'er  the  flood. 
Dark  as  thunder-clouds  thoy  roU'd. 

*  By  the  trumpet's  voice  alarm'd. 
All  the  valley  burst  awake ; 
All  were  in  a  moment  arm'd. 
From  the  barriers  to  the  lake. 

I  Tbs  French  rosde  their  fint  attack  on  tho  vallsT  of  Uadsr 
waldM  from  th«  Lakn :  but,  after  a  desperate  conflict,  tbif 
were  Tietorioualr  repellod,  and  two  of  their  veassli 
ffvs  hundred  men.  perUbed  in  the  enfaremeoL 

9  In  the  laat  and  deebtve  battle,  the  Underwaldscs ' 
powered  br  two  French  amiie*,  which  ruahed  opoQ 
the  opposite  mouotaina.  and  surtouaded  their  esmpw 
sasok,  St  tbs  Bsine  tiflie,  was  inado  opoo  tfasm ftooiliw Lika. 
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•In  that  Ytlkf,  on  ilMt  diote. 
When  the  gmrm  pw  ap  their  dead* 
At  the  trampet^  voioe  onee  mora 
flheU  tfaoie  dombefen  quit  dieir  bed 

«  For  die  glen  that  gsTe  diem  birdi 
Hldei  their  ediei  in  in  ivombi 
Oh!  til  Tenendde  eerdw 
IVeedom**  cndlei  Fkeedonli  lonbi 

"Then  oo  every  ade  began 
Thet  onnttemble  fight; 
Never  fow  the  leiinnidi'd  ion 
On  eo  hoirible  a  eight 

"Onee  an  eegle  of  the  nd[ 
(Twee  an  ooMn  of  oar  late) 
Sioop'd.  and  from  my  aoatter'd  flook 
Bora  a  lambkin  to 


"While  die  Pluenti  fed  dieir  yoang^ 
Lo!  a  cloud  of  voltorai  lean, 
Bf  tondoiH  frmine  atung, 
Wildly  acreaming,  roah'd  between. 

«■  Ficfoely  fcoght  die  eagle-twain, 
Thoogh  by  maltitudei  oppreet. 
Till  ^eir  little  onee  were  tlain. 
Till  they  peridi'd  on  dieir  neet 

"  Mora  aneqnal  waa  the  flay 
Whidi  oar  band  of  brathren  waged  ;■ 
Mora  inmfiate  o'er  their  pray 
Oaol*t  remotralem  Tolturw  nged. 

'  In  innumetable  wavee, 
Swoln  with  fury,  grim  with  Uood, 
Headlong  roll'd  the  hordes  of  davee, 
And  ingulTd  us  with  a  flood. 

« In  the  whirlpool  of  that  flood. 
Firm  in  fortitude  divine. 
Like  the  eternal  rocks  we  stood* 
In  the  cataract  of  the  Rhine.* 


il'd. 


"Till  by  tenfold  force 

In  a  hurricane  of  fire. 

When  at  length  our  phalanx  &ird. 

Then  our  courage  blaied  the  higher. 

"  Broken  into  feeble  bands. 
Fighting  in  dissever'd  parts, 
Weak  and  weaker  grew  our  hands, 
Strong  and  stronger  still  our  hearta. 

**  Fierce  amid  the  loud  alarms. 
Shooting  in  the  foremost  fny, 
Children  raised  their  little  arms 
In  their  country's  evil  day. 

"  On  their  country's  djring  bed. 
Wives  and  h uabsinds  pour'd  their  braath ; 
Many  a  Youth  and  Maiden  bled, 
Married  at  diine  altar,  Death.* 


«  WMHj  soatter'd  o^er  dm  plam, 
Bk»dier  sdU  die  battle  grew  9— 
Oh  ye  Spirits  of  the  siaia^ 
Slain  on  thoM  your  prawiM  slew  t 

•  Who  diaU  now  yoor  deeds  vdato  t 
Ye  that  foil  imwept,  unknown; 
Bloarning  for  yoor  eountiy'i  late, 
Bot  vqoidng  in  yoor  own. 

**  Virtne,  valor,  noaght  avaO'd 
With  BO  merdlem  a  foe ; 
When  the  nerves  of  heioeo  foil'd. 
Cowards  dien  eooki  stiike  a  bk»w 


"  Cold  and  keen  dw  sMndnli  blade 
Smote  die  fodier  to  die  groand ; 
Thfoogh  the  in&nt's  brnst  oonvey'd 
To  the  mother's  heart  a  wound.' 

"  Underw^Uen  thus  eipired; 
Bat  at  her  expiring  flamob 
Widi  fiatemal  feeding  Ifaad, 
Ia  ft  band  of  Switaera  eame.* 

"  From  die  steeps  beyond  the  Uke, 
like  a  Winter's  weight  of  snow, 
When  the  huge  Lavangea  braak. 
Devastating  all  befow ;* 

"  Down  diey  nish'd  widi  headkiqg  imghl; 
SwiAer  than  the  panting  wind ; 
All  befora  them  ftar  and  flight 
Death  and  silence  all  behfaid. 

"  Bow  the  forest  of  the  foe 
Bow'd  before  the  thunderetrokes^ 
When  they  laid  the  cedars  low. 
When  they  overwhelm'd  the  oaks. 

"  Thus  diey  hew'd  dieir  dreadful  way ; 
Till,  by  numbers  forced  to  yield, 
TerriUe  in  death  they  lay. 
The  AvKNGKHs  of  the  Fueld." 


lAl 

tlBlUi 

mner*eUi 


Coxe'i  TrsTola. 

eooflirt  many  of  the  Women  and  Chil- 
Idvn  liMcht  in  the  nnU  by  their  Hntbnwii, 
FMradi^  sad  foU  fffofioady  for  iksir 


PART  IV. 

The  Wanderer  relates  the  circumstanoeo  attending 
die  Deadi  of  Albert 


amPHXRix 

**  Flkdqk  the  memory  of  the  Brave, 
And  the  Spirits  of  the  dead ; 
Pledge  the  venerable  Gmve, 
Valor's  oonsecmted  bed. 

"  Wanderer,  cheer  thy  drooping  soul, 
Thb  inspiring  goblet  take ; 
Drain  the  deep  deliciout  bowl. 
For  thy  martyred  breUiren's  sake.** 


1  An  tadberiniMt*  maanere  fbllowad  Iha  batth. 

9  Two  hondnid  Mir-devulMl  haroea  frooi  the  Canine  ot 
Barks  arrivad,  at  the  doaa  of  the  battle,  to  the  aid  of  tho^ 
Bmkm  of  Underwalden. — and  periahed  to  a  man,  aftar  ha?  • 
km  ikiiB  flviea  thair  number. 

SThs  LavaagSB  era  tnmsBdoai  tormits  of  mel 
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"Hul!— allhaQ!  the  Pfetriot**  gmTe, 
Vdor^t  Teoenble  bed : 
Hail !  the  memory  of  the  Bnye, 
Haili  the  spirits  of  the  Dewl. 

"'Hme  their  triunphs  shall  pvodahv 
And  their  rieh  rewisrd  be  this^— 
Immortality  of  fame, 
Immortali^  of  bUss." 


**  On  that  melancholy  plain. 
In  that  oonffict  of  despair, 
How  was  noble  Albert  slainf 
How  didst  thou,  old  Warrior,  fitftf 

WANDBKEK. 

**  In  the  agony  of  strife, 
Where  the  heart  of  battle  bled. 
Where  his  coimtry  lost  her  life. 
Glorious  Albert  bow'd  his  head. 

*  When  our  phalanx  broke  away. 
And  our  aloatest  soldiers  fell 
—Where  the  dark  rocks  dimm*d  die  dayk 
Scowling  o*er  die  deepest  dell ; 

**  There,  like  lions  old  in  blood, 
lions  rallying  roond  their  den, 
Albert  and  hk  warriois  stood ; 
We  were  few,  but  we  were  men. 

*  Breast  to  breast  we  finigfat  the  groond. 
Arm  to  arm  repell'd  the  ibe ; 

Every  motion  was  a  woond. 
And  a  death  was  OTeiy  blow. 


"  Thus  the  doiids  of  sunset  beam 
Warmw  with  expiring  light ; 
Thus  autumnal  meteora  stream 
Redder  through  the  darkening  night 

*  Miracles  our  champions  wrought—- 
Who  their  dying  deeids  shall  tell ! 
Oh  how  gloriously  they  fought ! 
How  triumphantly  they  fell ! 

"One  by  one  gave  up  the  ghost. 
Slain,  not  ognqoer'd, — ^they  died  firee. 
Albert  8tood,--himMlf  an  host : 
Last  of  all  the  Swias  was  he. 

**  So,  when  night  with  rising  shade 
Climbs  the  Alps  from  steep  to  steeps 
Till,  in  noary  gloom  array'd. 
All  the  giant  mountains  sleep. 

**  High  in  hesTsn  their  monarch*  standi 
Bright  and  beauteous  from  afer. 
Shining  unto  distant  lands 
like  a  new-created  star. 


fhkk  timibit  horn  dM  topa  oTtbs  Alpi.  sad  dalost  sD  tte 
to!  balbra  tiMBii. 

I  Moot  Bluie ;  wkidi  ii  to  nraefa  hither  Ifasa  dM 
li«  AliM.  that  il  MlebM  ud  raUbs  the  bMiM  of  dM  MU 
wrimOu  earfier  ud  later  this  thejr.  and,  erowaed  with 
•m.  Bay  he  eeen  IWmb  as  iwnienas  dietaoee,  poipUnit  with  hit 
lthl,«reffaBeooedwithhiiaeliii«gloiy  whBsmlilsad 
'  iMt  sa  the  «oaalsiai  bdow 


**  While  I  struggled  duoug^  the  figH 
Albert  was  my  sword  and  shield ; 
TUl  strange  horror  quench'd  my  si|^ 
And  I  feinted  on  the  field. 

**  Slow  awakening  fiom  that  tnnoe^ 
When  my  soul  retum'd  to  day, 
Vanish'd  were  the  fiends  of  Franee* 
—But  in  Albert*8  blood  I  lay. 

*  Slain  for  me,  his  dearest  breath 
On  my  lips  he  did  resign ; 
Slain  for  me,  he  snatch'd  his  death 
From  the  blow  that  menaced  mine. 

**  He  had  raised  his  dying  head. 
And  was  gazing  on  my  fece ; 
As  I  woke«— the  spirit  fled. 
But  !/<<(  his  last  embrace." 


*  Man  of  sufibring !  such  a  tale 
Would  wring  team  fiom  marble  eyes!** 

WANDEEXR. 

*  Ha !  my  daughter's  cheek  grows  pale !' 

WANDKaxa'i  WITB. 

'*Help!  Ohelp!  my  daughter  dies!" 

WANDEEXR. 

**  Calm  thy  transports.  Oh  my  wife ! 
Peace !  for  these  dear  orphans'  sake !* 

wandsrer's  wife. 

**  Oh  my  joy,  my  hope,  my  life. 
Oh  my  child,  my  child,  awake ! 


tf 


WANDERER. 

"  God !  Oh  God,  whose  goodnesi  gives ; 
God!  whose  wisdom  takes  away— 
Spare  my  child.'* 

iHEPHERDi 

-  She  lives,  she  lives!' 

WANDERER. 

"  Lives  Y — my  daughter,  didst  thou  say  t 

**  God  Almighty,  on  my  knees. 
In  the  dust  will  I  adore 
Thine  unsearchable  decrees ; 
—She  was  dead :— she  lives  once 


wanderer's  daughter. 

"  When  poor  Albert  died,  no  prayer 
Called  him  back  to  hated  life : 
Oh  that  I  had  perish'd  there. 
Not  his  widow,  but  his  wife ! " 

wanderer. 

*  Dare  my  daughter  thus  repme  f 
Albert,  answer  from  above ; 
Tell  me, — are  these  in&nts  thine. 
Whom  their  mother  does  not  lovef " 

wanderer's  daughter. 

"  Does  not  love ! — my  father,  heat « 
Hear  me,  or  my  heart  will  break; 
Dear  m  life,  but  only  dear 
For  my  parenii'  chUdreo's  «kit* 
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«BBw'd  to  Hmi 
I  am  woillqr  yet  of  yea; 
Tei!— I  em  a  mother  tlUl, 
rhoagh  I  feel  a  widow  toa** 


wiD» 


•  Ifoiher,  Widow,  Bfoorner,  all, 
411  kind  nameo  in  ooOii — nqr  dUld{ 
On  thy  ftithful  neck  I  ftll ; 

wefeooDciledl*' 


WAMnma  i  davo; 


•Tee,  to  Albert  I  appeal: 
Albert,  answer  fitMn  above, 
lliat  my  fiiiher's  breit  may  ieel 
All  hie  daughter**  heart  of  loTe^" 

IBXraBaD*!  WHS. 

*Fdtttand  wayworn  ai  they  be 
With  the  day*!  loQf  journey,  Su% 
Let  thy  pilgrim  iamily 
Now  with  me  to  leet  retire.*' 


•Tee,  the  hour  famtee  to  sleep; 
TED  dm  morrow  we  mint  part! 
—Nay,  my  danghter,  do  not  weepb 
Do  not  weep  ai^  break  my  heart. 

**  Buiieiw  ioolbing  eweet  repoee 
On  yoor  peacefal  pillowi  li|^; 
AngeUmnds  your  eye4ldi 
Dream  of  FluadiM  to«ighL' 


PART  V. 


ne  Wanderer,  being  left  alone  with  the  Shepherd, 
rBlam  hie  Adventnrea  after  the  Battle  of  Under- 


aHSPBEma 


*  Win?r  the  good  man  yielde  hie  breath 
(For  the  good  roan  nerer  dies), 
Bright,  beyond  the  golf  of  death, 
Lo!  the  land  of  promiee 


*  Peace  to  Albert's  awful  shade. 
la  that  land  where  sonows  oeese ; 
And  to  Albert's  ashes,  kid 
la  the  earth's  cold  bosom,  peace.** 

WAXDKIKR. 

•Onthefiitalfieldllay, 
TOl  the  hour  when  twilight  pale. 
Like  the  vhost  of  dying  day, 
Wander'd  down  the  darkening  Tale. 


*  Then  in  agony  I  roee. 
And  with  horror  look'd  aroond. 
Where,  embracing  ftiends  and  fine. 
Dead  and  dying,  etrew'd  the  ground. 


*  Many  a  widow  fix'd  her  ejre. 
Weeping,  whero  her  husband  Ued, 
HeeiUsas,  though  her  babe  H-as  by, 
AMiliiW  to  hit  &ilmr  dead. 


*  Ifany  a  modmr,  in  deepaii^ 
Turning  up  the  ghasdy  alaiiv 
Sought  her  son,  her  heio  therib 
Whom  she  loqg'd  to  eeek  in  vain 

•<Dark  the  erening  ihadowa  roll'd 
On  the  eye  that  gleem'd  in  deathi 
And  the  evening  dews  Ml  oold 
Oil  dm  lip  that  gaqi'd  6r  breath. 

*  As  I  gaied.  an  ancient  dame, 

— ^Hie  was  cAaUfeit  by  her  lod^— 
With  refteahing  cordials  came; 
Of  her  bounty  I  pertook. 

*  Then,  with  despentkm  bold^ 
Albert^  predous  corpee  I  boro 
On  these  shooMen  weak  and  old, 
Bow'dwith 


**  Albert's  angel  gave  me  atrangd^ 
As  I  stagger'd  down  die  glen; 
And  I  hid  my  charge  at  length 
la  its  wildest,  deepest  den. 

«*  Then,  retnraing  through  diediade 
*ro  the  battl»«cene,  I  sought, 
'Mongst  the  slain,  an  ax  and  spade ; 
Widi  such  weapons  Fasmsai  firatght 

**  Scythes  fir  swords  our  yondi  did  wiaU 

In  that  execrable  strile : 

Plowshares  in  that  horrid  field 

Bled  with  elas^hter,  braathed  with  lift. 

**  In  a  dark  and  knely  cave. 
While  the  glimmering  moon  arose^ 
Thus  I  dug  my  Albert's  grave ; 
Thero  his  haUow'd  limbs  ropose. 

**  Tears  then,  tears  too  long  roprest, 
Gush'd :— they  fell  like  healing  balm. 
Till  the  whiriwind  in  my  breest. 
Died  into  a  dreary  calm. 

*  On  the  fresh  earth's  humid  bed. 
Where  my  martyr  lay  enshrined. 
This  fcrknn,  unhappy  head, 
Crased  with  anguish,  I  reclined. 

**  But  while  o'er  my  weery  eyee 
Soothing  slumbers  seem'd  to  creeps 
Forth  I  sprang,  with  strange  surprise. 
From  the  clasping  arms  of  sleeps 

•^  For  the  bones  of  Albert  dead 
Heaved  the  turf  with  horrid  throea, 
And  his  grave  beneath  my  head. 
Burst  asimder; — Albert  roee! 

*'  Ha !  ray  Son — my  Son,'  I  cried, 

*  ^Vhereibn  hast  thou  left  thy  gravel 
— ^  Fly,  my  Father,'  he  replied ; 

'  Save  my  wife— my  children  save. 

*  la  the  passing  ot  a  bieath 
This  tremendous  scene  was  o'er: 
Darkness  shut  the  gates  of  Death, 
fiilanoe  eeal*d  dmm  as  beibea. 
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"One  pale  moment  fiz'd  I  Hood 
In  ■rtoniihment  eevere ; 
Horror  petrified  my  Mood^^ 
I  was  wither'd  np  with  £otr, 

*  Then  a  aodden  trembling  came 
(Xer  my  limbt ;  I  felt  on  fire. 
Burning,  qoivering  like  a  flame 
In  the  inatant  to  expire." 


"  Rather  like  the  UKMrntunmak, 
Tempeat'thaken,  rooted  ftat. 
Grasping  strength  from  every  stroke 
While  it  wrestles  with  the  Uast*' 


**  Ay ! — my  heart,  unwont  lo  yield, 
Quickly  quell'd  the  strange  aflright* 
And  undaunted  o'er  the  field 
I  began  my  kxiely  fli^t 

*  Loud  the  gusty  Uigfat-wind  blew  9- 
Many  an  awful  pause  between. 
Fits  of  light  and  darkness  flew. 
Wild  and  sudden  o'er  the 


«■  For  the  moon's  resplendent  eye 
Gleams  of  transient  glory  shed ; 
And  the  clouds,  athwart  the  sky 
like  a  routed  army,  fled. 

"  Sounds  and  Toices  fill*d  the  rale. 
Heard  alternate  loud  and  low ; 
Shouts  of  victory  swell'd  the  gale^ 
But  the  breezes  murmur'd  woe. 

**  As  I  climb'd  the  mountain's  side. 
Where  the  Lake  and  Valley  meet. 
All  my  country's  power  and  pride 
Lay  in  ruins  at  my  feet 

"  On  that  grim  and  ghastly  plain 
Underwalden's  heart-strings  broke. 
When  she  saw  her  heroes  slain, 
And  her  rocks  receive  the  3roke. 

"On  that  plain,  in  childhood's  hours. 
From  their  mothers'  arms  set  free. 
Oft  those  heroes  gather'd  flowers, 
OfVen  chased  the  wandering  bee. 

*  On  that  plain,  in  rosy  youth. 
They  had  led  their  fiithers'  flocks, 
Told  their  love,  and  pledged  their  truth. 
In  the  shadow  of  those  rocks. 

■■  There,  with  shepherd's  pipe  and  song. 
In  the  merry  mingNng  dance. 
Once  they  led  their  bridn  along. 
Now ! Perdition  seize  thee,  France ! " 

Bmsrmnn. 

Ifeard  not  Heaven  the  accusing  criea 
Of  the  blood  that  smoked  around. 
While  the  life-warm  sacrifice 
Falpitated  on  tfie  ground  f 


*  Wrath  in  anence  heapa  his  store, 
To  confound  the  guilty  foe ; 

But  the  thunder  will  not  roar 
Till  the  flash  has  struck  the  Uow. 

*  Vengeance,- vengeance  will  not  stay* 
It  shall  burst  on  Gallia's  head. 
Sudden  as  the  judgment^y 

To  the  unexpecting  dead. 

«  From  the  Revolution's  flood 
Shall  a  fiery  dragon  start ; 
He  shall  drink  his  mother's  blood. 
He  shall  eat  his  fiither's  heart. 

"  Nurst  by  Anarchy  and  Crime, 
He        but  distance  mocks  my  sight. 
Oh  thou  great  avenger.  Tunc! 
Bring  thy  strangest  birth  to  lighL" 


**  Prophet !.  thou  hast  spoken  well. 
And  I  deem  thy  words  divine : 
Now  the  mournfhl  sequel  tell 
Of  thy  country's  woes  and  thine." 

WANDERER. 

**  Though  the  moon's  bewikler'd  bai^ 

By  the  midnight  tempest  tost. 

In  a  sea  of  vapors  darit. 

In  a  gulf  of  ckMids  was  lost ; 

**  Still  my  journey  I  pursued. 
Climbing  many  a  weary  steep. 
Whence  the  closing  scene  1  view'd 
With  an  eye  that  would  not  weep 

**  Stantz — a  melancholy  pyre — 
And  her  hamlets  blazed  behind. 
With  ten  thousand  tongues  of  fire 
Writhing,  raging  in  the  wind.' 

**  Flaming  piles,  where'er  I  tum'd. 
Cast  a  grim  and  dreadful  light ; 
like  funereal  lamps  they  bum'd 
In  the  sepulchre  <k  night ; 

*  While  the  rod  illumined  flood. 
With  a  hoarse  and  hollow  roar, 
Seero'd  a  lake  of  living  blood. 
Wildly  weltering  on  the  shore. 

**  'Midst  the  mountains  far  away, 
Soon  I  spied  the  sacred  spot, 
Whence  a  slow  consuming  ray, 
Glimmer'd  from  my  native  cot 

**  At  the  sight  ray  bram  was  fired. 
And  afresh  my  heart's  wounds  bled ; 

Still  I  gazed  : the  spark  eipired— 

Natura  seem'd  extinct : — I  fled. 


1  The  town  o('  Btants,  and  the  rarroandiiiff 
Imrat  by  the  FVsoch  oa  the  mcbt  afUr  Um  bsal«  of  Di 
d«,  sad  ths  bssutify  vsltef  wss  esevsrtsd  iafts  a 
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THE  WANDERER  OF  SWITZERLAND. 


*  Fled ;  and,  ere  the  noon  of  day, 
RMich'd  the  lonely  goat-heid's  nest, 
'Where  my  wife,  my  children  lay — 
Husband — ^Father think  the  rent.' 


PART  VI. 


The  Wanderer  infbrmt  the  Shepherd  that,  after  the 
example  of  many  of  his  Coimtr)'men  flying  from 
the  tyTanny  of  France,  it  is  his  intention  to  settle 
iii  some  remote  province  of  America. 


8HEFIIRRD. 

«*  Wavdkrcr,  whither  wooldst  thoa 
To  what  region  far  away 
Bend  thy  stepa  lo  find  a  home. 
In  the  twilight  of  thy  day  f " 

WANDKRER. 

*'  In  the  twilight  of  my  day, 
I  am  hastening  to  the  West ; 
There  my  weary  limbs  to  lay. 
Where  the  sun  retires  to  rest. 


"  Far  beyond  the  Atlantic  floods, 
Stretch'd  beneath  the  evening  sky, 
Realms  of  mountains,  dark  with  woods, 
In  Columbia's  boaom  lie. 

**  There,  in  glens  and  caverns  mde, 
fKlent  since  the  world  began, 
I>welb  the  virgin  Solitude, 
Unbetray'd  by  fiiithless  man  ^ 


-  NNTiere  a  tyrant  never  trod, 
XNTiere  a  slave  was  never  known. 
But  \«hpre  Nature  worships  God 
In  the  wilderness  alone : 

"  — ^Thither,  thither  would  I  roam ; 
There  my  children  may  be  free ; 
I  for  them  will  find  a  home, 
They  shall  find  a  grave  for  me. 

•  Though  my  fathers*  bones  afar 
In  their  native  land  repoae, 
Tel  beneath  the  twilight  utar 
Soft  oo  mine  the  lurf  shall  close. 

"Though  the  mould  that  wTaps  my  clay 
When  this  storm  of  life  is  o'er, 
Never  since  creation  lay 
On  a  human  breast  before ; — 

*  Yet  in  sweet  communion  there, 
>Mion  she  (ullo\«-s  to  the  dead, 
Shall  my  bosom's  partner  riltkre 
Her  poor  husband's  lowly  bed. 

■*  Albert's  babes  shall  deck  our  grave, 
And  my  daughter's  duteous  tears 
Kd  the  flowery  verdure  wave 
Thfoogh  the  winterwaste  of  years." 
S^  R 


SHEFHCRD. 

**  liong  before  thy  son  descend. 
May  thy  woes  and  wanderings 
Late  and  lovely  be  thine  end ; 
Hope  and  triumph,  joy  and  peace ! 

"  As  our  lakes,  at  dajr's  decline. 
Brighten  through  the  gathering  gloom. 
May  thy  latest  moments  shine 
Through  the  night-fall  of  the  tomb.** 

WANDBRKR. 

**  Though  oar  parent  perish'd  here, 
like  the  Phoenix  on  her  nest, 
Lo !  new«fledged  her  wings  appear, 
Hovering  in  the  golden  West. 

**  Thither  shall  her  sons  repair. 
And  beyond  the  roaring  main 
Find  their  native  country  there. 
Find  their  Switzerland  again. 

"  Mountains,  can  ye  diain  the  will  f 
Ocean,  canst  thou  quench  the  heart  f 
No ;  I  feel  my  country  still. 
Liberty!  where'er  thou  art 

-  Thus  it  was  in  hoary  time. 
When  our  fothers  salUed  forth. 
Full  of  confidence  sublime. 
From  the  fiimine-wasted  North.* 

**  *  Freedom,  in  a  land  of  rocka 
Wild  as  Scandinavia,  give. 
Power  Eternal !  where  our  flocki 
And  our  little  ones  may  live.' 


-a  sacred  hand 


*  Thus  they  pray'd  ;- 
Led  them  by  a  path  unknown. 
To  that  dear  delightful  land 
Which  I  yet  must  call  my  owil 

**  To  the  Vole  of  Swtz  they  came 
Soon  their  meliorating  toil 
Gave  the  forests  to  the  flame. 
And  their  ashes  to  the  soil. 

"  Thence  their  ardent  labors  spread. 
Till  above  the  mountain-snows 
Towering  beauty  show'd  her  head. 
And  a  new  creation  rose ! 

"  So,  in  regions  wild  ond  wide. 
We  will  pierce  the  savas^e  woods. 
Clothe  the  rocks  in  purple  pride. 
Plow  the  valleys,  tame  the  floods ; 

1  There  is  a  tradition  nmonr  the  SwiM,  that  they  aia  de 
■ccnded  rrom  the  ancient  Scandinavian*;  amont;  whom,  in  a 
mnote  ase,  ihern  aro«R  so  Kfievnin  a  I'amine.  that  it  waa  de* 
terminod  in  the  ameinblj  of  the  Xalion.  that  everj  tenth  maa 
and  hb  family  •hoiild  quit  their  country,  and  peek  a  new  poa 
aa«ion.  Hix  thou«!ind.  chosen  by  lot,  thu«  eniifirated  at  oooe 
frofn  the  North.  They  pmyed  to  God  to  conduct  thorn  toalaoj 
like  their  own,  where  they  mi^ht  dwell  in  freedom  and  qniat. 
flftdins  fo<M)  for  their  familiet.  and  pmiturp  for  their  cattle.  God, 
■aya  the  tradition,  led  them  to  a  valley  amoni;  the  Alps,  wbsia 
they  cleared  away  the  fore«t*.  built  the  town  of  Swits,  satf 
sAerwarda  peopled  and  cultivated  the  caotoiMof  Uri  and  Ut^dv- 
waldaa. 
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**  Till  a  benateoai  inland  isle. 
By  a  forertiea  embiraced, 
Shall  Biake  Deiolation  smile 
In  the  depth  of  hia  own  waste. 

■*  TherBt  nnenvied  and  unknown. 
We  shall  dwell  secore  and  five, 
In  a  country  all  our  own. 
In  a  land  of  Liberty.' 


(( 


smnnuD. 

•*  Yet  the  woods,  the  rocks,  the  streamy 
Unbeloved,  shall  bring  to  mind. 
Warm  with  Evening's  purple  beams^ 
Dearer  objects  left  behind ; 

**  And  thy  native  country's  song, 
CaroU'd  in  a  foreign  clime. 
When  new  echoes  shall  pn^ong, 
—Simple,  tender,  and  sublime ; 

"  How  will  thy  poor  cheek  turn  pale. 
And,  before  thy  banish'd  eyes, 
Underwalden's  charming  vale 
And  thine  own  sweet  cottage  rise !" 

WANDXaCB. 

«■  By  the  glorious  ghost  of  Tkll; 
By  Morgarthen's  awful  fray ; 
By  the  field  #here  Albert  fell 
In  thy  last  and  bitter  day ; 

••  Soul  of  Switserland,  arise ! 

Ha!  the  spell  has  waked  the  dead  i 
Tnm  her  ashes  to  the  skies 
Switserland  exaha  her  head. 

*See  the  Queen  of  Mountains  stand 
In  immortal  mail  complete, 
With  the  lightning  in  her  hand. 
And  the  Alps  beneath  her  feet 


**  Haik !  her  voice  >— ^  My 
Freedom  dawns,  behold  the  day : 
From  the  bed  of  bondage  break, 
T  is  your  mother  cailar--obey.' 


**  At  the  sound,  our  fethers*  graves. 
On  each  ancient  battle-plain. 
Utter  groans,  and  toss  like  waves 
When  the  wild  blast  sweeps  the  main 

**  Rise,  my  Brethren !  cast  away 
All  the  chains  that  bind  you  riav'ss 
Rise, — ^3rour  mother's  voice  obey. 
And  appease  your  fethers'  graves 

**  Strike !— the  oonflict  is  begun ; 
Freemen,  Soldiers,  follow  me. 
Shout !  the  victory  is  won, — 

SWITZCELAND  AMD  LlBXETT !" 


**  Warrior,  Warrior,  stay  thine  arm . 
Sheathe,  0  sheathe  thy  fiantie  swon' 

WAlfDXaCB. 

**  Ah !  I  rave — ^I  feint :— the  charm 
Flies,        and  memory  is  restored. 

**  Tes,  to  agony  restored 

From  the  too  transporting  charm  »— 

Sleep  for  ever,  O  my  swoid! 

Be  thou  withered,  O  mine  aim ! 

**  Switzerland  is  but  a  name  t 

Yet  I  feel,  where'er  I  roam. 

That  my  heart  is  still  the  same, 
Switserland  is  still  my  home." 


Stir  U!^t»t  innitti. 

IN  FOUR  PARTS. 

WllTTEN  IN  lIONOa  OP  THE  ABOLITION  OF  THE  AFRICAN  SLAVE  TRADE  BY  THE 

BRITISH  LEGISLATURE,  IN  1807. 


ilee«iv«  hin  for  «tw  :  not  now  aa  a  ■onrant,  bat  abova  a 
aanrant, — a  ImMiier  beloved. 

SL  Pmmtt  E^t.  U  PkiUmtn,  r.  IS.  IC 


10  THE  PUBUa 


Tbkke  are  objections  against  the  title  and  plan  of 
tfifa  poem,  which  will  occur  to  almost  every  reader. 
The  Author  will  iK>t  anticipate  them :  ho  u-ill  only 
•haenre,  that  the  title  seemed  the  best,  and  the  plan 
iWe  most  eligible,  which  he  could  adapt  to  a  subject 
so  various  and  excursive,  yet  so  femiliar,  and  ez- 
•ff  the  African  l^ve  Trade^ — a  sutgect 


which  had  become  antiquated,  by  frequent,  nimite, 
and  dii^usting  exposure ;  which  afibrded  no  oppor- 
tunity to  awaken,  juspend,  and  delight  curiosity,  by 
a  subtle  and  surprising  developement  of  ploC ;  and 
concerning  which  public  feeling  had  been  wearied 
into  insensibility,  by  the  agony  of  interest  which  the 
question  excited,  during  tlum^and-twenty  yean  of 
almost  incessant  discussion.  That  trade  is  at  leogth 
abolished.  May  its  memory  be  immortal,  thathanoa* 
forth  it  may  be  known  only  by  its  meiQory ! 
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THE  WEST  INDIES. 

PART  L 

ARGUMENT. 

Introduction ;  on  the  Abolition  of  the  Slave  Tnide-^ 
The  Mariner's  Compa—i  <]!olumbua.  -The  Dis- 
covery  of  America^-^The  West  Indian  blandly— 
The  Caiibi.— Their  Extermination. 


*■  Tht  chaint  are  broken,  Afirica :  be  free !  ** 
Thui  taith  the  island-emprea  of  the  lea; 
Thw  Mith  Britannia. — Oh,  ye  winds  and  waves! 
WaA  the  glad  tidings  to  the  land  of  slaves ; 
Proclaim  on  Guinea's  coast,  by  Gambia's  side, 
And  fitf  as  Niger  rolls  his  eastern  tide,* 
Through  radiant  realms,  beneath  the  burning  »ne, 
Where  Europe's  curee  is  felt,  her  name  imknown. 
Thus  saith  Britannia,  emfNvss  of  the  sea, 
**Thy  chains  are  broken,  Africa:  be  free!" 

Long  lay  the  ocean-paths  from  man  conceai'd : 
light  came  from  heaven, — the  magnet  was  reveal'd, 
A  aorer  star  to  guide  the  seaman's  eye 
Than  the  pale  glory  of  the  northern  sky ; 
Alike  ordain'd  to  shine  by  night  and  day. 
Through  calm  and  tempest,  with  unsetting  ray ; 
Where'er  the  mountains  rise,  the  billows  roll, 
Sull  with  strong  impulse  turning  to  the  pole. 
True  aa  the  sun  is  to  the  morning  true. 
Though  light  ai  film,  and  trembling  as  the  dew. 

Th^n  man  no  lons^nr  plied  with  timid  oar. 
And  fiuling  heart,  along  tlie  windward  shore ; 
Broad  to  the  sky  he  tuni'd  hin  fearless  sail. 
Defied  the  advenie,  woo'd  the  favoring  gale. 
Bared  to  the  storm  his  adamantine  breast, 
Or  soft  on  Ocean's  lap  Iny  down  to  rest ; 
While  free,  as  clouds  the  li(|uid  ether  sweep. 
His  white-wing'd  vemels  aiunied  the  unbounded  deep ; 
From  dime  to  clime  the  wnndcrer  loved  to  roam. 
The  wmves  his  heritage,  the  world  his  home. 

Then  first  Columbus,  with  the  mighty  hand 
Of  grasping  genius,  weigh'd  the  sea  and  land ; 
The  floods  o'erbalanred  : — where  the  tide  of  light. 
Day  aAer  day.  n>ird  down  the  gulf  of  night, 
Tliere  seem'd  one  waste  of  waters : — long  in  vam 
lljs  spint  hrooiled  o'er  the  Atlantic  main ; 
i%1ien  sudden,  as  rn>ation  buret  from  nought, 
{Sprang  a  new  world.  thn>iiph  his  stupendous  thought. 
Light.  Older,  beauty ! — While  his  mind  explored 
lite  unveilinf  ro>'Bter>',  his  heart  adored  j 
Where'er  sublime  imagination  tnKl. 
He  heafd  the  voice,  he  saw  the  face  of  God. 

Far  fimn  the  western  cliflTs  he  cast  his  ejre 
O'er  the  wide  ocean  strctchinc;  to  the  sky : 


1 
ikat 


o  Park,  in  hU  trsTcls.  RtrfTtaincNi  thst  "the  grest 
N'cn>««  "  flows  eMMtvirH.  It  n  probnble.  therefoiv, 
nrar  i«  eiUi^  lost  smonc  tho  tantlm  or  empttss  llssif 

■liaDci  srs.  in  tbs  andMCovered  regioas  of  Africa. — 
Pmrt  I  J,  lau  U. 


In  calm  magnificence  the  son  declined, 
And  left  a  paradise  of  clouds  behind ; 
Proud  at  his  feet,  with  pomp  of  pearl  and  goId» 
The  billows  in  a  sea  of  glory  roll'd. 

"  ~«Ah !  on  this  sea  of  glory  might  I  sail. 
Track  the  bright  sun,  and  pierce  the  eternal  veil 
That  hides  those  lands,  beneath  Hesperian  skiea. 
Where  day-light  sojourns  till  our  morrow  rise!** 

Thoughtful  he  wander'd  on  the  beach  alone ; 
Mild  o'er  the  deep  the  vesper  planet  shone, 
The  eye  of  evening,  brightening  through  the  weal 
Till  the  sweet  moment  when  it  shut  to  rest : 
'*  Whither,  O  golden  Venus !  art  thou  fled  f 
Not  in  the  ocean-chambers  lies  thy  bed ; 
Round  the  dim  world  thy  glittering  chariot  dnwn 
Pursues  the  twilight,  or  precedes  the  dawn ; 
Thy  beauty  noon  and  midnight  never  see. 
The  mom  and  eve  divide  the  year  with  thee.** 

Soft  fell  the  shades,  till  Cynthia's  slender  bow 
Crested  the  fiuihest  wave,  then  sunk  below : 
**  Tell  me.  resplendent  guardian  of  the  night. 
Circling  the  sphere  in  thy  perennial  flight. 
What  secret  path  of  heaven  thy  smiles  adorn. 
What  nameless  sea  reflects  thy  gleaming  homt" 

Now  earth  and  ocean  vanish'd,  all  ieraoo 
The  starry  firmament  alone  was  seen ; 
Through  the  slow,  silent  hours,  he  watch'd  th»  hoit 
Of  midnight  suns  in  western  darknesi  loaf, 
Till  Night  himself,  on  shadowy  pinions  hom^ 
Fled  o'er  the  mighty  waters,  sind  the  mom 
Danced  on  the  mountains : — ^  Lights  of  hcftTen!"  ht 

cried, 
"  Lead  on ; — I  go  to  win  a  glorious  bride ; 
Fearless  o'er  gulfs  unknown  I  urgi^  my  way. 
Where  peril  prowls,  and  shipwreck  luriu  ftr  ptvfi 
Hope  swells  my  sail ; — in  spirit  I  behdd 
That  maiden  wor1(^,  twirniister  of  the  old. 
By  nature  nursed  beyond  the  jealous 
Dicnied  to  ages,  but  belroth'd  to  me."^ 


1  When  thft  Author  of  7%e  Wnt  tndiea  coneeired  tbs  pIsa 
of  thin  introduction  of  Colambus,  he  wni  not  aware  that  he  wss 
indetftiil  to  anr  prt^rrdinit  poet  for  a  hint  on  the  ralveel;  InM, 
some  time  iin«rwnrtia.  on  a  Mcond  |>eru*al  of  9outbey*s  Msdos» 
it  ctruck  him  thnt  thn  iilen  of  (\ilumb(ii  walking  on  the  sbofS 
at  auoMrt.  whirh  he  hnd  hitherto  imasined  hiti  own,  might  ha 
onir  a  reflection  of  the  impreMion  made  upon  his  mind  kmg  h^ 
fore,  bjr  the  lint  readmr  of  the  following  aplendid  paasags.  He 
therefore  via JI7  makes  thin  acknowlf>dKment.  thong b  st  his  owa 
eipense,  in  joHtire  to  th<!  Author  of  the  nohleat  narrative  posm 
in  the  English  language,  af\er  the  Faerie  Queeo  and  Ptradisf 
Lost. 

When  eveninc  rame,  toward  the  echoing  shore  ^ 

I  and  (.^adwallon  walk'd  toceiher  forth ; 

Bright  with  dilated  gl«>rjr  shone  the  wert ; 

Rut  brighter  lar  the  ocean  flood  helow. 

The  lMimi*hM  iiilvof  Rea,  that  heaved  and  flash'd 

Its  restleas  rajm  iniolerablr  bricht. 

"  Prince !"  quoth  Cndwallon.  "  thoa  hast  rode  the  wavsB 

In  triumph  wht>n  the  Invader  felt  thine  arm. 

Oh  what  a  nobli>r  ronqucut  micht  he  won 

There.— npon  that  wide  field  !"  "  What  mesne*'  thoa  *^ 

1  cried :  "  That  jronder  waters  are  not  qiread 

A  houndlcMs  wntite,  a  bourne  impasMbie; 

That  thou  nhoukUt  rule  tlm  i>lenient«, — that  there 

Micht  manlf  courage,  manly  wisdom,  find 

8oaM  happr  isle,  soum  uodiseovsr'd  shors, 
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The  winds  were  prcMperoiu,  and  the  billow*  bore 
The  brave  adventurer  to  the  promised  shore ; 
Far  in  the  west,  array'd  in  purple  light, 
Dawn*d  the  new  world  on  his  enraptured  sight : 
Not  Adam,  loosen'd  from  the  encumbering  earth, 
Waked  by  the  breath  of  God  to  instant  birth, 
With  sweeter,  wilder  wonder  gazed  around. 
When  life  within,  and  light  without  he  found ; 
^Vhen,  all  creation  rushing  o'er  his  soul, 
He  scem'd  to  live  and  breailie  throughout  the  whole. 
So  felt  Columbus,  when,  divinely  fair. 
At  the  last  look  of  resolute  despair, 
The  Hesperian  isles,  from  distance  dimly  blue. 
With  graidual  beauty  open'd  on  his  view. 
In  that  proud  moment,  his  transported  mind 
The  morning  and  the  evening  worlds  combined. 
And  made  the  sea,  that  sunder'd  them  before 
A  bond  of  peace,  uniting  shore  to  shore. 

Vain,  visionary  hope !  rapacious  Spain 
Follow'd  her  hero's  triumph  o'er  the  main, 
Her  hardy  sons  in  fields  of  battle  tried, 
Where  Moor  and  Christian  desperately  died. 
A  rabid  race,  fanatically  bold, 
And  steelM  to  cruelty  by  lust  of  gold. 
Traversed  the  waves*  the  unknown  world  explored. 
The  cross  their  standard,  but  their  fiuth  the  sword ; 
Their  steps  were  graves;  o'er  prostrate  realms  they 

trod  ; 
They  worshipped  Mammon  while  they  vow'd  to  God. 

Let  rx>bler  bards  in  loflier  numbers  tell 
How  Cortes  ccmquer'd,  Montezimia  fell ; 
How  fierce  Piarro's  ruffian  arm  o'erthrew 
Hie  Sun's  resplendent  empire  in  Peru ; 
How,  like  a  prophet,  old  Los  Casas  stood. 
And  raised  his  voice  against  a  sea  of  blood. 
Whose  chilling  waves  rccoil'd  while  he  foretold 
His  country's  ruin  by  avenging  gold. 
—That  gold,  for  which  unpitied  Indians  fell. 
That  gold,  at  once  the  snore  and  scourge  of  hell. 
Thenceforth  by  righteous  Heaven  was  doom'd  to  shed 
Unmingled  curses  on  the  spoiler's  head ; 
For  gold  the  Spaniard  cast  his  soul  away, — 
His  gold  and  he  were  cve^*  :ialion's  prey. 

Rut  tiiemes  like  these  would  ask  an  angel-lyre. 
Language  of  light  and  sentiment  of  fire ; 
Give  me  to  sing,  in  melancholy  strains. 
Of  Cahb  martyrdoms  and  Negro  chains ; 
One  race  by  tyrants  rooted  from  the  earth. 
One  doom'd  to  slavery  by  the  taint  of  birth ! 

Where  first  his  drooping  sails  Columbus  furl'd, 
-And  sweetly  rested  in  another  world. 
Amidst  the  heaven-reflecting  ocean,  smiles 
A  constellation  of  elysian  isles ; 
Fair  as  Orion,  when  he  mounts  on  high. 
Sparkling  with  midnight  splendor  from  the  sky ! 
They  boMk  beneath  the  sun's  meridian  rays. 
When  not  a  shadow  breakx  the  boundless  blaze ; 
yhe  breath  of  ocean  wanders  through  their  vales 
1*1  morning  breezes  and  in  evening  gales : 


fSome  mtinff-plses  for  pesce.    Oh !  that  mj  loal 
Could  wtss  the  wioff*  of  oioniinf !  soon  would  I 
Bshold  thftl  other  world,  ^rhere  yonder  Mua 
Now  speeds  lo  dawn  ki  gtory.*' 


Earth  from  her  lap  perennial  verdure  poun. 
Ambrosial  fruits,  and  amaranthine  flowers ; 
O'er  the  wild  mountains  and  luxuriant  plains. 
Nature  in  all  the  pomp  of  beauty  reigns. 
In  all  the  pride  of  freedom. — Nature  free 
Proclaims  that  Man  was  bom  for  liberty. 
She  flourishes  where'er  the  sun-beams  play 
O'er  living  fountains,  sallying  into  day ; 
She  withers  where  the  waters  cease  to  roll. 
And  night  and  winter  stagnate  round  the  pole : 
Man  too,  where  freedom's  beams  and  fountains  rise. 
Springs  from  the  dust,  and  blossoms  to  the  skies; 
Dead  to  the  joys  of  light  and  life,  the  slave 
Clings  to  the  clod ;  his  root  is  in  the  grave : 
Bondage  is  winter,  darkness,  death,  despair; 
Freedom  the  sun,  the  sea,  the  mountains,  and  the  air 

In  placid  indolence  supinely  blest, 
A  feeble  race  these  beauteous  isles  pomess'd ; 
Untamed,  untaught,  in  arts  and  arms  unskill'd. 
Their  patrimonial  soil  they  rudely  till'd, 
Chased  the  free  rovers  of  the  savage  wood. 
Ensnared  the  wild-bird,  swept  the  scaly  flood , 
Shelter'd  in  lowly  huts  their  fragile  forms 
From  burning  suns  and  desolating  storms ; 
Or  when  the  halcyon  sported  on  the  breeze. 
In  light  canoes  they  skimm*d  the  rippling  seas ; 
Their  lives  in  dreams  of  sootliing  languor  flew» 
No  parted  joys,  no  future  pains,  they  knew. 
The  passing  moment  all  their  bliss  or  care ; 
Such  as  their  sires  had  been  the  children  were. 
From  age  to  age ;  as  waves  upon  the  tide 
Of  stormless  time,  they  calmly  Uved  and  died. 

Dreadful  as  hurricanes,  athwart  the  main 
Runh'd  the  fell  legions  of  invading  Spain ; 
With  fraud  and  force,  with  false  and  fatal  breatk 
(Submission  bondage,  and  resistance  death). 
They  swept  the  isles.     In  vain  the  simple  race 
Kneel'd  to  the  iron  sceptre  of  their  grace. 
Or  with  weak  arms  their  fiery  vengeance  braved , 
They  came,  they  saw,  they  conquer'd,  they  enslaved 
And  they  destroy'd ; — the  generous  heart  they  km>ke. 
They  crush'd  the  timid  ne<'k  beneath  the  yoke ; 
Where'er  to  battle  march 'd  their  fell  array. 
The  sword  of  conquest  plow'd  resistless  way ; 
Where'er  from  cruel  toil  they  sought  repose. 
Around  the  fires  of  devastation  rose. 
The  Indian,  as  he  tum'd  his  head  in  flight. 
Beheld  his  cottage  flaming  through  the  night. 
And.  'midst  the  shrieks  of  murder  on  the  wind. 
Heard  the  mute  blood-hound's  death-step  close  behind 

The  conflict  o'er,  the  valiant  in  their  graves. 
The  wretched  remnant  dwindled  into  slaves; 
Condcmn'd  in  pestilential  cells  to  pine. 
Delving  for  gold  amidst  the  gloomy  mine. 
The  suflTcrer,  sick  of  lifo-pnitracting  breath. 
Inhaled  with  joy  the  fire-damp  blast  of  death . 
— Condemn'd  to  fell  the  mountain  palm  on  high. 
That  cast  its  shadow  from  the  evenmg  sky. 
Ere  the  tree  trembled  to  his  feeble  stroke. 
The  woodman  langnish'd,  and  his  heart-strings  bnifca 
— Condemn'd,  in  torrid  noon,  with  palsied  hand. 
To  urge  the  slow  plow  o'er  the  obduratu  land, 
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Ttm  laborer.  mmUm  by  the  ran'k  qpiA  nj, 
A  eorpie  eloiig  the  onfiiiiih'd  Ainow  ley. 
(renrfaeln'd  at  length  with  ignominiooi  tnO, 
Mingling  their  barren  aahea  with  the  woiU 
DoHn  to  the  dntt  the  Carib  people  paH*d, 
I  A*  automn  fiiUage  withering  in  the  blaet: 
The  whole  raee  rank  beneath  the  opprewor^i  rod. 
And  left  a  blank  among  the  worka  of  Ocd. 


PART  IL 

ARGUMENT. 

TheCane^— Africa^— The  Negro^-^TheSaTeCanT- 
ing  Trader— TheMeana  and  Rnonroea  of  the  Slave 

ThMle^ Hie   Portuguese, — Dutch, — 

French,    and  Englioh  in  America. 


Amomi  the  bowen  of  paradiae,  that  graced 
lluBe  itlanda  of  the  worid^lividing  waate, 
Where  towering  ooooaa  waved  their  graoeftil  locki. 
And  Tinea  kunuriant  doiter'd  round  the  rocki ; 
Where  orange^iroreo  perfumed  the  circling  air, 
With  verdure,  flowen,  and  fruit  lor  ever  &ir; 
Gay  myrtle  foliage  tiack*d  the  winding  riUn^ 
And  cedar  foreeta  ■lumber'd  on  the  hilla; 
—An  eaatom  plant,  ingrafted  on.  the  loil,* 
Wm  till'd  for  ^pea  with  oonanming  toil; 
No  tree  of  knowledge  with  forbidden  fruit. 
Death  in  the  laate,  uid  ruin  at  the  root; 
Tec  in  iti  growth  were  good  and  evO  fixmd. 
It  bleto'd  the  planter,  but  it  curwd  the  ground ; 
While  with  vain  wealth  it  gorged  the  master*!  hoard, 
And  tpraui  wiih  manna  his  luxurious  board, 
lis  culture  hwi  perdition  to  the  slave,— 1 
It  sappM  his  life,  and  flourish'd  on  his  grave. 

When  the  fierce  spoiler  from  remorseless  Spain 
Tasted  the  balmy  spirit  of  the  cane, 
(Already  had  his  rival  in  the  west 
Fmra  the  rich  reed  ambrosial  sweemess  ]wesB*d), 
Dark  through  his  thoughts  the  miser  purpose  roU*d 
T<»  turn  its  hidden  treasures  into  gold. 
But  at  his  breath,  by  pestilent  decay, 
The  Indian  tribes  were  swiftly  swept  away ; 
Silence  and  horror  o'er  the  isles  were  spread. 
The  living  seem'd  the  spectres  of  the  dead. 
The  Sfsmiard  saw ;  no  sigh  of  pity  stole, 
No  pang  of  conscience  touched  his  sullen  soul : 
The  tiger  weeps  not  o'er  the  kid ; — he  tuma 
His  flanhing  eyes  abroad,  and  madly  bums 
For  nobler  vfctims.  and  for  warmer  blood : 
Thus  on  the  Carib  shore  the  tyrant  stood. 
Thus  cast  his  eyes  with  fury  o'er  the  tide. 
And  for  br\*anil  the  gloomy  g\ilf  descried 
Devoied  Africa :  he  buwl  away. 
And  with  a  yell  of  transport  grasp'd  his  prey. 

Vrliere  the  stupendoiu  Mountains  of  the  Moon 
Cast  their  broad  shadows  o'er  the  realms  of  noon ; 


1  Ths  Cane  ii  Mid  to  hnre  h«>Mi  fir*t  trnrMplanted  from  Mft- 
4fin.  to  Ui»  Br^sik  bjr  the  Portusuev.  and  aftmwards  intro- 
dasnd  by  iho  Spsaisnia  ioio  tlw  CaribbM  Ulsoda.— Sm  mU0 
■Mil.  Mm. 

R9 


From  rude  CafiVaria,  where  die  girafl^  binwae. 

With  stately  heada,  among  the  forest  boogfas, 

To  Atlaa,  where  Numidian  lions  glow 

With  torrid  fire  beneath  eternal  anew : 

From  Nubian  hills,  that  hail  the  dawning  day, 

To  Guinea's  coast,  where  evening  fodes  away. 

Regions  immense,  unsearchable,  unknown. 

Bask  in  the  splendor  of  the  solar  aone ;  ■ 

A  world  of  wonders.— where  creation  seems 

No  more  the  works  of  Nature,  but  her  dreams ; 

Great,  wild,  and  beatitiful,  beyond  control. 

She  reigns  in  all  the  freedom  of  her  aoul ; 

Where  none  can  check  her  bounty  when  she  ihowen 

O'er  the  gay  wilderness  her  fruits  and  flowen ; 

None  brave  her  fury,  when,  vrith  whirlwind  breath. 

And  earthquake  step,  she  walks  afaRMMl  with  death  i 

O'er  boimdlesB  plains  she  holds  her  fie^  flighty 

In  terrible  magnificence  of  light ; 

At  blaaiDg  noon  pursues  the  evening  bretae. 

Through  the  dun  gloom  of  realnKo'erihadowing  Iraei^ 

Her  thirrt  at  Nile's  mysterious  fountain  quells, 

Or  bathes  in  secrecy  where  Niger  ewells 

An  inland  ocean,  on  whose  jasper  rocks 

With  shells  and  .sea-flower-wreatha  she  buMb  her 

locks: 
She  slept  on  isles  of  velvet  verdnre,  placed 
'Midst  sandy  gul&  and  shoals  for  ever  vraste ; 
She  guides  her  countless  flocks  to  cherish'd  rills. 
And  feeds  her  cattle  on  a  thousand  hills ; 
Her  stops  the  wild  bees  welcome  through  the  va]% 
From  every  bkissom  that  embahns  the  gale ; 
The  slow  unwieldy  river>horw  she  leadi 
Through  the  deep  wateia,  o'er  the  pasturing  meadii ' 
And  cUmbs  the  mountains  that  invade  the  sky. 
To  soothe  the  eagle's  nestlings  when  they  cry. 
At  sun-set,  when  vondous  monsters  burst 
From  dreaim  of  blood,  awaked  by  maddening  thirst , 
When  the  lorn  caves,  in  which  they  shrunk  from  light. 
Ring  with  wild  echoes  through  the  hideous  night; 
When  darkness  seems  olive,  and  all  the  air 
Is  one  tremendous  uproar  of  despair. 
Horror,  and  agony ; — on  her  they  call ; 
She  hears  their  clamor,  she  provides  for  all. 
Leads  the  light  leopard  on  his  eager  way. 
And  goads  the  gaunt  hyena  to  his  prey. 

In  these  romantic  regions,  man  grows  wild ; 
Here  dwells  the  Negro,  Nature's  outcast  child, 
Scom'd  by  his  brethren ;  but  hn  mother's  eye. 
That  gazes  on  him  from  her  warmest  sky, 
Sees  in  his  flexile  limbs  untutor'd  grace, 
Power  on  his  forehead,  beauty  in  his  face ; 
Sees  in  his  breast,  where  lawless  passions  rove. 
The  heart  of  friendsihip  and  the  home  of  love , 
Sees  in  his  mind,  whore  dpsi»lation  rei^rai 
Fierce  as  his  clime,  uncultured  as  his  plains. 
A  s<m1  where  virtue's  fairest  flowers  might  sIkxM. 
And  trees  of  scienre  bend  with  glorious  fniit , 
Sees  in  his  soul,  involved  with  thickest  night 
An  emanation  of  etenial  liirht. 
Ordoin'd,  'midst  sinking  worlds,  his  duMt  to  firo 
And  shine  for  ever  whnn  the  stars  expire. 
b  he  not  man,  thoui^h  knowledge  never  shed 
Her  quickening  beams  on  his  neclerted  head  f 
Is  he  not  man,  thon^h  sweet  reliffion's  voice 
Ne'er  bade  the  mourner  in  his  God  reioice  ? 
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MONTGOMERYnS  POETIGAL  WORKS. 


Ukenot  man,  hf  nn  and  ■ofiering  tried  f 
Uhenoi  man,  for  whom  the  Savior  diedf 
Belie  the  Negn>*t  powen ; — in  headlong  will, 
Chriatian,  My  brother  thou  ahalt  prove  him  itill : 
Belie  hie  virtuea ;  nnce  lut  wrong*  bagan, 

foUiet  and  hia  Crimea  have  itampt  him  Man. 


The  Spaniard  found  him  anch : — the  ialand-iaca 
Hia  foot  had  apom'd  from  earth*i  inaulted  fooe; 
Among  the  waift  and  foundling*  of  mankind. 
Abroad  he  look'd,  a  Hardier  itock  to  find ; 
A  apring  of  lifo,  whoae  fountain*  *hoald  nippljr 
His  channels,  aa  he  drank  the  river*  dry  t 
That  stock  he  found  on  Afric**  *warming  plains, 
lliat  spring  he  open*d  in  the  Negro's  veins ; 
A  spring,  exhaosUes*  aa  lus  avarice  drew, 
A  stock  that  like  Prometheus'  vitals  grew 
Beneath  the  eternal  beak  his  heart  had  tore. 
Beneath  the  inaatiate  thirrt  that  drain'd  hia  gore. 
Thna,  childless  aa  the  Caribbeans  died, 
Afirie's  strong  sons  the  ravening  waste  supplied ; 
Of  hardier  fibre  to  endure  the  yoke. 
And  self-renew'd  beneath  the  severing  stroke ; 
Aa  grim  Opprsssion  crush'd  them  to  \h&  tomb. 
Their  firuitful  parents'  miserable  womb 
Teem*d  with  finesh  myriads,  crowded  o*er  the  wavea, 
Hein  to  their  toil,  their  aufierings,  and  their  gravea. 

Freighted  with  curses  was  the  bark  that  bora 
TIm  apoilers  of  the  west  to  Guinea's  sbon ; 
Heavy  with  groans  of  anguish  blew  the  galea 
That  swell'd  that  fotal  bark's  returning  sails ; 
Old  Ocean  shrunk,  as  o'er  his  sur&ce  flew 
The  human  cargo  and  the  demon  crew. 
—Thenceforth,  unnumber'd  as  the  wavea  that  roll 
From  sun  to  sun,  or  pass  from  pole  to  pole. 
Outcasts  and  exiles,  from  their  country  torn. 
In  floating  dungeons  o'er  the  gulf  were  borne  i 
— ^The  valiant,  seixed  in  peril-daring  fight ; 
The  weak,  surprised  in  nakedness  and  night; 
Subjects  by  mercenary  despots  sold ; 
Vtctims  of  justice  prostitute  for  gold  ; 
Brothers  by  brothers,  friends  by  friends  betrasr'd ; 
Snared  in  her  lover's  arms  the  trusting  maid ; 
The  fiuthful  wife  by  her  false  lord  estranged. 
For  one  wild  cup  of  drunken  bliss  exchanged ; 
From  the  brute-mother's  knee,  the  infimt-boy, 
Kidnapp'd  in  slumber,  borter'd  for  a  toy ; 
Hie  fiither,  resting  at  his  father's  tree, 
Doom'd  by  the  son  to  die  beyond  the  sea : 
—All  bonds  of  kindred,  law,  alliance  broke. 
All  ranks,  all  nations  crouching  to  the  yoke ; 
Fnxn  fields  of  light,  unfhodow'd  climes,  that  lie 
Planting  beneath  the  sun's  meridian  eye ; 
From  hidden  Ethiopia's  utmost  land ; 
From  Zaara's  fickle  wilderness  of  sand ; 
From  Congo's  blazing  plains  and  blooming  woods ; 
From  Whidah's  hills,  that  gnsh  ^ith  golden  floods ; 
Captives  of  tyrant  power  and  dostord  wiles. 
Dispeopled  Africa,  and  gorged  the  isles. 
Loud  and  perpetual  o'er  the  Atlantic  waves. 
For  guilty  ages  roll'd  the  tide  of  slaves ; 
A  tide  that  knew  no  fall,  no  turn,  no  rest, 
Conntan*  nn  day  and  night  from  east  to  west ; 
full  widening,  deepening,  swelling  in  its  course, 
^th  b»undless  ruin  and  resistless  force. 


QoicUy,  by  Spain's  alluring  foitune  fired. 
With  hopea  of  fiime,  and  dreumi  of  wealth 
Europe's  dread  powers  from  ignominious  eaae 
Started ;  their  pennona  stream'd  on  every  breeaa 
And  still,  where'er  the  wide  discoveries  spread* 
The  cane  was  planted,  and  the  native  bleid ; 
While,  nursed  by  fiercer  suns,  of  nobler  race. 
The  Negro  toil'd  and  periah'd  in  his  place. 

First,  Lositania,    she  whose  prows  had  bone 
Her  arms  triumphant  round  the  car  of  mum, 
— Turn'd  to  the  setting  sun  her  bright  array. 
And  hung  her  trophies  o'er  the  couch  of  day. 

Holland^ — whose  hardy  sons  roll'd  back  the 
To  build  the  halcyon-nest  of  liberty, 
Shameleaa  diroad  the  enslaving  flag  unfnri'd. 
And  reign'd  a  despot  in  the  youqger  world. 


Denmark^ — whose  roving  hordes,  in  barbaraiM 
times, 
Fill'd  the  wide  North  with  piracy  and  Crimea, 
Awed  every  shore,  and  taught  their  keels  to  sweap 
O'er  every  sea,  the  Araba  of  the  deep, 
— ^Embark'd,  once  more  to  weatem  conquest  led 
Bf  Rollo's  spirit,  risen  from  the  dead. 

Gallia,r— who  vainly  aim'd,  in  depth  of  nif^^ 
To  huri  oki  Rome  from  her  Tarpeian  height, 
(But  lately  laid,  with  unprevented  Mow, 
The  thrones  of  kings,  the  hopes  of  freedoas  lowX 
— Rush'd  o'er  the  theatre  of  splendid  toils. 
To  brave  the  dangers  and  divide  the  spoils. 

Britannia^— she  who  scathed  the  crest  of  Spain, 
And  won  the  trident  sceptre  of  th<i  main. 
When  to  the  raging  wind  and  ravening  tide 
She  gave  the  huge  Armada's  scatter'd  pride, 
Smit  by  the  thunder-wielding  hand  that  huri'd 
Her  vengeance  round-  the  wave-encircled  wt)rld ; 
— Britannia  shared  the  glory  and  the  guilt,— 
By  her  were  Slavery's  islond-altari  built. 
And  fed  with  human  ^-ictims ; — while  the  criea 
Of  blood  demanding  vengeance  from  the  skiesi 
Assail'd  her  traders'  grovelling  hearts  in  vain 
— Ilearti  dead  to  sympathy,  alive  to  gain. 
Hard  from  impunity,  with  avarice  cold, 
Sordid  as  earth,  insensible  as  gold. 


Thus  through  a  night  of  sgeo,  in  whose 
The  sons  of  darkness  plied  the  infernal  trade. 
Wild  Africa  beheld  her  tribes,  at  home. 
In  battle  slain ;  abroad,  condemn'd  to  roam 
O'er  the  salt  waves,  in  stranger  isles  to  bear 
(Forlorn  of  hope,  and  sold  into  despair), 
'Through  life's  slow  journey,  to  its  dolorous  cloaa^ 
Unseen,  unwept,  unutteraUe  woes. 


PART  m. 


ARGUMENT. 

The  Love  of  Country,  and  of  Home,  the  same  in  ah 
Ages  and  among  all  Natioiw. — The  Negro's  Hona 
and  Countr>'. — Mungo  Park. — Progress  of  the  Slaira 
Trade.— The  Middle  Passage.— The  Negro  in  iIm 
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Fbnttr^— Tht  Moon 


loff  Fcvar. 


Y«l- 


Tmi  ii  A  kad,  of  erefy  land  the  pride, 
Beloved  bf  Bmrm  o'or  aU  tba  world  b«kU| 
Whora  bnghier  ooDi  difponoe  Mrennr  lifhlt 
And  mildor  noono  emptiidioo  the  nigiiti 
A  land  of  boentjr,  nruie»  valor,  tmih, 
Tlne-totor^d  ^ga,  and  love-eialted  youth; 
The  wandering  nariner,  whooe  efa  eiplarai 
The  weaithieat  ialea,  the  iMiot  enrhantinj 
ViewB  not  a  realm  ao  baaatifnl  and  lair, 
Nor  breathea  the  apirit  of  a  pnrer  air; 
In  ereiy  cUum  the  nagnat  of  hie  aonU 
TMwh*d  bf  ramanbranea,  tremUaa  to  that  pole; 
For  in  this  land  of  Heavm'a  peeolier  graeob 
The  heritage  of  nature'i  nobleat  raea. 
There  ia  a  apot  of  eardi  aoprenwly  faleaC, 
A  dearer,  aweeter  apoc  than  all  the  raaC, 
Where  man,  ereatioo'a  ^nant,  caati  aiide 
Ilii  oword  and  acepcre,  pegeentrjr  and  pride, 
While  in  hia  aoaen*d  looki  benignly  blend 
The  riTOi  the  aon,  the  hmband,  brother,  fiiendt 
Hera  woman  reigna;  the  mother,  daoghter,  wile, 
Strawa  with  freah  floweri  the  narrow  way  of  Mfr; 
In  the  clear  heaTen  of  her  deligfatftd  eye^ 
An  angel-gnard  of  lovea  and  graom  lie ; 
Arouid  her  kneea  domaatic  dntiea  meet. 
And  lira  ride  pleeaurm  gambal  at  her  feel. 
-  Where  ihall  that  iand;  that ipol4<'«nft  be  tendr 
Alt  thoaamant— a  patriot  r— look  aroond; 
CX  thon  ahalt  find,  howe'er  thy  IboMepa  roam. 
That  land  tkf  ooontry,  and  that  tpot  Ay  home! 

On  Greenland*t  rocka,  o'er  rude  KamMhatka't 
plain*. 
In  pal^  Siberia's  denolate  domains ; 
When  the  wild  hunier  takes  his  lonely  way, 
Tracks  through  tempestuous  snou's  his  savage  prey. 
The  reindeer*s  spoil,  the  ermine's  treasure  shares. 
And  ftw»\»  his  &mine  on  the  fat  of  bears ; 
Or.  wrestling  with  the  might  of  raging  seas. 
Where  nMmd  the  pole  the  eternal  billows  freeze, 
Plarks  from  their  jaws  the  stricken  whale,  in  Tain 
Flanging  down  hcadkmg  through  the  whirling  main; 
—His  wastes  of  ice  are  lovelier  in  his  ejre 
Than  all  the  flowery  vales  beneath  the  Ay, 
And  dearer  tu  than  Cseaar's  palace-dome, 
Uis  cavem-sbelter,  and  his  cottage-home. 

O^er  China's  garden-fields  and  peopled  ikxxlB ; 
In  California's  pathless  world  of  woods ; 
Round  Andes'  heights,  where  Winter  from  hia  throne, 
liooks  down  in  scorn  upon  the  summer  aone; 
B^  the  gny  borders  of  Bermuda's  isles, 
%%'here  Spring  with  everlisting  verdure  smiles, 
On  pure  Madeira's  vine-robed  hills  of  health ; 
In  Java's  sivamps  of  pestilence  and  wealth ; 
l^ltere  Babel  stood,  wiiere  wolves  and  jackala  drink, 
*Midst  weeping  willows,  on  Euphrates*  brink ; 
On  Carroel's  crest ;  by  Jordan's  reverend  stream, 
Ulirre  Canaan's  glories  vanish'd  like  a  dream ; 
Uliers  Greece,  a  speetre,  haunts  her  heroes'  graTea, 
And  Room's  vast  mins  darken  Tiber's  waves ; 


Wheie  hrokenJiearied  Swilmlaiid  hewafli 
Her  aulQect  moontains  and  diahonor'd  Taloit 
Where  Albion'a  rocka  emit  amidBt  the  aai^ 
Around  the  beanteoai  iale  of  liberif ; 
— 4ian,  thnmgh  all  agea  of  retulfing  tima^ 
Unchanpng  man,  in  ereiy  varyiog  eUne, 
Deems  hia  own  lend  of  eveiy  lend  the  prides 
Behnred  by  Heaven  o'er  aU  the  worid  baride; 
Hia  home  the  apoc  of  eaith  aupremely  falail» 
A  dearar,  aweeler  apot  than  all  dm  not 

And  ia  the  Negro  ontkw'd  from  Ui  bfaAt 
la  he  alene  a  atranger  on  the  eaithf 
la  there  no  shed,  whoae  peepiqg  roof  eppein 
So  bvely  that  it  filb  Ub  eyea  with  team  f 
No  land,  whoae  name,  m  eiile  heaid,  will  tet 
Ice  throogh  Ua  veina  uid  hghtning  ihmifh  hii ! 
Ah!  yeei  benaeth  ihebeamaof  brighter  akki^ 
Hia  home  amidst  his  lather^  ooontrjr  liaa  I 
There  with  the  partner  of  hia  aool  he  iharai 
Love^ningled  pieaaorBa,  kyre^ifhied  caraii 
There,  as  with  natnre'a  waimeat  filiil  1k% 
He  aoediea  haa  blind,  and  leeili  hii  hdpiam  ril» 
His  diildren  aporting  round  hia  hnl  behold 
How  they  rimU  chersrii  him  when  he  k  oldft 
Tndn'd  by  eiample  from  their  temlereat  yotHk 
To  deeds  of  charity,  and  words  of  Vrnnk,* 
-bibs  not  Meat  r  Behok),  at  ckaing  day. 
The  nagro-village  awaima  abroad  to  play ; 
He  trenda  the  dianee  throogh  aU  ita  mptmone  i 
To  the  wild  nmaie  of  barbarian  aoondi ; 
Or,  stretdi'd  at  eeae,  whers  broad  palmettoaa 
Delidoua  oooimm  in  hia  shadowy  bower. 
He  leeatB  on  tales  of  witchcraft,  that  give  faiidi 
To  breeihlea  wonder,  or  ecatatio  mirth  t 
Tet  moat  delighted,  when,  in  rudest  riiymea. 
The  minstrel  wakes  the  song  of  elder  times. 
When  men  were  heroes,  slaves  to  Beauty's 
And  aU  the  joys  of  life  were  love  and  anna. 
— Is  not  the  Negro  blest  f  His  generous  soil 
With  har\'estpplenty  crowna  his  simple  toil ; 
More  than  his  wants  hb  flocks  and  fields  afibrdt 
He  loves  to  greet  the  stranger  at  his  board : 
**  The  winds  were  roaring,  and  the  Whito  Man  fled; 
The  rains  of  night  descended  (m  his  head ; 
The  poor  >^^ite  Man  sat  down  beneath  our  tree^ 
Weary  and  faint,  and  far  from  home,  was  he  t 
For  him  no  mother  fills  with  milk  the  bowl. 
No  wife  prepares  the  bread  to  cheer  his  soul ; 
— Pity  the  poor  White  Man  who  sought  our  tree; 
No  wife,  no  mother,  and  no  home,  has  he." 
Thus  sang  the  Negro's  daughters  ;^-once  again, 
O  that  the  poor  White  Man  might  hear  that  strain 


1  Dr.  Wtotarbothain  Mft.  "  The  TtvpMt  wUek  the  AfHsam 
IMF  to  M  people  m  Terr  f  rMt — Om  of  tht  •eTtrast  {Muhi 
whieli  Cftn  be  oll«red  to  an  African  ia  to  vpeak  diareapsclfuBf 
of  Ma  mother."  *"nie  Narro  race  ia.  perhapa,  the  roost  pio- 
fille  oTall  the  baman  apceifta.  Their  infaner  ami  jmath  ara  an 
fiilar*]r  bappf . — ^The  mothpia  are  i>a»<ionatelr  food  of  thsil 
chiMmi.**— <7al(<»Hry*#  TVcvfJ*.—*** Strike  me.*  said  aif 
attendant,  'but  do  not  cane  mr  mother.' — The  aanris  siBll' 
ment  I  foond  univetmUr  to  prerail.— One  of  tlie  firat  laaaoar 
in  which  the  Mnndtnco  women  irartmct  their  children  is  the 
prmrtie*  «f  truth.  It  waa  the  onljr  conaolation  for  s  Nsgie 
mother,  whoae  mo  had  bora  murdered  bf  the  Moon,  that  ClS 
P0tr  Mr  ka^  merer  t«U  e  li«J'*—Park  $  TrmvtU.  The  dr- 
acriplioa  of  African  life  and  mumere  that  foUowa.  end  te  seab 
of  tlw  Nesni*!  deachtora,  are  copied  without  ezsfgcrstioa  flea 
tiw  sathciMie  socooata  of  Manco  Ps^ 
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\  The  »«<**".' u  «u»ion  »*»'«»  "    .  ..f  ,i,iic». 
\  The  ^^  ^^f^piivity  ^^-^  Viim  U 


: r^^Z^^^^"^' 

Ltud  »V "",  "rtiii,  when  »«' "'' .    ^ace ; 

il^i,  ««•  W"^. j.«  roiRhi e _««'»'  \T^ey  caught. »"  y     .  ^  ,t,em  at  «^,  9-0,1 ; 


White  fi»« -^J,,,^  ^ir'Ve.S'n  '»"'°' 

^'S"^  *"  *        !^f  eternal  doo« 
T**         .V.  l«id  ttomP**  »f  **  „r  u,e  tomb 


'  «***«  »r i«  ««*''  ^*       l«l  doom 

^»^  '?j:rff ^"'"*i:  eS""«  *•* 


*-°^^  r:£.Xy^""'l*ri^Xrmar«  of  Wood; 

\to  fteebotn  n*"-       „e«m«d  iw^ 
Obey'd  ^^A-X  "rrible  co'-^V^.d  hi.  -""^ 
'  Not  fof  bim»«"  "      ,nd  wugW  «'";  j  health. 


THE  WEST  INDIES. 


IT 


Fkbe  tti  Um  windi  Ihst  roood  hk  Tonl 
KMBorwlev  m  die  gulf  that  jtswos  below, 
b  lie  who  toik  upon  the  wefiing  flood, 
A  Chikluui  broker  In  the  tnde  of  blood: 
BoiaterooB  in  apeedi,  in  actioD  prompt  and  bold, 
lie  buys,  he  lelli^— he  steala,  he  killa,  fcr  gold. 
At  noon,  when  akjr  and  ocean,  oalm  and  dear, 
Bend  round  hia  bark,  one  blue  anbroken  aphere; 
When  dancing  dolphini  aparkle  throo^  the  brina^ 
And  minbcam  circlea  o*er  the  wateia  thine ; 
lie  aeea  no  beauty  in  the  heaven  lerene. 
No  aoul-enchanting  aweetneai  in  the  acene. 
But,  darkly  aoowUng  at  die  gfcviooB  dajr, 
Cuiaea  the  winda  thai  kMier  on  their  wqr. 
When  Bwoln  with  hurricanea  the  biUowa  hm. 
To  BMet  the  Ughtning  midway  from  the  akiea ; 
When  from  the  unbarthen*d  hold  hia  ihrieking  daTea 
Ara  caat,  at  midnight,  to  the  hungry  waTca  i 
Not  hr  hit  victim!  strangled  in  the  deepa, 
Not  fcr  his  erioMia,  the  hardened  pirate  weepa, 
But  grimly  amiling,  when  the  atorm  ia  o*er, 
Counia  hie  aura  gatna,  and  hurriea  back  fcr  mora.' 

Uvea  there  a  reptile  baaer  than  the  davef* 
— LBathaome  as  death,  corrupted  aa  the  gmve, 
See  the  doll  Creole,  at  hia  pompous  hoard. 
Attendant  vamali  cringing  round  their  lord ; 
Sariaie  with  food,  his  heavy  eye-lids  cloae, 
Vofaiptnoai  miniona  tkn  him  to  repose ; 
Prone  on  the  noon-day  couch  he  lolli  in  vain, 
Delirinna  slumbers  rock  his  maudlin  brain ; 
He  atarto  in  horror  fhmi  bewildering  dreama , 
Hia  bloodahot  eye  with  fire  and  fren^  gleama. 
He  alalka  abroad ;  through  all  hia  wonted  nmnda, 
THe  Negro  tremUea,  and  the  lash  resoonda, 
And  cHm  of  anciiiah,  shrilling  through  the  air, 
To  distant  fi^ldw  his  dread  approach  declare. 
Mark,  as  he  pawes,  every  head  declined  ; 
Then  slowly  raised. — to  cune  him  from  behind. 
This  is  the  veriest  wretch  on  nature's  fare, 
Own'd  by  no  country,  spiim'd  l>y  every  race ; 
The  lether'd  tyrant  of  one  narrow  span. 
The  bloated  vampire  of  a  living  man. 
Ifoi  frame,! — a  fiin^is  form,  of  dunghill  birth. 
That  taint*  the  air.  and  ruts  above  the  earth : 
His  soul ; — ha»  kfi  a  soul,  whose  sensual  breast 
iX  selfish  passiofis  is  a  serpent's  nest  f 
Who  fitllows,  headlong,  igrotrant,  and  blind. 
The  \'ague  brutc-iiuitinct  of  an  idiot  mind ; 
Whose  heart,  *mi(bt  scenes  of  suflering  aenaeleas 

grown. 
F'en  from  his  mother's  lap  was  chill'd  to  stone; 
Whi«e  tiNTid  piilse  no  social  fcelinim  move; 
A  stransrer  to  thf*  tenderness  of  love ; 
Hia  molley  harain  charms  his  gloating  eye, 
l^liere  ebon.  bmwn.  and  olive  beautiea  vie ; 


fir 


\nte  1.  pmw  18,  ml.  1. 

Tli^  rhar%rt*>r  of  I  hit  Crraki  Planter  hf>re  drawn  ia  jaati6ed 

W  nmmm  aod  fa<>t :  it  ia  no  mmMiT  of  imaf  imilioo.  Iboof  h, 

die  rmlil  tif  kmnaa  o«tun>,  w«  mar  hupe  that  it  ia  a  nioo> 

■a  rmrr  aa  tl  ia  ahtiekins.    It  m  thr  doiibk  ruras  nf  alavery 

•ends  all  whn  are  ctifK^erwd  with  it.  liting  mr  trnffnimg. 

aftave  Mmapir  i«  the  low^at  in  thr  amir  of  hamaa  beincs.— 

>  alvvv-ilmW.    />.  Pinkurd'g  .V«f'«  on  tk»  WtH 

I.  sftd  GapC«a  !tu4mtmM*$  .^cemimt  mf  Surimmm,  sIRn4  sx- 

9ltAmrrwmkf.  igiNiranre,  aluih.  and  aMMuaNtfof  Osols 

pwtieakr)r  ia  Dirteh  Owana.  which  fUlr  eqaal  lbs 

•r  vies  aad  aboaiasike  sskibilsd  ia  thsss 


Hia  children,  sprang  alike  fhn  dodi  and  vica^ 
Ara  bom  hia  davea,  and  loved  at  market  priea. 
Has  Ac  a  aoul  f^Widi  his  departing  bnadi, 
A  form  shall  hail  him  at  the  gatea  of  death, 
The  apeetieConaciencer-diriddng  through  iheglooa. 
**  Man,  we  shall  meet  again  beyond  the  tomb^** 


Oh,  Afiica!  amidat  diy  cfaiMien'a 
DM  earth  and  heaven  cooapire  to  aid  thy  fbeaf 
No,  thoQ  hadat  vengeance— FftMn  thy  northern  ahom 
Sallied  die  lavirlesB  corsaira  of  the  ftfoon. 
And  back  on  Europe'a  guilty  nationa  hnrl*d 
Thy  wronp  and  aufleringa  in  the  sister  vroild : 
Deep  in  thy  dimgeona  Chriatiana  dank'd  their  chaiMk 
Or  toil'd  and  peiish'd  on  thy  parching  plaina. 

But  where  thine offipringcronch'd  beneath dieyokii^ 
In  heavier  peals  the  avenging  thunder  broken 
— Leagued  with  Aipacioua  roven  of  the  midKk 
Ilayti's  barbarian  hunten  haram'd  Spaiuy' 
A  mammoth  mce,  invindble  in  waif^ 
Rapine  and  maasacre  their  dire  delight 
Ptoril  their  element ;  o'er  land  and  flood 
Tliey  carried  fire,  and  qnench'd  the  fhwf  wlfhltoli 
Deapairing  captives  hail'd  them  69m  die  eamm, 
niey  roah'd  to  conquest,  led  by  Garib  ^hoalik 

Tremble,  Britannia!  while  thine  islanda  ItB 
The  appalling  mysteries  of  Qbi*a  apell ;  * 
The  wild  Maroona.  impregnable  and  free. 
Among  the  mountain-holds  of  liberty. 
Sudden  as  lightning  darted  on  their  foe. 
Seen  like  the  flaab,  remember'd  like  the  blow; 

While  Gallia  boaata  of  dread  Marengo's  figh^ 
And  Hohenlinden's  slanghter<leluged  night. 
Her  spirit  sinks ; — the  sinews  of  the  brave. 
That  crippled  Europe,  shrunk  before  the  I9ave ; 
The  Demon-spectres  of  Domingo  rise'. 
And  all  her  triumphs  vanish  from  her  eyea. 

God  is  a  Spirit,  veil'd  from  human  nght, 
In  secret  darkness  of  eternal  light ; 
Through  all  the  glory  of  his  works  we  trace 
The  hidings  of  his  counsel  and  his  (ace ; 
Nature,  and  time,  and  change,  and  fate  fulfil. 
Unknown,  unknowing,  his  mysterious  will ; 
Mercies  and  judgments  mark  him,  every  hour. 
Supreme  in  grace,  and  infinite  in  power: 
Oft  o'er  die  Eden-islands  of  die  West, 
In  floral  pomp,  and  verdant  beauty  drest. 
Roll  the  dark  clouds  of  his  awaken'd  ire : 
— ^Thunder and  earthquake,  whirlwind,  flood, and fir»« 
'Midst  reeling  mountains  and  disparting  plains. 
Tell  the  pale  worlds — "  the  God  of  vengeance  reigna.** 

Nor  in  the  majesty  of  stomn  alone,' 
The  Eternal  makes  his  dread  displeasure  known ; 


1  A  Dadinf  to  th<>  fr^ehtiotera  and  btiecan^rni  who  iofeatad  the 
Caribbssn  Maa  durinf  the  aiiteMith  and  aeTrnif^nih  d'OturiM^ 
and  were  rqiiaHj  renowned  for  their  ralitr  and  bruialitr. 

9  See  Dalltut'g  HiMtm  «/  the  MaromtB,  amonf  the  aaoaa* 
tsina  of  Jsmaica ;  alao,  />r.  MittUit't  Trfati»eo»  Sngmr, 

3  For  mtnnte  and  aflflirtinc  detaib  oTthn  Aricin  and  pio|rsm 
of  the  rsllow  Terrr  in  an  individoal  auhiret.  aee  />r.  Pimkir^M 
JVWm  mi  tk0  West  lmiie$,  vol.  iii.  particularly  LaUsr  XO  ■ 
wIMi  Iks  vritsi;  frooi  aspsrisaos. 
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HONTGOMEETV  POETICAL  WOSXa 


Al  his  oammiiuL  the  p«(ilpnce  nbhorr'd 
Spina  Ihe  poor  ilave.  Bud  imito  itic  tiDughly  Ion! ; 
While  lo  the  iDTiib  Ke  •««•  hii  rriend  nnuign'd, 
Foreboding  nwluicholy  nnka  bii  laind. 
8oan  >l  hia  hfion  he  feeb  Ihs  motiiler'i  &ngii 
Thaf  l«r  hi*  vit&l*  wlh  convubiva  |Biip  i 
The  lighi  ■•  ■ngukh  lo  bu  oye,  the  air 
~  I  bden  nilh  dopur; 

n  nek  hn  whirling  brain, 
a  pulm  throb  through  every  vein; 
The  film  earth  ditinlu  bensaih  hi*  torture-bed. 
The  tky  in  ruin*  roha  o'er  ha  head ; 
He  ndl*,  be  nigea  in  HHiauming  Rnx, 
Till  naliue,  ipenl  with  agony,  eipuw. 


Now 


ARGUMENT. 
The  Mnnvkn  Biethiaa — Their  rnierioni  in  Grcen- 
bod.  North  Americ*.  end  Ihe  Wm  Indiee. — 
Chrstian  Ncgroea, — The  Ad  locate*  of  the  Negrue* 
lliCn^and.^^r>nvi]teKurpe, — Clarktoii. — Wil- 
betforce, — Pitt, — Foi. — The  Nation  iuwlt — The 
Abolition  of  Ihe  Slave  Trndn.— The  fiilura  ~ 
of  the  Wb*I  Indie*,— or  AI'riri^-oT  the  Whole 
Worli— Tb*  MilleniuuBi. 


Age*  foU'd  by,  the  lurf  perennial  blaom'd 
O'er  Ihe  lam  rclia  oT  ihnH  lainla  raUmb'd: 

linirla  pnx-hum'd  their  poner  diiine, 
No  Uiigi  adom'd.  no  pilgrinn  kia'd  their  thrina ; 
Cold  and  fcrgoilen  in  the  grave  they  tlept; 
But  God  remember'd  Ihem :— lUcir  Father  kept 
A  &iihfal  rrmnanl  ]~<i'er  iheir  naiiie  clime 
Hi*  Spiril  moved  in  hia  ippointed  iimaj 
The  race  revived  ii  b»  Blmii^htv  birath, 

t  leed  to  aerva  him,  from  the  diul  o(  death. 

'Go  fiirlh.  my  situ,  ihtmigh  heaihcn  realm*  pnclnm 
Mercy  lo  Siiinen  in  a  Savior'*  name:" 
Thu*  apaka  ihe  Lord  ;  they  heeni,  and  they  obey'd, 
— Greenland  lay  wnpt  in  nsliirc'a  heavini  abedej 
Thither  the  eniign  uf  Ihe  era**  tlipy  bore; 
The  gaunt  barhaiiana  met  them  on  the  riiiir*t 
Wiih  juy  end  wonder  boiling  fnm  abr. 
Thniugh  polar  ilottni.  the  ligbi  of  Jicab'a  Ku^ 

Where  roll  Ohiu'a  ■[ream*.  Mimonri'*  floods 
Beneath  the  umbrage  of  eternal  MOuda, 
1'ba  Red  Mtn  roani'd.  a  bunlcMAaniar  wild; 
Oi  him  the  everhuling  (.hmpfI  cmilod  ; 
Hi*  h«rt  waa  aned.  ninlounded.  feerred,  anbdiMd, 
Divinely  melted,  moulded,  and  renew'd ; 
The  hold  bate  caviige. mlure*  hanhe*!  ctod, 
Roae  Inm  Ihe  duit  the  image  of  bu  Cod. 


Wu  (here  no  meroy,  mother  of  the  lUvel 
Tfo  &iendly  hand  lo  lucror  and  to  aave. 
While  oommaree  thua  thy  captive  tribe*  oppreai'd 
And  lowering  vengeanre  lingrr'd  o'er  the  ucM  I 
Yo*.  Africa?  beneaih  the  ilrangcr"*  rod 
They  Ibund  the  (rMdom  of  the  aona  of  Cod, 

Wben  Knrope  languiih'd  in  barbarisn  gloom. 
Beneath  the  Rhnttly  lyranny  of  Rome, 

"  '  and  mitred,  bunt 


Andth 
Thou  <iHi 
Thou  dea 


I,  poor  Nrgnl  arom'd  of  all  n 
•  and  impotent,  and  deaf  and  h 
tnapiril!  toil-degraded  al 


lo  the  grave ; 
The  metaengen  of  peace,  o'er  land  mud  lea. 
Thai  aouglil  the  eon*  of  •orrow.  *toop'd  Bi  the 

e  raiteil  hi*  alow  aiid  aullen  eye; 

Iriend,  nor  doem'd  ■  friend  tia*  i 
Till  the  aweel  lone*  of  Piiy  louch'd  hi*  eai*. 


<auf  th 


Whiwi  •econd 

A  phnnii  fnim  the 

From  Pentecuiion'* 

Among  Bnhemian  mowiluii*  Truth  retired ; 

There,  'midit  rude  incki,  in  lonely  glen*  obacore, 

She  fomid  a  people  *atter'd,  aooro'd.  end  |uor, 

A  little  Rock  ihrough  quiet  volleya  led, 

A  Chriitian  lanel  in  the  deaetl  fed. 

(flule  nvening  waive*,  that  (com'd  the  ■bepbenl'* 

Laid  waaiD  God'*  heritage  through  every  land. 
With  Ih»e  the  lovely  etile  w>|num'd  lung; 
Sao<hed  h)  her  preaenco.  eolaced  by  her  aong, 
nwy  loil'd  through  dinger,  trial*,  and  diatre**, 
A  band  of  Vir^nt  In  the  wildemeia, 
Widi  burning  lamfa.  amid  their  acrrot  bower*, 
Onuiting  Ihe  walchc*  of  the  wcaiy  houn, 
In  patient  hope  the  Bridegroom'*  voice  lo  bear, 
ADd  aee  hia  banner  in  the  cloiida  appear ; 
But  whan  the  mom  reluming  cluited  the  night. 
']%e*e  *tan.  in*i  *hone  in  dBrknrs.  auiik  in  bght: 
Lalher.  hlie  Ph>j*|JHir,  led  the  roiiqncring  day, 
'   '  r»  waned,  and  jaa'd  away,' 


id  Men  . 
He  wept  and 


ibiM)  lonra,  lo  him  thvw  lean  wan 

nvnder'd  at  the  mi^rhiy  ehange. 
poirg  of  keen  cunipuiinion  dai^ 
ill  aiill  uhvprr  in  hi*  heart. 


nllea 

From  lile  lo  ills  the  welcome  tiding*  nn  i 
like  Peter,  aleefiini 


Theai 


a,  hia  night  wu  lu 


"  hia  fetten  fnll,  h 


I  more  to  demon-gmla,  in  bideon*  Ibnni^ 
He  pmy'd  for  earthqunkr*,  pntiloncc,  and  uoHB^ 
I'ret  ajiuny  deimir'd  the  eorih. 
while  he  ■{■red  hia  mother,  cuiMd  hi*  birth.* 


HMirr  ■/  at  HfHJn 


THB  WEST  nOHEa 


1» 


Tb  Bmym  fit  ChiMn  N«gio  Mot  Iw  i|i^ 
fai  maadag  vom  and  eroiiiiff  ncrifioe; 
lb  pnj'd  fer  blawinp  to  daioeiid  oq  thow 
Hat  dealt  to  him  tb*  cop  of  BMny  wo«i 
TW^ht  of  Idi  home  in  Afiica  ftrkn. 
Toe  wiule  ba  wap^  i^foioed  diat  ha  waa  horn. 
Mo  koger  boming  with  unholj  fiiai, 
Ha  walkm'd  in  the  doit  of  baaa  dearai; 
P-^'^Miit  ▼■rtito  fii*d  hii  bopaa  aboTo, 
Enlaifad  bia  haart,  and  inctiftad  bia  loTa: 
With  bombla  atopa  tha  patha  of  peace  ha  trod, 
A  iMppsr  pOgiiiB.  fer  ha  walk*d  with  God. 

Still  dowlf  apraid  the  dawn  of  lift  and  day, 
hk  daafh  and  darioiea  Pigan  mjrriadi  lajr: 
Sdo^er  and  beaner  chaina  than  thoae  that  Vtid 
l%a  capliTa*^  limbi,  anthrall'd  hie  al^aet  ndnd, 


With  angal^d^  oppoaad  Aa  ii«a  of  Ml 
And  fiNiifat  like  Miefaaal,  tiU  tiw  dnfoo  ftO  I 


l%a  foka  of  nui  baa  nmA  indignant  bova, 
TIm  yoke  of  an  Ub  willing  ipirit  wore. 

Meanwhila.  among  the  gnatp  the  htvn,  dia  flea, 
TIm  matriil^ei  nee  of  Albion  and  the  aea, 
Chanpioaa  aroae  to  plead  the  Negro'a  caoaa; 
In  the  wide  braaeh  of  violated  kwa, 
Tbioagb  which  tha  torrent  of  iqjnatiee  ran*d, 
TVy  aiood :— with  wal  oneonquerabljr  bold. 
They  raiaad  their  iroioea,  etretdi*d  Ifaeir  ama  toaiva 
Fran  chaina  the  fleenan»  fiom  deapair  the  daTa; 
Tha  ciile'k  heaiMick  angniah  to  aaaage. 
And  laacoa  Afiie  flom  die  apoiler^  raga. 
She,  laiieraMi  mocber,  fiom  the  shore. 
Age  after  age,  bebdd  the  haiki  that  bora 
Her  tribee  to  bondage  >— widi  dietrutioo  wnmg, 
Wild  M  die  Koneai  diat  ■eeki  her  yooi^ 
flha  daeh'd  nnheeded  ligfatningi  fiixn  hu  ejaa; 
Her  innwet  deaam  echoing  tober  criee; 
T1D  agony  the  eenie  of  lodering  etole. 
And  stem  nnoooeciotts  grief  benumb'd  her  aooL 
So  Niobe,  when  all  her  race  were  slain. 
In  ecstory  of  woe  forgot  her  pain : 
Olid  in  her  eye  serennrt  horror  shone, 
\l*bile  pitying  Nature  soothed  her  into  stone. 

Thus  Africa,  entranced  wiih  sorrow,  stood. 
Her  fix'd  eye  gleaming  on  the  restless  flood : 
— When  Sharpe,  on  proiid  Britannia's  charter'd  shore,* 
From  Libyan  limbs  the  mwanction'd  fetters  tore. 
And  taught  the  world,  that  while  she  rules  the  wavea. 
Her  snil  is  freedom  to  the  feet  of  slaves : 
—When  Clarkson  his  Tietorious  oomse  began,* 
I'nyieMing  in  the  cause  of  God  and  man. 
Wise,  patient,  persevering  to  the  end. 
No  ffuile  coald  thwart  no  power  hu  purpoae  bend. 
He  roee  o*er  Aftie  like  the  sun  in  smiles^— 
He  rests  in  glory  on  the  western  iaies : 
— When  WilbeHbrce.  the  minister  of  grace. 
The  new  Las  Caaaa  of  a  ruin*d  race,* 

I  GnflTiBe  nwips.  Em-  sf^  s  straccle  ofmaBy  fssn. 
Mrm-sfi  ■ihiiiilf  mi  praesdsnt.  wtabbhed  in  oar  eoaits  of 
JMtKv  rhf  law  •/  (A«  OmtMitti^m,  tlwi  thm  «r«  oo  dtVM  in 
Fwteiia.  ud  that  tlw  fkct  offt  N<wro  b«in<  fouod  ia  tUs  oood- 
irr  ■  of  iiw4f  a  ptoof  tliot  bo  is  s  freomMi. 

f  Xo  »— tail  it  whirii  a  eonaciMitioaa  writor  eaa  bwlDW,  or 
a  ffimd  Ban  mar  rMeiT«,  wiU  bo  dforoMl  extravafaat  ftir  tho 
m  if  m#Trti  of  Mr.  ritrkMfo,  by  thote  wbo  oio  aeqoaiolad 
vmIi  ba  hiboim.— 000  bis  HiMUrg  9ftkf  AhuUtitm,  ole.,  tvoli. 

)  Tho  ostfcor  of  tbis  pomb  cooftfi  bimwlf  nodor  smbf  ob- 
If  olioiw  to  Mr.  Wilbn1bie«*t  ohtqiirat  latter  oo  Ibo  AboUiioa 
•f  *•  «a«o  Trado.  oddNoMd  to  tbo  FroriMldora  of  Torittbha. 
~    1  ia  1807.  pisfieas  Is  tbo  deeiiteo  of  lbs 


Las  Qmss  has  bosa  aeeawd  of  bsiag  a  jiraamw.  If  aol  ttf 
•riffiaai  pnimim',  of  tba  Msgro  ilava  Trads  la  lbs  Wart 
bdiss.  TbaAbb*OnfeirasaaMyoaisafopBbMsiada 
ftaoo of  iUb  fiaat  aad  cood  aMa  afaissllhs dsgniMat  hiplK 
tadoa.  Tbs  faibwriag,  aawag  othsr  sri—ili  wMsh  hsal> 
vaoesi^  aia  waB  woffib/ of  eoBsidondoB. 

Tbs  riaie  nada  batwasa  AlHea  aad  tbo  Wsstladte  easa 
laBsnwal 
ofLn 
bb  prslsadsd  yndsi 

Bwlata(i^o«whoalothsfaad^ishaTaaa^n^sB^hr^afcsalba 
Ibel  for  fraalsd,  oa  Ms  bars  word)  doss  aot  qaols  a  rii«ls  aa- 
dwrity  ia  sagurt  of  Ms  ssisriiDa,  that  LasOMas  tiana— lad 
•d  tbo  Iflipoiutioa  of  Nogross  lalo  flimaahih  Tbs  sbans  to* 
aalf  irasjlroc  pobttihod  tMitHhro  foaiB  after  tbs  doadi  of  Las 
Caaaa.  AD  wrilsw  aalsesdaat  to  Hsriira,  aad  BoalsBiaotaiy 
whb  Mai,  aia  sUaac  oa  dio  s^ltiBei,  akfaoaeb  astaial  af  tbsss 


otbsrpofailsisaNMsb  dispotwl,  aad  bodiiplayBvloliati 

acainst  tba  aMa  wbom  bo  aeosMs.   It.any  beaddsd,  tbat  hs 

was  ffrsatir  faidoblsd  to  Mb  Ibr  J 


b  tbs  aaaMTOM  writiags  of  Las  < 
disn  ii  aot  oao  word  in  tkvor  of  davarr  of  aay  Uad,  bat  thsf 
abooad  witb  roasoaioff  aad  invoetivo  acainst  Itia  ofsry  shaiNii 

babalf  of  dio  onprwd  ladiaas.  tbare  Is  aot  a  soOtaiy  Hat  la 
latioaoftboAftieaB  MavaTkada.  Boaalrtwiaa 
dia  Nocross  tbroafb  aD  Ms  wdUfciious  iiiUhnSi  to 
iaManes  bo  metoiy  oaaMS  tbaai  as  Maf  la  tba  islsads  (ki 
a  BwaanrlpC  la  tba  NatbNMl  librarT  atFarit);  aad  la  tbs  I 
work  bo  propoiSB  as  olAar  rMnsdy  for  lbs  niiafifa  af  tbs  I 
rigiaal  iafaabitanta,  thaa  tbo  wipprasrioB  of  tbo  i 

ordlvWoasof  tbo  yofplt.  wiib  tha  soil  oa  wMeb  tber^ 
to  aaathw  aisaioriai,  aftsr  dotaJiat  at  fTMtt  Isagtb  tha  i 
araswMcb  oofhl  lo  bo  pomad  fiir  tbo  rsdioss  of  lbs 
(tbo  propor  oppottnnity.  certainly,  to  advocate  tba  Napo  Bum 
Trade.  If  bo  approrsd  of  k).  be  adds,— **T1m  bdiav  an  aat 

BMio  toraaaiad  by  ibair  narten  aad  tba  diflbraat  pabEe  edlesn, 
tbaa  by  Ibair  ssrvaali  aad  *ir  lb«  AVfTMo.** 

Tbo  ofifiaal  aeeoMtioa  of  LaiOasaa.  Inaristsd  flaai  the 
words  of  Barrera.  m  as  followa .— *'  Tbo  Heandato  Baitboloatsw 
Las  Caaaa,  pereeivinf  that  bia  plana  experienced  on  all  aides 
great  difllRtthiaa,  and  tbat  the  expeetatioaa  which  he  had  fbrm- 
ed  from  bia  connexion  with  the  High  Chancellor,  aad  tba  ff 
Torable  opinion  the  *atter  entertaiood  of  him.  had  not  prodnoed 
any  effect,  prelected  other  expedienta,  anch  aa,  fa  precara  /er 
the  Caftilieiu  e«tMukti  im  tkt  hiiu  a  emrt0  tf  Jfttnnm,  to 
reKeve  the  Indiana  in  the  cnlture  of  the  earth  and  the  labor  of 
themmea;  alaotoobtaioa  jraef  mnaAantTwerMi/aiaaCfiroaa 
Europe),  wbo  should  peas  over  into  thoae  regiona  with  ceitya 
priTilegea,  and  on  certain  conditions,  which  he  detailed.** 

Let  thia  atatemeat  be  eompaml  with  Dr.  Robertaoa's  SMMt 
exaggerated  account,  avowedly  taken  yrsai  Hcrreraaloaa,  aad 
let  every  man  judge  for  bimaelf,  whether  ooe  of  the  ntoat  aaa^ 
ona  and  indefttigable  advocatsa  of  fteedom  that  ever  tnfdifif. 
**  while  be  contended  earnestly  for  the  hberty  of  the  people 
bom  in  one  qnartarof  the  globe.  Uk^rtd  to  enslave  the  inlwbll* 
ante  of  another  rrgion.  and,  in  bia  aaal  to  save  the  AaMricaoa 
from  the  yoke,  pronounced  it  to  htUmful  mtd  expedint  to  m» 
pose  one  aft//  ktmvier  on  the  Africans.**— Asftcrtsen**  BitUnf 
tf  jfwsHsa.  Vol.  I,  Part  IIL  But  the  dreomatanee  cMnMcfStf 
^  Dr.  RotertMm  wtCA  tkis  sa^pessd  »r^ems  of  Laa  Casas  Is 
on warrantad  by  any  authority,  and  makea  bia  own  of  no  vahia. 
He  adda.— **  The  plan  of  Laa  Cases  waa  adopted.  Charlaa  V. 
granted  a  patent  to  one  of  hia  Flemish  favorites,  coirtainiag  aa 
exehaive  right  of  importing  fourthoaaand  Negroea  imo  Aosarl- 
ca."  Herrera,  the  only  author  whom  Dr.  Robertson  piataads 
to  follow,  doea  not.  in  any  place,  asaociate  his  random  charge 
agaiaat  Laa  Caaaa  with  tKis  acknowledged  and  moat  inAunooi 
act  The  crime  of  having  first  recomn>end«d  the  importation 
of  Afriean  alavea  into  the  Ammcan  islanda  ia  atiributcd,  bf 
three  writers  of  the  life  of  Cardinal  Xintenra  (who  rendered 
bimaelf  illoatrioas  by  bis  oppoeitioo  to  the  trade  in  its  infbney), 
to  CMsvrsf.  and  by  two  others,  to  (As  Fkmi»k  nobtlitw  tktm 
sffloas,  wbo  obtained  the  monopoly  aforenimiitmMl.  and  wMah 
waa  aoM  to  anme  "  Graoese  merchants  for  9S.0Q0  daeata:  aai 
lAsy  were  (As  Jlrtt  who  brought  into  a  reaular  form  tbat  < 
nnerro  foralavra  between  Africa  and  America,  which  haai 
eanied  on  to  such  an  amaxing  extent  "—It  is  < 
say  iMia  oa  this  aabiwt  •  -A  Usnahtioa  of  Gregaira'S  da 
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—When  Pitt,  mipreme,  amid  the  senate,  roae 

Thi6  Negro's  friend,  among  the  Negro's  foes ; 

Vet  while  his  tone  like  heaven's  high  thunder  broke. 

No  fire  descended  to  consume  the  yoke : 

— ^When  Fox,  all  eloquent,  for  freedom  stood, 

With  speech  resistless  as  the  voice  of  blood. 

The  voice  that  cries  through  all  the  patriot's  vems, 

When  at  his  feet  his  country  groans  in  chains ; 

The  voice  that  uhiipers  in  the  mother's  breast. 

When  smiles  her  inlknt  in  his  rosy  rest ; 

Of  power  to  bid  the  storm  of  passion  roll. 

Or  limch  with  sweetest  tenderness  the  soul — 

He  spake  in  vain; — till,  with  his  hiiest  breath. 

He  l»oke  the  spell  of  Africa  in  death. 

The  Muse  to  whom  the  lyre  and  lute  belong. 
Whose  song  of  freedom  is  her  noblest  song, 
T^e  lyre  with  awful  indignation  swept. 
O'er  the  sweet  lute  in  silent  sorrow  wept, 
—When  Albion's  crimes  drew  thunder  from  her 

tongue, 
—-When  Afric's  woes  o'erwhelm'd  her  while  she 

sung. 
Lamented  Cowper !  in  thy  path  I  tread ; 
O !  that  on  me  were  thy  meek  spirit  shed ! 
The  woes  that  wring  my  bosom  once  were  thine; 
Be  all  thy  virtues,  all  thy  genius,  mine ! 
Peace  to  thy  soul !  thy  God  thy  portion  be ; 
And  in  his  presence  may  I  rest  with  thee ! 

Quick  at  the  call  of  Virdie,  Freedom,  Truth, 
Weak  withering  Age  and  strong  aspiring  Youth 
Alike  the  expanding  power  of  |Nty  felt! 
The  coldest,  hardest  hearts  began  to  melt ; 
From  breast  to  breast  the  flame  of  justice  glow'd ; 
Wide  o'er  its  banks  the  Nile  of  mercy  flow'd ; 
Through  all  the  ifile  the  gradual  waters  swell'd ; 
Mammon  in  vain  the  encircling  flood  re^yell'd ; 
O'erthrown  at  Icns^th,  like  Phamoh  and  his  host. 
His  shipwreck'd  hopes  lay  scalter'd  round  the  coast. 

High  on  her  rook  in  solitary  state, 
Sublimely  muring,  pale  Britannia  sate : 
Her  awful  forehead  on  her  spear  reclined. 
Her  robe  and  tro^ses  streaming  with  the  wind ; 
Chill  through  her  frame  foreboding  tremors  crept; 
The  Mother  thought  upon  her  sons,  and  wept : 
-  4She  thought  of  Nelson  in  the  battle  slain. 
And  his  last  signal  beaming  o'er  the  main ; ' 
In  Glory's  circling  arms  the  hero  bled, 
While  Victory  bound  the  laurel  on  his  head ; 
At  once  immortal,  in  both  worlds,  became 
His  soaring  spirit  and  abiding  name ; 
— 49ie  thought  of  Pitt,  hea^^broken  on  his  bier ; 
And  **0  my  Country'!"  echoed  in  her  ear; 
—She  thought  of  Fox ; — «he  heard  him  faintly  speak. 
His  parting  breath  grew  cold  upon  her  cheek, 
Hit  dying  accents  trembled  into  air ; 
'Spare  injured  Africa!  the  Negro  spare!" 

She  started  from  her  trance ! — and  round  the  shore. 
Beheld  her  supplicating  sons  once  more 
Pleading  the  suit  so  lonar.  so  vainly  tried, 
Henow'd,  resisted,  promised,  pledged,  denied. 


eTlLvc 


ot  Uu  Ca«M  WM  pobUshed  ifl  1803.  br  H.  D.  SroModa, 
PsMmoater-Row. 

1  "Eagisnd  expects  trtrj  man  to  do  hit  dutf.*' 


The  Negro's  claim  to  all  his  Maker-j 
And  all  the  tyrant  ravish'd  from  the  sinve. 
Her  yielding  heart  oonfess'd  the  righteous  claim 
Sorrow  had  soflen'd  it,  and  love  o'ercaroe ; 
Shame  flush'd  her  noble  cheek,  her  bosom  bum'd; 
To  helpless,  hopeless  Africa  she  tum'd ; 
She  saw  her  sister  in  the  mourner's  face. 
And  rush'd  with  tears  into  her  dark  embrace : 
''All  hail!"  exclaim'd  the  empress  of  thesea^ — 
**  Thy  chains  are  broken^— Africa,  be  free !  *' 

Muse !  take  the  harp  of  prophecy  t — ^behold ! 
The  glories  of  a  brighter  age  unfold : 
Friends  of  the  outcast !  view  the  accomplish'd  plan 
The  Negro  towering  to  the  height  of  man. 
The  blood  of  Romans,  Saxons,  Gauls,  and  Danes, 
Swell'd  the  rich  fountain  of  the  Briton's  v^iiv; 
Unmingled  streams  a  warmer  life  impart. 
And  quicker  pulses,  to  the  Negro's  heart : 
A  dusky  race,  beneath  the  evening  stm. 
Shall  blend  their  spousal  currents  into  ont : 
Is  bcau^  bound  to  color,  shape,  or  air  ? 
No :  God  created  all  his  oflspring  fiur. 
Tyrant  and  slave  their  tribes  shall  never  see. 
For  God  created  all  his  ofllspring  free ; 
When  Justice,  leagued  with  Mercy,  fjrom  above 
Shall  reign  in  all  the  liberty  of  love ; 
And  the  sweet  shores  beneath  the  balmy  west 
Again  shall  be  **  the  islands  of  the  blest.** 

Unuttemble  m>'steries  of  fate 
Involve.  O  Africa !  thy  future  state. 
— On  Niger's  banks,  in  lonely  beauty  wild, 
A  Negro-mother  carols  to  her  child : 
"  Son  of  my  widow'd  love,  my  orphan  joy! 
Avenge  thy  father's  murder,  O,  my  boy!" 
Along  those  banks  the  fearless  infant  strays. 
Bathes  in  the  stream,  among  the  eddies  plays ; 
See  the  boy,  bounding  ihroti^h  the  eager  rai-e; 
The  fierce  youth,  shouting  fcireniosl  in  the  chase. 
Drives  the  grim  lion  from  his  ancient  ^oods, 
And  smiles  tlic  fn)0(K]ilc  amidst  his  flotxls. 
To  giant  strength  in  uniihon)  mantuxxi  grown. 
He  haunts  the  wilderness,  he  dwells  alune. 
A  tigress  with  her  uhel[s  to  seize  him  sprung; 
He  teara  the  mother,  and  he  tamos  the  young 
In  the  drear  cavern  of  tli«'ir  native  rock ; 
Thither  wild  slaves  and  fell  bitnditti  flock : 
He  heads  their  hordes ;  they  burst,  like  torrid  rainik 
In  death  and  devastation  o'er  the  plains; 
Stronger  and  bolder  grows  his  ruflian  bond. 
Prouder  his  heart,  more  terrible  his  hand. 
He  spreads  his  banner ;  crowding  from  afar 
Inimmerable  armies  rush  to  war ; 
Resistless  as  the  pillar'd  uhirluinds  fly 
O'er  Libyan  sands,  revolving  to  the  sky, 
In  fire  and  wrath  through  evcr>'  rralm  they  run ; 
Where  the  noon-shadow  shrinks  b(>neath  the  sun 
Till  at  the  Conquen)r's  feet,  from  sea  to  sea, 
A  hundred  nations  bow  the  ser\'ile  knee. 
And,  throned  in  nature's  unreveal'd  domains, 
The  Jenghis  Khan  of  Africa  he  reigns. 

Dim  through  the  night  of  these  tempestuous  yean 
A  Sabbath  dawn  o'er  Africa  appears ; 
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Then  thill  fan  nack  ffoni  Europe'*  fake  ba  lr«cl, 
And  hnling  arU  lo  hideuui  anni  luccHd ; 
At  home  rniemsl  bundi  her  iribe*  ahall  bind, 
Commerea  abrnad  apouaa  them  with  imnkintl, 
While  Trulh  ihall  biukl.  uid  pure  ReligioD  blOB 
Ttia  church  at  Cod  aniidii  ihe  wildenwv. 

fiot  in  ihe  bin  and  AfHcs  alone 
Ba  the  Ralecmer'i  cnag  and  Inumph  known: 
Father  of  Mercies  I  ipeed  [he  promiMd  bout ; 
Thy  kingcloni  coom  niib  all-rMloriiig  power; 
Peace,  virtue,  knowledge,  ipread  from  pola  to  pDl*, 
Ai  ivuDd  Iba  wurU  ibe  ocean  muara  roll ! 


—Hope  wailt  ihe  iDoming  of  ceieadal  light: 

Time  plumea  hii  wingi  fur  everlaiiing  flight; 
llni-hanging  leamni  have  ihcir  march  begun: 
Millennial  years  are  hutcning  to  the  nin  ; 
Seen  ihrough  ihick  cloudi,  by  Faiih'i 


The  New  Creaiion  ihini 


-Allh. 


i  gufferii 


Tbe  reign  of  righieouincH  rrom  heaven  deacandtt 
Vengeanre  Ibr  ever  iheaihet  ihe  Bffliciing  aWDid; 
Deaih  u  deilrT>y'd,  and  randiK  reatored ; 
Man,  riling  trvm  Ihs  mini  ofhii  fall, 
I*  one  with  God,  anil  God  >■  All  in  AU. 


Sfte  ZB^ovVn  fJttott  tlu  iFlooV. 


PREFACE. 

Theu  b  no  authentic  hkioTy  of  the  world  fWim 
Iha  CreaiioD  lo  tbe  Deluge,  bnidei  that  which  i>. 
Knnd  in  the  fliii  chapienoTGeneeii,  He,  iherefon . 
who  liiea  Ihe  data  afaficDDoui  narrative  wiihinthui 
period.  ■  under  obligation  lo  no  other  authority  wba  t- 
ever  (be  amlbnnily  of  mannen,  eienB.  or  even  kv 
tmliliei ;  he  haa  full  power  to  accommodate  theaa  10 
faii  pecuiiar  purpne^  otnerving  only  such  analog^' 
aa^hail         "   ' 


mrd^  o 


■nmg  n 


n  lb< 


euiienagsa.  The  pr«ent  wiiier  acknowledge*,  tbur 
ba  faia  eiercued  thii  undoiibled  riglil  nilb  grem 
flimlorft.  Succeia  alone  nncDoni  bold  inwvatKni 
if  be  haa  aoeceeded  in  whal  he  baa  sltempted.  hr 
laill  need  no  ar|^nienla  lo  jimtify  il;  if  he  haa  mi»- 
ca/ri'^.  none  will  avnil  him.  Thine  who  imagine  thni 
he  h«  cihilite<l  the  antnliluvinna  aa  tnore  okilful  in 
aru  ami  arni<  than  ran  he  Buppm^,  in  Iheir  ilage  ul 
■onplv.  may  read  ihp  FJrrfrtth  Book  of  Pahadi?! 
l»fT  — nnj  tbo-euho  think  he  has  made  the  religioi 
Elf  the  Pairiarchi  loo  eiangelicnli  mny  read  ilii 
TVWftA. 

Dniaofhi, 


t'l^  reipeet  la  ihp  pemnat; 
I,  the  Aulhor  having  delihi 


mm  iiitii  ndieule  every  line  li 
K«m  iriHQ  leovjiig  Lhe  whole  I 
Kfxlen. 


ii"-e  ir)  the  Pciet  than 


iK  told  ai 


]  ty  iia  tnoral.  or  rather  by 
I'ligioua  influence  on  ihe  mind  and  on  lhe  heart 
mil  though  it  be.  ii  la  the  fiction  Ihal  repreaenta 
ill ;  and  ihni  u  Truth. — Truth  in  ihe  eaaenee 
leh  nol  in  the  name ;  Truth  in  ibe  aiuil,  though 


TO  THE  SPIRIT  OF  A  DEPARTED  FRIEND 
Mint,  my  IrieDd.  have  nwum'd  for  Thee, 
And  yet  ahall  many  rooum, 
long  ai  Ihy  name  on  eatlh  ihall  he 


For  while  thine  aheence  Ihey  deplore, 
'Tia  lor  Ihcmaelvea  they  weep; 
Though  Ihey  behold  thy  face  no  more. 

And  oVr  the  tutub  ihcy  lift  (heir  eye, 
Thou  arl  nol  dead.  Tliou  couidii  tn 


In  ail 


ii(h.  O  m 


Beyond  the  reach  of  Death: 

The  word,  that  maliea  i)ie  dead  to  livt 
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Tet  didic  Thoa  prize  the  Poet*8  art; 

And  when  to  Thee  I  •img, 

How  pure,  how  fervent  fiom  the  heftrt» 

The  language  of  thy  tongue ! 

In  praise  or  Uamo  alike  tincere, 

But  Btill  moat  kind  when  moet  severe. 

When  first  this  dream  of  ancient  timea 

Warm  on  my  fimcy  glow*d, 

And  forth  in  rude  spontaneous  rhymea 

The  Song  of  Wonder  flow'd ; 

Pleaaed  hut  alarm'd.  I  saw  Thee  stand, 

And  check'd  the  fury  of  my  hand. 

That  hand  with  awe  resumed  the  Ijrre, 

I  trembled,  doubted,  fear'd. 

Then  did  thy  voice  my  hope  inspire. 

My  soul  thy  presence  cheer*d ; 

But  suddeiUy  the  light  was  flown, 

I  look'd,  and  found  myself  alone. 

Alone,  in  sickness,  care,  and  woe. 

Since  that  bereaving  day, 

With  heartless  patience.  &int  and  low 

I  trill'd  the  secret  lay, 

Afiaid  to  trust  the  bold  design 

To  less  indulgent  ears  than  thine, 

"T  is  done ; — nor  would  I  dread  to  meet 

The  world's  repulsive  brow, 

Had  I  presented  at  thy  feet 

The  Muse's  trophy  now. 

And  gain'd  the  smile  I  Iong*d  to  gain, 

The  pledge  of  fiivor  noi  in  vain. 

Full  well  I  know,  if  Thou  wert  here, 

A  pilgrim  still  with  me«— > 

Dear  as  my  theme  was  once,  and  dear 

As  I  was  once  to  Thee, — 

Too  mean  to  yield  Thee  pure  delight. 

The  strains  that  now  the  world  invite. 

Yet  could  they  reach  Thee  where  thou  art. 
And  sounds  might  Spirits  move, 
Their  better,  their  diviner  part. 
Thou  surely  wouldst  approve ; 
Though  heavenly  thoughts  are  all  thy  joy, 
And  Angel-Songs  thy  tongue  employ. 

My  task  is  o*er ;  and  I  have  wrought. 
With  self-rewarding  toil. 
To  raise  the  scatter'd  seed  of  thought 
Upon  a  desert  soil : 

0  for  hoft  winds  and  clement  showers ! 

1  seek  not  fruit,  I  planted  flowers. 

Thoso  flowers  I  train*d,  of  many  a  hue. 

Along  thy  path  to  bloom. 

And  little  thought,  that  I  must  strew 

Their  leaven  upon  thy  tomb : 

— Beyond  that  tomb  I  lid  mine  eye, 

Thou  art  nU  dead.  Thou  cuuldst  not  die. 

Faicwell,  but  not  a  long  farewell ; 
In  heaven  may  I  appear. 
The  trials  of  my  faith  to  tell 
In  thy  transported  ear. 
And  sing  with  Thee  the  eternal  strain, 
"Worthy  the  I^mh  tliat  once  was  slain.*' 
January  23,  1S13. 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


No  place  having  been  found,  in  Asia,  to  corre- 
spond eiacUy  with  the  Mosaic  description  of  the  site 
of  Paradise,  the  Author  of  the  following  Poem  has  dia* 
regarded  both  the  learned  and  the  absurd  hypothesca 
(Ml  the  subject ;  and  at  once  imagining  an  inaccessi- 
ble tract  of  land  at  the  confhienee  of  four  riven^ 
which  afler  their  junction  take  the  name  of  tht 
Uirgeat,  and  become  the  Euphrates  of  the  anciciit 
world,  he  has  placed  '*the  happy  garden"  thrraw 
Milton's  noble  fiction  of  the  Bfount  of  Buadiae  being 
removed  by  the  delaUB,  and  pnah'd 

DewB  Ins  KTSst  nvsr  tolbs  opsaisf  caH, 

and  there  ocmverted  into  a  harrai  isle,  implies  audi 
a  change  in  the  waterboounes  as  will,  poetically  at 
least,  aooeunt  for  the  difiference  between  the  aoena 
of  this  story  and  the  present  face  of  the  country* 
at  the  point  where  the  Tigris  and  Euphrates  oieet. 
On  the  eastern  side  of  these  waten,  the  Author  tm^ 
poses  the  descendants  of  the  younger  Childrtn  of 
Adam  to  dwell,  pnaseasing  the  land  of  Eden ;  tha 
rest  of  the  world  having  been  giadnally  eokniaed 
by  emigrants  from  these,  or  peopled  by  the  postatilf 
of  Cain.  In  process  of  time,  after  the  Sons  of  God 
had  formed  conrexions  with  the  dangfaten  of  naB, 
and  there  were  Giants  in  the  earth,  tha  latter  awiimed 
to  be  Lords  and  Rulers  over  mankind,  tiU  among 
themselves  arose  One,  excelling  all  hia  brathren  in 
knowledge  and  power,  who  became  their  King,  and 
by  their  aid,  in  the  coutk  of  a  long  Ufe,  subdued  all 
the  inhabited  earth,  except  the  laml  of  Eden.  Thia 
tend,  at  the  head  of  a  mighty  army,  principally  coaa* 
posed  of  tho  descendants  of  Cain,  he  has  invaded 
and  conquered,  even  to  tho  banks  of  the  Kuphratea, 
at  the  opening  of  the  action  of  the  poem.  It  is  only 
necessary  to  add,  that  for  the  sake  of  distinction,  thia 
invaders  are  frequently  denominated  from  Cain,  as 
•«  the  host  of  Cain," — "  the  force  of  Cain," — "  tha 
camp  of  Cain ;" — and  the  remnant  of  the  defenders 
of  Eden  are,  in  like  manner,  denominated  from  Edra. 
— ^The  Jews  have  an  ancient  tradition,  that  some  of 
the  Giants,  at  the  Deluge,  fled  to  the  top  of  a  high 
mountain,  and  escaped  the  ruin  that  involved  the  rest 
of  their  kindred.  In  the  tenth  Canto  of  the  following 
Poem,  a  hint  is  borrowed  from  this  tradition,  but  it  ia 
made  to  yield  to  the  superior  authority  of  Scripture 
testimony. 


THE 


WORLD  BEFORE  THE  FLOOD, 


CANTO  I. 


The  Invasion  of  Eflen  by  the  Descendants  of  Caiili 
The  Flight  of  Javan  from  the  Camp  of  tha  in- 
vaders to  the  Valley  where  the  Patriarchs  dwelL 
The  story  of  Javan's  former  life. 


Eastward  of  Ellen's  early-peopled  plain. 
When  Abel  perifh'd  by  the  hand  of  Cain. 
The  murderer  from  his  Judge's  presence  fled  t 
Thence  lo  the  rising  sun  his  offipring  spread  ; 
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Brillit,  A*  fligiiHe  cf  em  md  gvilt, 

V^mtA  th0  iMOBto  he  cfaoM,  die  botMt  he  built; 

While  flkl  MtknN  heil'd  him  Sire  uid  ChieC 

En|iife  nor  honor  brought  hit  toal  relief: 

He  firand.  ^Rnke^er  he  roora'd,  uneheer'd,  mihleil^ 

llo  pHBO  Ami  iufleriiig>  end  utm  toil  no  tert* 


QTer 


QTot 


newwhileb  ■■  agw  bm^  •!«  told, 
I  pm%  norid  in  long  ■ncceMon  ioU*d  i 
te  fifor  of  priflMvel  mon, 

MBtofieo  hii  period  ien» 
hnali  anrihiir  hwdjr  reee, 
wiUi  if  Mdtofato  opeoe, 
■ad  kfaidnd.  MMiM  wide  and  iir, 
Ae  took  of  CMff  vngring  iMfk 
dM|f  ■■biplied  Ami  oliiw  to  eUuMb 
i^  If  Arir  eldor  brathor^  erfane, 
itfd  obidi«M  to  te  FMuehur  fohob 


of  llMm*b  ftUomUp  ifaejf  broke  j 
tte  viotiroi  or  the  omog. 


Aad  Eh*  wm  fll'd  nHh  fioitoo  end  wronf. 


T«i 


A 


m  Ednli  Mr  and  ftriile  plain, 

dwelt;  that  knew  not  Cmn ; 
fiowen,  in  genial  light  and  dew, 
•ad  golden  hanretie,  grew ; 
flooki  and  cattle  ttra/d, 
■id  Childhood  watdi'd  them  Utam  the 

I 

A«ik  at  Hi  4f*ieb  rarted  fion  hii  toil 
And  m^  vibv  <iU'd  the  onfiuUog  roU; 
ipnng  the  tni£  by  holy  ftotrtepi  trod, 
the  pwe  aliara  of  the  liring  CSod ; 
TOl  tel  Idolatry  thoae  allan  itain'd, 
Aad  loit  aad  rareliy  through  Eden  reign'd. 
Umi  ied  die  people'o  gkxry  and  diftnoe, 
TIm  joya  of  hone,  the  peace  of  innoocfioe ; 
Sa  brooght  fiirth  khtowb  in  perpetual  birth. 
And  the  laet  light  from  heavon  foraook  the  earth, 
I  one  fiirait^leii,  remote  and  wild, 
yet  a  ray  of  lingerinfr  mercy  miled. 
Their  quiet  coune  wh^re  Seth  and  EUioch  nm, 
Aad  God  and  angeli  deign'd  to  walk  with  man. 

Now  fium  die  eoat,  rapreme  in  arti  and  arraa. 
The  tribes  of  Cain,  awakening  war-alarma, 
Full  in  the  tpirit  of  thdr  father,  came 
To  waste  dwir  brethren's  lands  with  sword  and  flame. 
In  vain  Hm  younger  race  of  Adam  ruse. 
With  fiirce  unequal,  lo  repel  their  iues; 
Their  fidds  in  blood,  their  homes  in  ruins  lay, 
Their  whole  inheritance  became  a  prey ; 
The  siaie.  to  whom  as  (jods  they  ratsed  their  cry, 
Rnll'd,  htsdlrJi  of  their  ofl*enngs,  through  the  sky; 
Till  nnred  on  £den*8  utmost  ho«inds,  at  length. 
In  fierre  despair  they  rsllied  all  tboir  strength. 
They  fought,  but  they  were  vanquish'd  in  the  flght, 
repaired,  or  slain,  or  scattered  in  the  flight : 
The  morning  baitle«:eiie  at  eve  was  spread 
With  chastly  heaps,  the  dyimr  and  the  deed ; 
Hie  dead  unmoum'd,  uiibunc«l  left  to  lie. 
Be  Inends  and  ibes,  the  dying  left  u>  die. 
Hie  Ticiim.  while  he  groaird  his  suul  am-ay, 
Hewd  the  gaunt  Tulturs  hurrying  t(»  his  pfey. 
Then  strengthless  felt  the  ravening  hmk,  that  toro 
iCe  wklcn'd  wounds,  and  drank  the  living  gore. 


(kie  aole  surfifliig  rennaat,  Toid  of  ftiff 
Woods  m  their  front,  Enphmtes  in  their  rrafi 
Were  sworn  to  perish  at  a  glorious  cost. 
For  all  they  once  had  known,  and  lored,  aad  loiti 
A  small,  a  braTo,  a  melancholy  band. 
The  orphans,  and  the  childless  of  the  land. 
The  hoidee  of  Cbin,  by  giant-chieftaioi  led. 
Wide  o'er  the  noAh  their  vast  encampment  spiind 
A  broad  and  sunny  champaign  strel^'d  between) 
Westwaid  a  man  of  iK-aters  girt  the  aeene ; 
Thero,  on  Euphrates,  in  its  ancient  oouiae, 
Tliree  beauteous  riTers  roll'd  their  oonfluent  flmob 
Whose  streams  while  man  the  btisiful  garden  tvoiU 
Adom'd  die  eerthly  paradise  of  God; 
But  since  he  ftU,  within  their  triple  bound. 
Fenced  a  long  region  of  ferbidden  ground ; 
Meeting  ai  once,  where  high  athwart  their  bed 
Repulsive  rocks  a  curving  bariier  spread. 
The  embattled  floods,  by  mutual  whiripocds  ciui^ 
In  hoary  foam  and  surging  mist  were  hat; 
Thence,  like  an  Alpine  cataract  of  snow. 
White  down  the  precipice  they  dash'd  below  | 
There,  in  tumultuous  billows  broken  wide. 
They  spent  their  rsge,  and  yoked  their  fourfold  tidt 
Hirough  one  miOestie  chaimel,  calm  and  &m. 
The  ■ster*rt?ers  sou|^  the  parwtsea. 


The  nndnight  watdi  was  ended ;  down  the  wert 
Hie  gkiwing  moon  declined  towards  her  rest; 
Through  either  host  the  voice  of  war  was  dumb; 
In  dreams  the  hero  won  the  fight  to  come ; 
No  sound  was  stirring,  save  the  breeie  that  bovi 
The  diMant  cataract* §  everlasting  roar. 
When  flom  the  tents  of  Gun,  a  Touth  withdrew; 
Secret  and  swift,  fiom  poet  to  post  he  flew. 
And  paH*d  the  camp  of  Eden,  vrhOe  the  dawn 
Gleam'd  fointly  o'er  the  inleqacent  lawn ; 
Skirting  the  forest,  cautiously  and  riow, 
He  fear'd  at  every  step  to  start  a  foe ; 
Oft  Icap'd  the  hare  across  his  path,  up^prung 
The  lark  beneath  his  feet,  and  soaring  sung ; 
What  time,  o'er  eastern  mountains  seen  afor, 
With  golden  splendor,  rose  the  morning  star. 
As  if  an  Angel-sentinel  of  night. 
From  earth  to  heaven,  had  wing'd  his  homeward 

flight. 
Glorious  at  first,  but  lessening  by  the  way. 
And  lost  insensibly  in  higher  day. 

From  track  of  man  and  herd  his  path  he  chose. 
Where  high  the  grass,  and  thick  the  copsewood  roeei 
Then  by  Eu(ihrates'  banks  his  coiine  inclined, 
M'here  the  grey  willou-s  trembled  to  the  wind ; 
With  toil  and  pain  their  humid  shade  he  clcar'd. 
When  at  the  porch  of  heaven  the  sim  appeared, 
Thniugh  gorgeous  clouds  that  streak'd  the  orient  sky« 
And  kindled  into  glory  at  his  eye ; 
While  dnrk  amidMt  the  dews  that  glitter'd  round. 
From  rock  siwl  tree,  long  shadows  traced  the  ground 
Then  climb'd  the  fisgiiive  an  airy  height. 
And  resting,  bark  o'er  Eden  cast  his  sight. 

Fsr  on  the  loft,  to  man  for  ever  closed. 
The  Mount  <'f  f^nrndtse  in  clouds  reposed  i 
The  gmtiiinl  lan«lwa|*e  oprn'd  to  his  \iew; 
From  Naiur«''H  fnc-e  the  veil  of  mist  withdrew 
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\nd  left,  in  dew  and  purple  light  reveal*d, 

The  radiant  river,  and  the  tented  field ; 

The  black  pine-fbreat,  in  whose  girdle  lay 

The  patriot  phalanx,  heram'd  in  cloae  array ; 

The  veniant  champaign  narrowing  to  the  north. 

Whence  fn)m  their  dusky  quarters  sallied  fi>rth 

The  proud  invaders,  early  roused  to  fight. 

Tribe  aOer  tribe  emerging  into  light ; 

Whose  fihields  and  lances,  in  the  golden  beams, 

Flai(h*d  o'er  the  restless  scene  their  flickering  gleams. 

As  when  the  breakers  catch  the  morning  glow, 

And  ocean  rolls  in  living  fire  below ; 

So  round  the  unbroken  border  of  the  wood, 

The  Giants  pour'd  their  army  like  a  flood. 

Eager  to  force  the  covert  of  their  foe, 

And  lay  the  last  defence  of  Eden  low. 

From  that  safe  eminence,  absorb'd  in  thought. 
Even  till  the  wind  the  shout  of  legions  brought. 
He  gazed, — his  heart  recoil'd — he  tum'd  his  head, 
And  o*er  the  southern  hills  his  journey  sped. 

Who  was  the  fugitive  ? — in  infancy 
A  youthful  Mother's  only  hope  was  he, 
Whose  spouse  and  kindred,  on  a  festal  day, 
Precipitate  destruction  swept  away ; 
Earth  trembled,  opened,  and  entomb'd  them  all ; 
She  saw  them  sinking,  heard  their  voices  call 
Beneath  the  guli^ — and,  agonized,  aghast. 
On  the  wild  verge  of  eddying  ruin  cast. 
Felt  in  one  pang,  it  that  convulsive  close, 
A  Widow's  anguish,  and  a  Mother's  throes : 
A  Babe  sprang  forth,  an  inauspicious  birth, 
Where  all  had  perish'd  that  she  loved  on  earth. 
Forlorn  and  helpless,  on  the  upriven  grotmd. 
The  parent,  with  her  ofispring,  Enoch  found  : 
And  Uicnce,  with  tender  care  and  timely  aid. 
Home  to  the  Patriarchs'  glen  his  charge  convey'd. 

Restored  to  life,  one  pledge  of  former  joy. 
One  source  of  bliss  to  come,  mmain'd, — her  boy! 
Sweet  in  her  eye  the  cherish'd  infant  rose, 
At  once  the  seal  and  solace  of  her  woes  ; 
When  the  pale  widow  closp'd  him  to  her  breast. 
Warm  guHh'd  the  tears,  and  would  not  be  represt ; 
In  lonely  an^ish,  when  the  truant  child 
J/eap'd  o'^r  the  threshold,  all  the  mother  smiled. 
In  him,  while  fond  imni^ination  view'd 
Husband  and  parents,  brethren,  friondu,  renew'd. 
Each  vanlsh'd  look,  each  well-rcmcmber'd  grace, 
That  pleitAcd  in  them,  she  sought  in  Javan's  face ; 
For  quick  his  eye  and  changeable  its  ray, 
As  the  sun  glancing  through  a  vernal  day ; 
And  like  the  lake,  by  storm  or  moonlight  seen. 
With  darkening  furrows  or  cerulean  mien. 
His  countenance,  the  mirror  of  his  breast. 
The  calm  or  trouble  of  his  soul  express'd. 

As  years  enlarged  his  form,  in  moody  houn. 
His  mind  betmy'd  its  weakness  with  its  powen ; 
Alike  his  fairest  hopes  and  strangest  fears 
Were  nursed  in  silence,  or  divulcred  with  tears; 
The  fullness  of  his  heort  repress'd  his  tongue, 
Fhouizh  none  might  rivalJavan  when  he  sung. 
He  loved,  in  lonely  indolence  reclined, 
To  watch  tlie  clouds,  and  listen  to  the  wind. 


But  from  the  north,  when  snow  and  tempest  came. 

His  nobler  spirit  mounted  into  flame ; 

With  stem  delight  he  roam'd  the  howling  wooda. 

Or  hung  in  ccsiacy  o'er  headlong  floods, 

Meanwhile  excursive  fancy  long'd  t<fview 

The  world,  which  yet  b>'  fame  alone  he  knew ; 

Tlie  joys  of  freedom  were  his  daily  theme. 

Glory  the  secret  of  his  midnight  dream ; 

That  dream  he  told  not ;   though  hit  heart  wmild 

ache. 
His  home  was  precious  for  his  mother's  take. 
With  her  the  lowly  paths  of  peace  he  ran. 
His  guardian  angel,  till  he  venred  to  man; 
But  when  her  weary  eye  could  watch  no  more. 
When  to  the  grave  her  timeless  corse  he  bore. 
Not  Enochls  counsels  could  his  steps  retrain ; 
He  fled,  and  Bojonm'd  in  the  land  of  Cain. 
There  when  he  heard  the  voice  of  Jubal'i  Ijrre, 
Instinctive  Genius  caught  the  ethereal  fire ; 
And  soon,  with  sweetly-modulating  skill. 
He  leam'd  to  wind  the  passions  at  his  will. 
To  rule  the  chords  with  such  mysterious  art. 
They  seem'd  the  life-strings  of  the  hearer's  heart 
Then  Glory's  opening  field  he  proudly  trod, 
Forsook  the  worship  and  the  waj-s  of  God, 
Round  the  vain  world  pursued  the  phantum  FuM^ 
And  cast  away  his  birthright  for  a  name. 

Yet  no  delight  the  MinstrePs  boaom  knew. 
None  save  the  tones  that  from  his  harp  be  drew. 
And  the  warm  visions  of  a  wayward  mind. 
Whose  transient  splendor  leA  a  gloom  behind 
Frail  as  the  clouds  of  sun-set,  and  as  &ir. 
Pageants  of  light,  resolving  into  air. 
The  world,  whose  charms  his  young  tffec^aim  atole 
He  found  too  mean  for  an  immortal  soul ; 
Wound  with  his  life,  through  all  his  feelings  wrought 
Death  and  eieniity  postsess'd  his  <hoiight ; 
Remorse  impell'd  him.  unremitting  care 
Harass'd  his  path,  and  stung  him  to  despair. 
Still  was  the  secret  of  his  griefs  unknown. 
Amidst  the  universe  he  siph'd  alone; 
The  fame  he  follow'd,  and  the  fame  he  found, 
HeaJ'd  not  his  heart's  immedicable  wound ; 
Admire<l,  applauded,  crown'd,  where'er  he  roved 
The  Bard  was  homeless,  friendless,  unbeloved. 
All  else  that  breathed  below  the  circling  sky. 
Were  link'il  to  earth  by  vome  endearing  tie ; 
He  only,  like  ihe  ocean-weed  uptom. 
And  loose  along  the  world  of  waters  home. 
Was  cast  companionless.  from  wave  to  w*ave. 
On  life's  rough  sea, — and  there  y\'VM  none  to  aave 

The  Giant  King,  who  led  the  hosts  of  Cain, 
Delighted  in  the  Minstrel  and  his  vein ; 
No  hand,  no  voire,  like  Jnvon's,  could  ctmtml 
With  soothing  conconis,  his  tempestuous  souL 
With  him  the  wandering  Banl.  who  fmim]  no  rp«C 
Tlirough  ten  years'  exile,  sought  his  native  west; 
There  from  the  ramp  retiring,  he  pursued 
His  joiimev  to  the  Patriarchs'  solitude. 
Tliis  son  of  peace  no  martial  armor  u-ore, 
A  scrip  for  ftKxl,  a  staff  in  hand  he  hore ; 
^'loxen  his  robe;  and  o'er  his  shoulder  hung, 
Rroad  as  a  warrior's  shield,  his  harp  rnstning, 
A  shell  of  tortoise,  c\<jui^itely  wrought 
With  hieroglyphics  of  embodied  thought ; 
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MbdhoMlf 
Aad  JmYUi 
ABKNngth* 
Tolui 


ilMpoUth'dfiMBti 
it  in  the  itrift  ht  ftme, 
of  Miaic,  wih&ti  theif  Sin 
skill  Myndged  dMlyra^ 


T  WM  noon,  wImb  JATaneUinb*d  the  bordorim  hfll, 
Bf  BHUf  an  old  romemtamnee  hollow'd  itill, 
Whoneo  he  oeheld,  bf  i]o|uii|f  woodi  indooa4 
TIm  hamlet  where  hii  Pluent*t  duet  repooed. 
Hie  hooM  of  heppniea  in  eerij  yeeii, 
And  otin  die  hflOM  of  eU  hii  hopee  end  feei% 
When  fiwn  iniMiion  etrnggliny  to  bwek  free^ 
He  nHieed  on  Joys  and  ■mtiwi  ftit  to  be. 
Awhile  he  atood,  with  mminaiian  pale^ 
Clint  an  ofo  of  »dnew  e'er  die  Tale, 
Whan,  anddenlf  abrapl,  ipontaneoaa  pnqrer 
BniBl  fiem  hie  Hpa  iir  Om  who  Kgonm'd  there; 
Wm  OlM,  whoM  ooilage,  iir  appearing,  drew, 
Ev«i  dmi  hii  Miiher%  grave,  hia  tranaient  view; 
Obe,  whoee  leonacioua  amilea  were  went  to  dart 
«ndihfale  emotioa  thioiigh  hii  heart; 
A  nawilMa  tfmptAf,  aora  iweet,  more  dear 
Than  liiDiaWiift  aolaoed  him  when  die  waa  near; 
And  well  he  gBC«*d»  while  yet  a  timorooa  boj, 
nmi  Jnvan'k  aitlem  aongi  were  Zillah'i  joy. 
Bnt  nhan  amlafinn,  with  a  fiercer  flame 
Tian  ontoU  lore,  had  fired  hii  aonl  fivftmab 
Una  inftnl  pawion.  dieridi'd  yet  repreit, 
lived  in  hii  pnln^  bat  died  widiin  hia  braaat; 
For  oft,  in  diMant  landa,  when  hope  beat  high, 
Weaiwaid  he  tnm'd  hk  eager  gliMeniog  eye* 
And  gaaid  in  spirit  on  her  abaoit  fiirm, 
Flur  aa  the  moon  emeignig  throogh  the  itorm, 
1U  andden.  Mrange,  bewildering  horrori  eran^d 
Hii  though!^    anJ  every  glimpae  of  joy  waa  loaL 
Even  then,  when  melandioly  numb'd  his  brabi. 
And  lile  iiieir  stood  itiU  in  every  vein. 
While  his  cold,  quivering  lips  sent  vovn  above, 
— Never  to  curse  her  with  his  bitter  love ! 
His  heeit,  espoused  with  hers,  in  secret  sware 
Ts  bold  ils  truth  unshaken  by  despair : 
Hie  vows  dispersed  that  from  thoae  lips  were  borne, 
But  never,  never,  was  that  heart  fonwom ; 
7*hrourhout  the  world,  the  charm  of  ZiUah*s  name 
Repeird  the  touch  of  every  meaner  flame. 
Jealous  and  wstdiful  of  the  Sex's  wiles. 
He  trembled  at  die  light  of  Woman's  smiles! 
So  mms  the  manner's  mistrusting  eye 
Fhxn  proud  Orion  bending  through  the  sky, 
Beauteous  and  terrible,  who  shines  a&r. 
At  unoe  the  bvighlsst  and  most  baneful  star.' 

Where  Javan  fiom  that  eastern  hill  survey'd 
The  cirrling  forest  and  embosom'd  glade. 
Earth  wore  one  summer  robe  of  living  green. 
In  heaven's  blue  arch  the  sun  alone  was  seen ; 
Cieation  slumber'd  in  the  cknidlesB  light. 
And  noon  was  silent  ss  the  depth  of  night. 
Ob  what  a  throng  of  rushing  thoughts  opptesi'd. 
In  that  %-ast  solitude,  his  anxious  breast ! 
—To  wither  in  the  blowom  of  renown. 
And  nnreeoided  to  the  dust  go  down. 


1  r*m  ft*  lafauMi  rmi 
Ffn*le  Oriboe,  •  i  osTissnti  attrhu, 
Otibn.  chM  tim  f  R  ailri  !■  cM  rwplende 
Vis  p*  4*  ofBi  sibo,  s  »ik  4*  ogsi  stoo  oflbods. 
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Or  for  a  nana  on  earth,  to  quit  dM  fri» 
or  immortality  beyond  the  ski^a, 
Perplez'd  Ufi  wavering  dioioa>— whin 

ftU*d, 

Love  roaa  against  the  World,  and  Love  prandTd  | 
PMiion,  in  imI  of  Virtue,  conquered  Pride, 
And  Woman  won  the  heart  to  Heaven  denied. 


CANTO  n. 


Javan,  deaeending  through  die  Foieat,  arrivaa  at  die 
Place  where  he  had  formerly  parted  with  Zlllah 
when  he  withdrew  from  the  Furiardii*  Glan. 
Thero  he  again  discovers  her  in  a  Bower  ftraad 
on  the  Spot  Tlieir  strange  Interview,  and  abnipt 
Separation. 

Stkkp  the  deaoent,  and  wearisome  dM  way. 
The  twisted  booghi  forbade  die  light  of  dayi 
No  breath  fiom  heaven  refiesh*d  &a  snltiy  glooa. 
The  arching  forost  seem'd  one  pillared  tatih, 
Upright  and  tall  the  trees  of  ages  growt. 
While  all  is  loneliness  and  waale  below; 
Hiere,  as  the  maaiy  foliage,  fiur  aloof 
Display'd  a  dark  impenetrable  rooC 
So,  gnarrd  and  rigid,  daspt  and  interwoond. 
An  uncouth  man  of  roots  embom'd  the  ground . 
Midway  beneath,  the  sylvan  wild  assumed 
A  milder  aspect,  shrubs  and  flowereta  bloom'di 
Openings  of  sky,  ami  litde  plots  of  green, 
And  sboweia  of  sun-beama  throogh  the  leavaa 


Awhile  the  traveller  halted  at  the  plaee. 
Where  last  he  caught  a  glimpae  of  Zniahli  foea^ 
One  lovely  eve,  when  in  that  calm  retreat 
They  met,  as  they  were  often  wont  to  meet, . 
And  parted,  not  ss  they  were  wont  to  part. 
With  gay  regret,  but  heaviness  of  heart; 
Though  Javan  named  for  his  return  the  night. 
When  the  new  moon  had  roll'd  to  fullorb'd  light 
She  stood,  and  gaaed  through  tears  that  forced  thak 

way. 
Oft  as  fiom  steep  to  steep,  with  fond  delay, 
Lessening  at  every  view,  he  tum'd  his  head, 
Hail'd  her  with  weaker  voice,  then  forward  sped. 
From  that  sad  hour,  she  saw  his  iace  no  more 
In  Eden's  woods,  or  on  Euphrates'  shore : 
Moons  wai'd  and  waned ;  to  Acr  no  hope  appeared. 
Who  much  his  death,  but  more  his  folschood  fear'd 

Ante,  while  he  paused,  the  lapse  of  yean  forgot. 
Remembrance  eyed  her  lingering  near  the  spot 
Onward  he  hasten'd ;  all  his  bosom  bum'd, 
As  if  that  eve  of  parting  were  retum'd ; 
And  she,  with  silent  tenderness  of  woe. 
Clung  to  his  heart,  and  would  not  let  him  go. 
Sweet  was  the  scene !  apart  the  cedars  stood, 
A  sunny  islet  open'd  in  the  wood ; 
With  vernal  tints  the  i^ild-hrier  thicket  glows. 
For  here  the  desert  flourish'd  as  the  rose ; 
From  sapling  treeii,  T%ith  lucid  foliage  crnwn'd. 
Gay  lights  and  shadows  twinkled  on  the  ground ; 
Up  the  tall  stems  luxuriant  creepers  run 
To  hang  their  silver  blnmnns  in  the  sun , 
Deep  velvet  verdure  clad  the  turf  beneath. 
Whan  trodden  flowen  their  richest  odors  breadia. 
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Ctm  all  the  beet,  with  murmuring  muuc,  flew 
From  bell  to  hell,  to  rip  the  treasured  dew ; 
While  ineeet  myrieds,  in  the  aolar  gleams, 
Glanced  to  and  fro.  like  intermingling  beams ; 
So  fieah,  so  pore,  the  woods,  the  sky,  the  air. 
It  seem'd  a  place  where  angels  might  repair, 
And  tune  their  harps  beneath  those  tnmqoil  shades, 
To  morning  songs,  or  moonlight  serenades. 

He  paused  again,  with  memory's  dream  entranced ; 
Again  his  ibot  unconsciously  advanced. 
For  now  the  laurel-thicket  caught  his  view, 
Where  he  and  Zillah  wept  theb  last  adieu. 
Some  curious  hand,  since  that  bereaving  hour. 
Had  twined  the  copse  into  a  covert  bower. 
With  many  a  light  and  fragrant  shrub  between, 
Flowering  aloft  amidst  perennial  green. 
As  Javan  search'd  this  blussom-woven  shade. 
He  spied  the  semblance  of  a  sleeping  Maid ; 
T  is  she ;  't  is  Zillah,  in  her  leafy  shrine ; 
0*erwatched  in  slumber  by  a  power  divine. 
In  eool  retiremMit  from  the  heat  of  day. 
Alone,  unfearing,  on  the  moss  she  lay. 
Fair  as  the  rainbow  shines  through  darkening  showers. 
Pure  as  a  wreath  of  snow  on  April  flowers. 

O  youth !  in  later  times,  whose  gentle  ear 
This  tale  of  ancient  constancy  shall  hear; 
If  diou  hast  known  the  sweetness  and  the  pain. 
To  love  with  secret  hope,  yet  love  in  vain ; 
If  months  and  years  in  pining  silence  worn, 
1111  doubt  and  fear  might  be  no  longer  borne. 
In  evening  shades  thy  faltering  tongue  confessed 
The  last  dear  wish  that  trembled  in  thy  breast. 
While  at  each  pause  the  streamlet  puri'd  along 
And  rival  woodlands  echoed  song  for  song ; 
Recall  the  Maiden's  look — the  eye,  the  cheek. 
The  blush  that  spoke  what  langua|g;e  could  not  speak; 
Recall  her  look,  when  at  the  altar's  side 
She  seal'd  her  promise,  and  became  thy  bride. 
Such  were  to  Javan,  Zillah's  form  and  fiice. 
The  flower  of  meekness  on  a  stem  of  grace ; 
O,  she  was  all  that  Youth  of  Beauty  deems. 
All  that  to  Love  the  loveliest  object  seems. 

JMbments  there  are,  that,  in  their  sudden  flight. 
Bring  the  slow  mysteries  of  years  to  light ; 
Javan,  in  one  transporting  instant,  knew, 
That  all  he  wish'd,  aiKl  all  he  fcar'd,  viras  tme; 
For  while  the  harlot-world  his  wul  pussess'd, 
Love  seem'd  a  crime  in  his  apostate  breast ; 
How  could  he  tempt  h(^r  innocence  to  share 
His  poor  ambition,  and  his  tix'd  despair! 
But  now  the  phantoms  of  a  wandering  brain. 
And  wounded  spirit,  cruen'd  his  thoughts  in  vain  t 
Post  sins  and  £)llic^.  cares  and  woes  fiirgot, 
Peace,  virtue,  Zillah,  seeniM  his  present  lot; 
Where'er  he  iook'd.  arr)imd  him  or  above. 
All  was  the  pledge  of  Truth,  the  work  of  Love, 
At  whose  transforming  hand,  where  last  they  stood. 
Had  sprung  that  lone  memorial  in  the  wood. 

Thus  on  the  slumbering  maid  while  Javan  gased, 
^th  quicker  swell  her  hidden  bosom  raised 
The  shadowy  tresses,  that  profusely  shed 
Their  golden  wreaths  from  her  reclining  head, 


A  deeper  crimson  mantled  o*er  her  cheek. 
Her  close  lip  quiver'd,  as  in  act  to  speak. 
While  broken  sobs,  and  tremors  of  unrest. 
The  inward  trouble  of  a  dream  express'd : 
At  length,  amidst  imperfect  murmurs,  fell 
The  name  of**  Javan !"  and  a  low  **  fiuvwell !" 
Tranquil  again,  her  cheek  resumed  its  hue. 
And  soft  as  in&ncy  her  breath  she  drew. 

When  Javan*s  ear  those  startling  scoenta  thrilTd 
Wonder  and  ecstacy  his  boaom  fill'd; 
But  quick  compunction  humbler  feelings  wrought 
He  blush'd  to  be  a  spy  oo  Zillah's  thought : 
He  tum'd  aride  ;  within  the  neighboring  braka^ 
Resolved  to  tany  till  the  nymph  awake. 
There,  as  in  luxuiy  of  thought  reclined, 
A  calm  of  tenderness  oonposed  his  mind ; 
His  stringless  harp  upon  the  turf  was  throwi^ 
And  on  a  pipe  of  most  mellifluous  tone. 
Framed  by  himself,  the  musing  Minstrel  plajr'd 
To  charm  the  slumberer,  doister'd  in  the  shad* 
Jubal  had  taught  the  lyre's  responrive  string, 
Beneath  the  rapture  of  his  touch  to  ring ; 
And  bade  the  trumpet  wake,  with  bolder  breath. 
The  joy  of  battle  in  the  field  of  death ; 
But  Javan  first,  whom  pure  aflectioo  fired. 
With  Love's  clear  eloquence  the  flute  inspired ; 
At  once  obedient  to  the  lip  and  hand. 
It  utter'd  every  feeling  at  command. 
Light  o'er  the  slops  his  airy  fingers  flew, 
A  spirit  spoke  in  every  tone  they  drew ; 
"T  was  now  the  skylark  on  the  wings  of  mora. 
Now  the  night-warbler  leaning  on  her  thorn ; 
Anon  through  every  pulse  the  moric  stole. 
And  held  sublime  communion  with  the  soul. 
Wrung  from  the  coyest  breast  the  unprison'd  sigh. 
And  kindled  rapture  in  the  coldest  eye. 

Thus  on  his  dulcet  pipe  while  Javan  play'd. 
Within  her  bower  awoke  the  conscioiis  maid ; 
She,  in  her  dream,  by  varying  fancies  crost. 
Had  hail'd  her  wanderer  found,  and  moum'd  hin  lost 
In  one  wild  virion,  'midst  a  land  unknown 
By  a  dark  river,  as  she  sat  alone, 
Javan  beyond  the  stream  dejected  stood ; 
He  spied  her  soon,  and  leapt  into  the  flood ; 
The  thwarting  current  urged  him  down  its  coone 
But  Love  repell'd  it  with  victorious  fbn« ; 
She  ran  to  help  him  landing,  where  at  length 
He  struggled  up  the  bank  with  failing  strength; 
She  caught  his  hand ; — when,  down uurd  from  the  dav 
A  water-monster  dragg'd  the  youth  away ; 
She  ibllow'd  headlong,  but  her  garments  bore 
Her  form,  light  floating,  till  vhe  saw  no  more: 
For  suddenly  the  dream's  delurion  changed. 
And  through  a  blooming  wilderness  she  ranged ; 
Alone  nhe  seem'd.  but  not  ak>ne  she  walk'c 
Javan,  invisible,  beside  her  talk'd. 
He  told  how  he  had  journey'd  many  a  year 
With  changing  seasons  in  their  swift  career. 
Danced  with  the  breezes  in  the  bowers  of 
Slept  in  the  valley  where  new  moons  are  born. 
Rode  with  the  planets,  on  their  golden  cars. 
Round  the  blue  world  inhabited  by  stars. 
And,  bathing  in  the  sun's  crystalline  atreami^ 
Became  ethereal  spirit  in  the  beam^ 
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Ui 
AfaMrb*d  in  poro  traminranef  of  light; 
Bat  DDW,  hm  pOgiiiiMige  of  ffory  p&m, 
bk  Eden'k  Tde  hli  loiiglit  repow  at  ImL 
— TIm  toice  WW  wjmagf  to  Zlllah*i  etr. 
Not  opoedi,  nor  nng,  fot  foil,  melodioai,  dov; 
No  ioanib  of  wmih  or  wolem,  biidi  or  booi^ 
Wera  o'er  m  eniniritslf  toned  to  pleoM. 
*nMn  while  iho  sought  him  with  dowinf  oyoi^ 
Hie  may  Javan  darted  fiom  di^gniao— 
Ftall  on  her  vivw  a  ■tianger'f  Tingo  brake; 
She  fled*  tkm  feU  he  oaqj^  herr-^he  awol»i 


Awoke  fion 
Fbnnd  Ike 
Hint  nviif 
HMtwaieoof 
Teft 


in  her  twlitiidt 
of  herd 
full,  mehidioo^  dear, 
waiblcd  in  her  ear. 
whig  the  trembling 


In  Gqnid  tonei  ao  voluble  and  wild, 
Her  eaMee  oeeai  bf  dumber  ttiU  beguiled 
Alann'd.  ike  aiarted  Aon  her  lonely  den. 
But.  blMhing,  imianriy  retired  again ; 
Hm  Tiewlcoi  phantom  oane  in  aoond  ei 

of  her  dream  might  neit  appear. 

rd  behind  the  Terdant  brak^ 
Feh  Ina  Hp  iUI,  and  atrength  hie  hand  fiNBake; 
Then  diopt  hie  flute,  and  while  be  lay  at  reet 
fleaid  eveiy  pube  dmt  traTeird  through  Mi  breaet. 
Zmaki  who  deem*d  the  etrange  illunon  fled. 
New  from  the  knrel-arbor  show'd  her  head. 
Her  Ofo  quick*glaneing  round,  ai  if  in  thom^ht 
Be< oiling  fiom  the  olyect  that  the  eonght: 
Bf  dew  dcgifCi,  to  Jatan  in  the  ehade, 
"^he  cmergmg  nymph  her  perfect  ihape  diepiay  d» 
Hme  had  hot  toudi'd  her  fbim  to  finer  graoeb 
Tnuv  had  but  iImhI  their  ft\t>n  on  her  ftoe, 
While  BPCTPt  liovc,  and  anrowarded  Troth, 
like  cold  dear  dew  upon  the  rme  of  joath, 
C^ave  to  the  Kprinsing  flower  a  chaaten*d  Uoom, 
And  dint  from  rifling  windfl  ita  coy  perfume. 

Woffda  caimnt  paint  the  wondrr  of  her  look. 
When  once  aeain  hia  pipe  the  Minnfrel  took. 
Ami  nofl  in  nndertonea  beitan  to  play, 
like  the  raced  woodlark*i  low-lamenting  lay : 
llien  loid  and  dirill,  by  ■tronccr  breath  impell'd. 
To  hiffher  straiiw  the  undaunted  mnaic  sweird, 
Tdl  new4xim  echoe*  thnMi^h  the  Ihrcet  rang. 
And  biidi.  at  noon,  in  hrdcen  dumben  eang. 
Rewilderina  trannport  infiintine  aurpriae, 
Throbb'd  in  her  bonm.  eparkled  in  hor  ejree. 
f^er  every  feature  every  fi>elinir  »hone, 
Iler  color  ehanaed  an  Javnn  chansed  hie  tone ; 
While  ahe,  between  the  bower  and  brake  entreneed, 
Aheraalely  retrealed  or  advanced ; 
ffnmetimea  the  letwening  cadence  weem'd  to  fly, 
Tlien  the  full  melody  came  rolling  nigh ; 
fQie  dirunk.  or  fblk>w*d  atill.  with  eye  and  fiwt. 
Afraid  to  lose  it.  more  afraid  to  meet ; 
For  yet  through  Rden*i  land,  by  fame  done, 
Jofani*a  harmonkiut  minetrehy  was  known, 
Thooch  nobler  eooffa  than  dieer*d  the  PatriardiB*  glen 
IVerer  raaounded  from  the  Kpa  of  men. 

FQtn»,  at  length,  the  listening  Maiden  brake; 
The  heart  of  Javan  chadt'd  him  while  she  spoke ; 


Tnough  awvoter  than  Ui  pipe  her  i 
He  durst  not  leam  the  tomuh  of  her  eool. 
But,  eloeely  cowering  in  hie  ambuaeade. 
With  eprii^itlier  breeth  and  nimbler  ffaiger  plqr^d 
—I"  *T  is  not  the  nightingale  that  BBi^  fo  wdL 
When  Javan  left  me  near  this  londy  cell ; 
*Tis  not  indeed  the  nighthigde  »— Ur  voiee 
Could  never  since  that  hour  my  Boul  rejoice  I 
Some  bird  from  l^radise  hath  lost  her  way. 
And  earob  here  a  hmg-ftrbiddai  lay ; 
Fbr  ne'er  since  £ve*e  tmnegression,  mortal  ear 
Wee  privileged  euch  heavenly  sotmds  to  hear; 
Pbihape  an  Angel,  while  he  reete  hie  wingi^ 
On  earth  alighting,  here  hie  deeoant  sings ; 
M ethinks  those  lonee,  eo  full  of  joy  and  love, 
Mwt  be  the  languege  of  the  wodd  above! 
Wuhm  this  brake  he  raeto:"  With  cnrioiM  ken, 
As  if  die  ftar'd  to  eiir  a  Ikm'e  den. 
Breathless,  on  tiptoe,  round  the  copee  she  crept; 
Her  heart  beat  quicker,  louder,  aa  she  eiept, 
Till  Javan  roee,  and  fiz*d  on  her  hie  eyee, 
In  dmnb  embarrsssment,  and  ftign*d  eurprise 
Upright  she  started,  at  the  endden  view. 
Back  from  her  brow  the  acatter*d  ringlets  flew; 
l^lenem  a  moment  overspread  her  fiMie ; 
But  ftar  to  fhmk  astonishment  gaive  place, 
And  with  the  virgin-blush  of  innocence. 
She  ask'd^-^Who  art  thou.  Stranger,  and  fiua 
vdiencef 

Widi  mild  demeanor,  and  vrith  downcast  aye^ 
Javan,  advancing,  humbly  made  reply : 
^~f  A  Wretch,  escaping  fhwo  the  tribee  of  men, ' 
Seeks  an  asylum' in  the  Patriarchs*  glen ; 
As  through  the  forest's  breathlem  gloom  I  stray'd, 
Up«pnmg  the  breeae  in  this  delidooi  ehade ; 
Then,  while  I  mte  beneath  die  rustling  tree, 
I  wvked  this  pipe  to  wildest  minstrelsy, 
Child  of  my  frncy,  framed  with  Jubd*s  art. 
To  breathe  at  will  the  fullnem  of  my  heart: 
Fairest  of  Women !  if  the  clamor  rude 
Hath  scared  the  quiet  of  thy  solitude. 
Forgive  the  innocent  oAmce.  and  tell 
How  far  beyond  these  woods  the  righteous  dwell***- 

Hiough  changed  his  >*oice,  his  look  and  statora 
changed. 
In  air  and  garb,  in  dl  but  love  estrsnged 
Still  in  the  >'oiithfiil  exile  Zillah  sought 
A  dear  lost  friend,  for  ever  near  her  thought ! 
Yet  answer'd  coldly, — jealous  and  afraid 
Her  heart  might  be  mistaken,  or  betray'd. 
— ^'Not  far  from  hence  ihe  fiuthful  race  reside, 
Pilcrim !  to  whom  shall  I  thy  fiwtsteps  guide  ? 
Alike  to  all,  if  thoii  an  alien  be. 
My  father's  home  invites  thee :  follow  me.'* 

She  spoke  with  such  a  thought-divining  look. 
Color  his  lip,  and  power  his  tongue  forsook ; 
At  length,  in  hesitating  tone,  and  low, 
— **  EnocW*  said  he.  **  the  friend  of  God,  I  know. 
To  him  I  bear  a  message  full  of  fear ; 
I  may  not  rmt  till  he  vouchsafe  to  heat.** 

He  paused :  his  cheek  with  red  confusion  hiini*d 
Kindnefls  through  her  relenting  breast  reium'd : 
— **  Behold  the  path,**  she  cried,  and  led  the  vray 
Ere  long  the  vde  unboeom*d  to  the  dry  * 
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-^  Yonder,  where  two  embracing  oaks  are  aeeo, 
Arch'd  o'er  a  oottage-roof,  that  peeps  between, 
Ihfirells  Elnoch;  Stranger!  peace  attend  thee  there, 
My  frther't  aheep  demand  hia  daughter's  care." 

Javan  was  so  rebuked  beneath  her  eye, 
She  yanish'd  ere  he  falter*d  a  reply, 
And  sped,  whil^  he  in  cold  amaieement  stood, 
Along  the  winding  border  of  the  wood ; 
Now  lost,  now  re-appoaring,  as  the  glade 
Shone  to  the  sun,  or  darken'd  in  the  shade. 
He  saw,  but  might  not  follow,  where  her  flock 
Were  wont  to  rest  at  noon,  beneath  a  rock. 
He  knew  the  willowy  champaign,  and  the  stream. 
Of  many  an  early  lay  the  simple  theme. 
Chanted  in  Boyhood's  unsuspecting  hours. 
When  Zillah  join'd  the  song,  or  praised  his  powers. 
Thither  he  watch'd  her,  while  her  course  she  bore. 
Nor  ceased  to  gaae,  when  she  was  seen  no  more. 


CANTO  in. 


TaTan's  Soliloquy  on  Zillah's  Desertion  of  hinu — ^He 
reaches  the  Ruins  of  his  Mother's  Cottage. — 
Thence  he  proceeds  to  Enoch's  Dwelling. — His 
Reception  there. — Enoch  and  Javan  proceed  to- 
gether towards  the  Place  of  Sacrifice. — Description 
of  the  Piitriarchs*  Glen ; — Occasion  of  the  Family 
of  Seth  retiring  thither  at  first 


**  Am  I  80  changed  by  suflering,  so  forgot, 
That  Love  disowns  me,  Zillah  knows  me  not  f 
Ah !  no ;  she  shrinks  from  my  disastrous  &te, 
She  dare  not  love  me,  and  the  cannot  hate : 
*T  is  just ;  I  merit  this : — When  Nature's  womb 
Ingulf 'd  my  kindred  in  one  common  tomb. 
Why  was  I  spared  I — A  reprobate  by  birth. 
To  heaven  rebellious,  unallied  on  earth. 
Whither,  O  whither  shall  the  outcast  flee  f 
There  is  no  home,  no  peace,  no  hope  for  me. 
I  hate  the  worldling's  vanity  and  noise, 
I  have  no  fellow-feeling  in  his  joys : 
The  saint's  serencr  bliss  I  cannot  share, 
My  Soul,  alas !  hath  no  communion  there. 
This  is  the  portion  of  my  cup  below, 
Silent,  unmingled,  solitary  woe ; 
To  bear  from  clime  to  clime  the  curie  of  Cain, 
Sin  with  remorse,  yet  find  repentance  vain ; 
And  cling,  in  blank  despair,  from  breath  to  breath. 
To  nought  in  life,  except  the  fear  of  Death." — 

While  Ja>'an  gave  his  bitter  passion  vent. 
And  wonder'd  on,  unheeding  where  he  went. 
His  feet,  instinctive,  led  him  to  the  spot 
>Vhere  rose  the  ruins  of  his  Childhood's  cot ; 
Here,  as  he  halted  in  abrupt  surprise. 
His  Mother  seem'd  to  vanish  from  his  eyes. 
As  if  her  gentle  form,  unmnrk'd  before, 
Had  stood  to  greet  him  at  tlio  wonted  door; 
Yet  did  the  pale  retirini^  S|>irit  dart 
A  lx>k  of  tenderness  that  broke  his  heart: 
*T  was  but  a  thought,  arrested  on  its  (light. 
And  bodied  forth  with  visionary  light. 


But  chill  the  lifo-Uood  ran  through  eveiy 
The  fire  of  frenzy  faded  from  his  brain. 
He  cast  himself  in  terror  on  the  ground : 
— Slowly  recovering  strength,  he  gazed  around. 
In  wistful  silence,  eyed  those  walls  decmy'd. 
Between  whose  chinks  the  lively  lizard  plajr'd , 
The  moos-clad  timbers,  loose  ami  lapsed  awry. 
Threatening  ere  long  in  wider  wreck  to  lie ; 
The  fractured  roof,  through  which  the 

shone, 
With  rank  unflowering  verdure  overgrown ; 
The  prostrate  fragments  of  the  wicker-door. 
And  reptile  traces  on  the  damp  green  floor. 
This  mournful  spectacle  while  Javan  view*d. 
Life's  earlioit  scenes  and  trials  were  renew'd ; 
O'er  his  dark  mind,  the  Ught  of  years  gone  fay, 
Gleam'd,  Uke  the  meteors  of  a  northern  sky. 
He  moved  his  lips,  but  strove  in  vain  to  npiialr. 
A  few  slow  tears  stray'd  down  his  cold  wan 
Till  from  his  In^ast  a  sigh  convulsive  sprung 
And  "O  my  Mother!^  trembled  fiom  his  longiM. 
That  name,  though  but  a  murmur,  that  dear 
Touch'd  every  kind  affection  into  flame ; 
Despondency  assumed  a  milder  form, 
A  ray  of  comfort  darted  through  the  storm  ; 
«*  O  God !  be  merciful  to  me ! " — He  said. 
Arose,  and  straight  lo  Enoch's  dwelling  wpti. 


Enoch,  who  sate,  to  taste  the  freshening 
Benwkth  the  shadow  of  his  cottage-trees. 
Beheld  the  youth  approaching ;  and  his  eye. 
Instructed  by  the  light  of  prophecy. 
Knew  from  afiu",  beneath  the  stranger's  air. 
The  orphan-object  of  his  lenderest  care ; 
Forth,  with  a  father's  joy,  the  holy  man 
To  meet  the  poor  returning  filgrim  ran. 
Fell  on  his  neck,  and  kiss'd  him,  wept,  and  cned, 
*'  My  son !  my  son ! " — but  Javan  shrunk  aside ; 
The  Patriarch  raised,  embrace*]  him,  oft  withdrew 
His  head  to  gaze,  then  wept  and  clasp'd  anew. 
The  mourner  bow'd  with  agony  of  shame, 
Cluni^  round  his  knees,  and  call'd  upon  his 
— '*  Father !  behold  a  supplicant  in  me, 
A  sinner  in  the  sight  of  Heaven  and  thee ; 
Yet  for  thy  former  love,  may  Javan  live : 
O,  for  the  mother's  sake,  the  son  fort^ve  !^ 
The  meanest  office,  and  the  lowest  seat. 
In  Enoch's  house  be  mine,  at  Enoch's  feet." 


**  Come  to  my  home,  my  bnnom  and  my 
Not  as  a  stranger,  and  wayfaring  guest : 
My  bread  of  peace,  my  cup  of  blessings  share. 
Child  of  my  faith !  and  answer  to  my  prayer ! 
O,  I  have  wept  through  many  a  night  for  thee. 
And  watrh'd  through  many  a  day  thi»  day  to 
Crown'd  is  the  hope  of  my  desiring  heart ; 
I  am  resign'd,  and  reody  to  depart : 
With  joy  I  hail  my  course  of  nature  nm. 
Since  I  have  seen  thy  face,  my  son !  my  ■•*»  ♦ 


So  saying.  Enoch  led  to  his  abode 
The  trembling  penitent,  along  the  road 
That  through  the  garden's  gay  inrlosure  wound , 
'Midst  fruits  and  ffowcrs  the  Patriarch's  spooae  ibty 

found, 
Plucking  the  purple  clusters  from  the  vine. 
To  crown  the  cup  of  unfermented  wine. 
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wiU; 


IB  itaiigv 
Aopi»  und  on  J%wuk  fix*d  her  emigK  07W1 
H«  luMtl'd  i»  gnei  hn  hud  with  woiiiBd 
Ak!  then  riM  knew  him S—Mhabow'dliMfrM^ 
Hii  ■Mhtr'i  Aatniw  in  a  gUiBfat  ihe  canghlt 
And  th»  nn't  ioMig*  rath'd  opon  her  thoii|^t| 
ftlt  riM  nooird  with  moowotarf  flightt 
Ai  if  aipirit  htA  ik'n  befim  hernght; 
Btundngt  with  •  heart  loo  full  lo  ipeik, 
flhn  poured  a  flood  of  taais  opon  Iub  chook, 
nen  laaghM  iir  gladno«r— hut  her  lan^  V 
— 'I  Wheia  halt  thoa  been,  nqr  own,  nqr  orphan  ehild  f 
Child  of  nqr  Mini!  beqneaih'd  in  death  lo  ae^ 
Bf  her  who  had  no  other  wealth  than  thee!" 
8ha  cried,  and  with  a  Mother^e  kyre  oareei'd 
The  Totttfw  who  wept  in  alenoe  on  her  hrwet. 

Una  hartf  tanuill  of  aflSwiiQn  oPer, 
Thiy  pMi*d  within  Um  hoepitable.door; 
neva  en  a  gmnr  eon^  widi  jojr  o*eroona, 
r—iiii  with  awe,  with  Tenfcrafion  dombb 
Javan  redined,  while  kneeling  al  hie  eeal^ 
The  haable  Fluriaich  waih'd  the  tiavelWb  fteC. 
Qwddy  Um  Spooee  her  plenteooe  table  epread 
With  hoMily  riandi,  miUi  and  fhiite  and  bread. 
Ere  kmg  the  goeet,  grown  innoeentljr  boU, 
With  eiiaple  eloqoenoe  hie  etoiy  lold ; 
Hw  WM,  hie  ftUiee,  fiankly  weie  ieveal*d. 
And  nothing  hot  hie  naiaiiliaB  love  ooneeal'd. 
— ^While  thne,"  he  cried,  *'  I  prored  the  world  a 


a  eerpent,  Flune  a  dond  in  air; 
While  with  Um  eone  of  BMfi  nqr  fiioMepe  tnd, 
Uf  honw,  my  heart,  ww  widi  the  Sane  of  God." 


*  Went  DOC  wj  epirit  widi  thee^"  Enoch  eeid, 
*  When  from  the  Mother's  glare  the  Orphan  fled  f 
dhen  believed  ikee  elain  by  beeete  of  blood. 
Or  eelfdeTotcd  to  the  etrangling  flood* 
(Too  plainly  in  thy  grief  bewildered  mien, 
Bf  every  eye,  e  breaking  heart  wee  eeen :) 
I  mourned  in  eecret  thine  apoeiaey. 
Nor  eeaeed  to  intercede  with  Heaven  for  thee. 
5hrang  wee  my  fiuth :  in  dreanie  or  waking  thou^t, 
Oft  ee  thine  image  o'er  my  mind  was  brought, 
I  deem'd  thee  living  by  thie  cooecious  sign. 
The  deep  coomianion  of  my  eoul  virith  thine. 
This  day  a  voice,  that  thrill'd  my  breast  with  fear 
(Methooght  *t  wee  Adam'e),  whieper*d  in  mine  ear, 
-^  Enoch !  ere  thrice  the  moinii^f  meet  the  eun. 
Thy  jof  shall  be  fulfill'd.  thy  reet  begun.' 
While  jret  thoee  tonee  were  murmuring  in  air, 
I  tum'd  to  look* — but  eaw  no  speaker  there: 
IVnight  I  not  then  of  thee,  my  long-loet  joy  f 
Leapt  not  my  heart  abroad  to  meet  my  boy  f 
Tee!  and  while  still  I  sate  beneath  Um  tree, 
Revolvittf  what  the  signal  meant  to  me, 
I  epied  thee  eoming,  and  with  eager  feet 
Ruu  the  retuming  fugitive  to  greet : 
Nor  lees  the  weleome  art  thou,  since  I  know 
By  ihie  high  warning,  that  from  eerth  I  go ; 
My  days  are  number*d ;  peece  on  thine  attend! 
The  trial  coomsl — be  feithful  to  the  end." 


Sua  {  whOa  I  roam'd  Um world,a  tnmeieBt  g««l^ 

From  onn^iae  to  the  oeean  of  the  west, 

I  feond  that  ein,  where'er  the  feot  of  men 

Natore'e  primeval  wiMemeee  o'enim. 

Had  Uack'd  hie  eiepa,  and  through  advancing  Tbui 

Uiged  the  deloded  race  fltan  crime  to  crimOk 

Till  wiadi  and  efrife,  in  firatricMlal  war, 

Gather'd  Um  fixrce  of  oatione  fltan  aftr. 

To  deal  and  eofler  Deadi^  unheeded  blow, 

Ae  if  Um  eone  on  Adam  were  loo  elow  I 

Even  now  an  hoel,  like  loensia  on  their  wqr# 

That  deeoiate  the  earth,  and  dim  the  day. 

Led  by  a  Giant  king,  vHioee  aim  haUi  broke 

Remoceet  realme  to  wear  hie  iron  yoke, 

ftyver  o*er  Eden,  reeoluie  to  doee 

Hie  final  triumph  o'er  hie  lateet  feee; 

A  feeble  band,  that  in  their  covert  fie, 

Uke  cowering  dovee  beneath  the  fideon^i  eyab 

That  eaey  and  ignoble  conqneetwon. 

There  jret  remaine  one  fculiBr  deed  undone. 

Oft  have  I  heard  the  tyrant  in  hie  ire^ 

Devote  thie  glen  to  massacre  and  fire. 

And  ewear  to  root,  from  Earth's  dishonoi^d  feee^ 

The  krt  least  relic  of  the  fiuthfol  race; 

Thenceforth  he  hopes,  on'God*e  terreaOial  thraMk 

To  rule  the  iMther  univeree  akme. 

Wherefore,  O  Sre !  when  evening  ehuls  Um  skj. 

Fly  with  thy  kindred,  firota  deetraction  fiy; 

Far  to  Um  eouth,  unpeopled  wilds  of  wood 

SUit  the  dark  borders  of  Euphrates'  flood ; 

There  shall  the  Pstriarchs  find  mtemt  repose. 

Till  Eden  reet,  fomken  of  her  foee." 

At  Javan'k  epeech  the  Matron'e  dMok  grew  pala 
Her  courage,  not  her  feith,  began  to  fiul : 
Eve*i  yonngeet  daughter  she ;  the  silent  tear 
Vi^tneei'd  her  patience,  but  betray'd  her  fear. 
Then  answer'd  Enoch,  with  a  smile  serene. 
That  shed  celestial  beauty  o'er  his  mien ; 
**  Hen  is  mine  eaKhly  habitation :  here 
I  virait  till  my  Redeemer  shall  appear : 
Death  and  the  fece  of  roan  1  dare  not  shun, 
God  is  my  refuge,  and  His  will  be  done." 


*  Olive  the  years  of  Adam!"  cried  the  yondi ; 
Yet  eaem  thy  words  to  breathe  prophetic  truth : 


The  Matron  check'd  her  uncomplaining  sigh. 
And  wiped  the  drop  that  trembled  in  her  eye. 
Javan  with  diame  and  self-ebesement  blush'd. 
But  every  care  at  Enoch's  smile  was  hush'd : 
He  felt  the  power  of  truth ;  his  heerii>'erflow*d. 
And  in  his  look  sublime  devotion  glow'd. 
Weetward  the  Patriarch  tum'd  hb  tranquil  face  $ 
**  The  Son,"  said  he,  **  hath  well-nigh  run  his 
I  to  the  ]reariy  sacrifice  repair, 
Our  Brethren  meet  me  at  the  place  of  prayer.' 

"  I  follow :  O,  my  fether !  I  am  diine ; 
Thy  God,  thy  people,  and  thine  altar  mine !" 
Exdaim'd  the  youth,  on  higheet  thooghte  intent. 
And  forth  with  Enoch  through  the  valley  went. 

Deep  wae  that  valley,  girt  with  rock  end  wood 
In  rural  groupa  the  scaiter'd  hamlet  storid; 
Tents,  arbors,  cottages,  adom'd  the  scene. 
Gardens  and  fields,  and  shephprds*  fialks  between 
Through  all,  a  streamlet,  from  its  niountain«>urca 
Seen  but  by  stealth,  pursued  ite  willowy  couiee 
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When  fint  the  mingling  loai  of  God  and 
Hie  deiDon-ncxifice  of  war  began, 
8elf-«iiled  here,  the  fiunily  of  Seth 
Renounced  a  world  of  violence  and  death. 
Faithful  vlone  amidat  the  faithleoa  found,* 
And  innocent  while  murder  cursed  the  grouiid. 
Here,  in  retirement  from  pro&ne  mankind* 
Tliey  wonhipp'd  God  with  purity  of  mind. 
Fed  their  amall  floclu,  and  till'd  their  narrow  toil, 
like  parent  Adam,  with  •ubmianve  toil, 
—Adam,  whoee  eyea  their  pioui  hands  had  dosed. 
Whose  bones  beneath  their  quiet  lurf  reposed. 
No  glen  like  this,  unstain'd  with  human  blood. 
Could  youthful  Nature  boast  before  the  flood ; 
Far  less  shall  Earth,  now  hastening  lo  decay, 
A  scene  of  sweeter  loneliness  display. 
Where  nought  was  heard  but  sounds  of  peace  and 

love. 
Nor  seen  but  woods  around,  and  heaven  above. 

Tet  not  in  cold  and  onconcem'd  content. 
Their  years  in  that  delicious  range  were  spent ; 
Oft  from  their  haunts  the  fervent  Patriarchs  broke. 
In  strong  afiection  lo  their  kindred  spoke. 
With  tears  and  prayers  reproved  their  growing  crimes. 
Or  told  the  impending  judgments  of  the  times. 
In  vain;  the  world  despised  the  warning  word. 
With  scorn  belied  it,  or  with  mockery  heard. 
Forbade  the  zealous  monitors  to  roam, 
Knd  stoned,  or  chased  them  to  their  fbfett  home. 
There,  from  the  depth  of  solitude,  their  sighs 
Pleaded  with  Heaven  in  ceaseless  sacrilice. 
And  long  did  righteous  Heaven  the  guilty  spare. 
Won  by  the  holy  violence  of  prayer. 

Tet  sharper  pangs  of  unavailing  woe. 
Those  Sires  in  secrecy  were  doom'd  to  know ; 
Oft  by  the  world's  alluring  snares  misled, 
Their  youth  from  that  sequestered  valley  fled, 
Join'd  the  wild  herd,  increased  the  godless  crew. 
And  left  the  virtuous  remnant  weak  and  few. 


CANTO  IV. 


£noch  relates  to  Javan  the  Circumstances  of  the 
Death  of  Adam,  including  his  Appointment  of  an 
annual  Sacrifice  on  the  Day  of  his  Transgression 
and  Fall  i^Paradise. 

Thus  through  the  valley  while  they  held  their  walk, 
Enoch  of  former  days  began  to  talk : 
— ^*  Thou  know'st  our  place  of  sacrifice  and  prayer, 
Javan !  for  thou  wert  wont  to  worship  there ; 
Built  by  our  father's  venerable  hands. 
On  the  same  spot  our  ancient  altar  stands. 
Where,  driven  from  Eden's  hallow'd  groves,  he  found 
Ap  home  on  earth's  unconsecrated  ground ; 
Whence  loo,  hii  pilgrimage  of  trial  o'er. 
He  reach'd  the  rest  which  sin  ran  break  no  more. 
Ofl  host  thou  heard  our  elder  Pa'riarchs  tell 
How  Adam  once  by  diflobedience  fell ; 


1  80  ipoke  the  lonipa  Alxtiel,  faithful  found 
AmoMff  the  fiuthlMS.  faithfal  only  he. 

Par.  ImU  Book  V. 


Would  that  my  tongue  were  gifted  to  display 
TIm  terror  and  the  gfory  of  that  day 
When,  seiied  and  stricken  by  the  lumd  of  Deaili, 
The  fiist  transgressor  3rielded  up  his  breath ! 
Nigh  threescore  years,  with  interchanging  li|^t. 
The  host  of  heaven  have  measured  day  and  nigh^ 
Since  we  beheld  the  ground,  fiom  which  he  rose. 
On  his  returning  dust  in  sileoee  close. 

*«  With  him  his  noblest  sons  might  not  eompars^ 
In  godlike  feature  and  mi^iestic  air ; 
Not  out  of  weakness  rose  his  gradiml  fimme, 
Perfect  fiom  his  Creator's  hand  he  came ; 
And  as  in  form  excelling,  so  in  mind 
The  Sire  of  men  transcended  all  mankmd ; 
A  soul  was  in  hw  eye,  and  in  his  speech 
A  dialect  of  heaven  no  art  could  reach ; 
For  oft  of  old  to  him.  the  evening  breeie 
Had  borne  the  voice  of  God  among  the  trees ; 
Angels  were  wont  their  songs  with  his  to  Meod, 
And  talk  with  him  as  their  &miliar  fiiend. 
But  deep  remorse  for  that  mysterious  crime. 
Whose  dire  contagion  through  elapsing  time 
Diffused  the  curse  c^  death  beyond  control. 
Had  wrought  such  self-abasement  in  his  soul. 
That  he,  whose  honors  were  approach'd  by  DODa^ 
Was  yet  the  meekest  man  beneath  the  sun. 
From  sin,  as  from  the  serpent  that  betrajr'd 
Eve's  early  innocence,  he  shrunk  afraid ; 
Vice  he  rebuked  with  so  austere  a  frown. 
He  seem'd  to  bring  an  instant  judgment  down, 
Tet,  while  he  chid,  compunctious  tears  wonM  start 
And  yearning  tenderness  dissolve  his  heart ; 
The  guOt  of  all  his  race  became  his  own. 
He  s^ler'd  as  if  Ae  had  sinn'd  alone. 
Within  our  glen  to  filial  love  endear'd. 
Abroad  for  wisdom,  truth,  and  justice  fear'd. 
He  walk'd  so  humbly  in  the  sight  of  all. 
The  vilest  ne'er  reproach'd  him  with  his  fall. 
Children  were  his  delight ; — they  ran  to  meet 
His  soothing  hand,  and  clasp'd  his  honored  feet ; 
While,  'midst  their  fearless  sports  supremely  blest 
He  grew  in  heart  a  child  among  the  rest : 
Yet,  as  a  Parent,  nought  beneath  the  sky 
Touch'd  him  so  quickly  as  an  infant's  eye : 
Joy  from  its  smile  of  happiness  he  caught ; 
Its  flash  of  rage  sent  horror  through  his  thou^t . 
His  smitten  conscience  felt  as  fierce  a  pain. 
As  if  he  fell  from  innocence  again. 

**  One  mom  I  track'd  him  on  his  lonely  way. 
Pale  as  the  gleam  of  slow-awakening  day ; 
With  feeble  step  he  climb'd  yon  cracgy  height, 
Thence  fix'd  on  distant  Paradise  his  sight ; 
He  gazed  awhile  in  silent  thought  profound. 
Then  falling  prostrate  on  the  dewy  ground. 
He  pour'd  his  spirit  in  a  flood  of  pruyer, 
Bewoil'd  his  ancient  crime  with  self-despair. 
And  claim'd  the  pledge  of  reconcilinir  grace. 
The  promised  Seed,  the  Savior  of  his  race 
Wrestling  with  God,  as  Nature's  vigor  fail'd 
His  faith  grew  stronger  and  his  plea  prevail'd 
The  prayer  from  agony  to  rapture  rose. 
And  sweet  as  Angel  accents  f«II  the  close. 
I  stood  to  greet  him .-  when  he  raised  his  head. 
Divine  expression  o'er  his  visage  spread ; 
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THEfLOODC 


im  Mnindjr  to  bilwy* 
'd  iB  liBlMi  FuidiM  grown  oii. 

Thk  dqr/  aid  1m»  'in  TiiB»*ii 


fl« 


Rhwwi  iIm  •BgoUi  of  Ihtt  aofftil  woimd 

On  BO  inflieiod,  wImq  tho  Serpont't  loflfno - 

BIf  Spoon  with  Iub  bognilii^  ftbehood  ma^ 

Thoqgh  yoonofgmoo  throogh  conturieo  hovo  pMiTd, 

Sneo  mf  tnmgmton.  thii  noj  bo  tho  Inrt; 

Infrmiiioo  widiMil,  ond  fton  wkkin, 

FofotoU  tho  oonoonmoting  otnko  of  an ; 

Thm  hour,  tho  ploeo,  tho  Ibnn  to  bo  mduwwu, 

Bat  God,  who  lont  no  life,  wUi  eloim  hk  own; 

Umb,  looi  I  ank  10  loddonly  in  deoih, 

Ao  qoickon'd  into  boing  fay  hii  fatooth, 

Onoo  Bofo  I  ottBbTd  theoe  roelB  with  wooijr  pnoa^ 

And  hot  oaeo  BoiOb  lo  Tiow  nqr  noiivo  pbee^ 

To  tid  fon  gudon  of  dolight  ftrewell, 

TIm  oorihlf  Fuodioo  flom  which  I  feU. 

Thii  Bontlo,  Enoeh!  whidi  I  yeoriy  wooc 

To  Borfc  tho  day  of  poniionoo  and  piiyer<»~ 

ThoM  dnoi,  tho  coloring  of  my  fint  oflinoa^ 

When,  oomcioai  of  doportod  innoeenoo. 

Naked  and  tronbling.  from  my  Ja4go  I  fled, 

A  hand  of  morey  o*or  my  vilenoH  apraad  3— 

Enoch!  thb  mantlo,  thos  Tondmied  to  no 

At  my  diimimhin,  I  bognoolh  to  theo; 

Woor  it  in  Md  momorid  on  thii  day, 

And  ycariy  at  mino  oarlioit  altar  ilay 

A  iamb  immacolato,  wbow  blood  bo  apilt 

In  «gn  of  wiath  mmoTod  and  canooU'd  gnOti 

80  ho  tho  Bm  of  all  my  raoe  oonftt^ 

80  on  their  heodo  may  peaeo  and  paidGn  raL* 

— -Thui  opalBO  oar  Sire,  and  down  tho  atoop  doMont 

Widi  «rengthen*d  heart  and  frarleoi  ftoMop  wonts 

0  Javan  f  when  wo  parted  at  hia  door, 

1  lored  him  aa  I  never  loved  before. 

**  Ere  noon,  returning  to  hie  bower,  I  found 
Our  foiber  laboring  in  hit  harveat  ground 
(For  yei  he  lill'd  a  little  plot  of  ■oil. 
Patient  and  pleaeed  with  voluntary  toil) ; 
But  O  bow  changed  from  him,  whoio  morning  eye 
Outthoiie  the  ttar,  that  lokl  the  lun  waa  nigh ! 
Look  in  his  feeble  grMp  the  aickJe  shook ; 
I  mark'd  the  ghastly  dolor  of  hia  kxA. 
And  ran  to  help  him ;  but  hw  lateat  atrength 
Faird ; — prone  upon  his  aheavca  be  fell  at  length : 
I  atfuve  to  raiae  him ;  sight  and  aenae  were  fled, 
Nenrelesa  hia  limbs,  and  backi^-aid  swa/d  hia  head 
Seth  paan'd ;  I  called  him,  and  we  bore  our  Sire 
To  n^ghhoring  shades  from  noon's  afflictive  fire : 
Ere  kirK  he  'woke  to  feeling,  with  a  sigh. 
And  half  uncloaed  his  hesitating  e)*e ; 
Strangrly  and  timidly  he  peer'd  around. 
Like  men  in  dreama  whom  sudden  lighta  confound ; 
— '  b  this  a  new  Creation  f — I  lave  I  paos'd 
The  biit^rmas  of  death  r* — Ho  luok'd  aghast, 
Thi>n  iiirrowful ; — *  No ;  men  and  ireea  appear ; 
T  i»  not  a  new  Crration« — pain  is  here : 
Fri»m  Sin's  dominion  is  there  no  release  f 
L/ird !  let  ihy  Servant  now  depart  in  peace.' 
— Hurried  remembrance  crowding  o'er  hia  soul, 
lie  knem*  us ;  tears  of  consternation  stole 
Down  his  pale  cheeks: — ^'Seih! — Enoch!  Where 

Ever 
How  oould  tho  flpoose  her  d}'ing  ounaort  leave  V 


«•  Km  kokM  dink  nmnoiit  fioB  Aoir 
fci  qpHt  of  AdoB,  whoro  ho  toU'd  hoAM  ( 

BcwwnoltbaM^BhooaU'dhiBhy  hiBBMWt     ' 

Swnot  to  hia  oar  tho  woU^nown  aoeanto  caBo; 

«— ^HoM  am  V  anawer'd  ho,  in  lono  ao  w«ak» 

T^at  wo  who  hoU  him  ooaroely  hoanl  hiB  aptakf 

But  reaohitoly  beat  to  rise,  in  vafai 

Ho  atmgglod  liU  ho  awoon'd  away  with  paiik 

£vo  oall'd  again,  and  tuning  towarda  tho 

HolploB  m  infoney,  bohoU  him  laid  { 

Sho  iptaog,  aa  mnitten  with  a  raonal  wooiidv 

Forwaid*  and  caat  herself  npon  tho  gioand 

At  AdMB%  foot;  halfirtaiiv  m  daqaur. 

Him  from  our  aima  sho  wfidly  atvovo  to  toar; 

RopeU'd  fay  gontlo  Tfolenoo.  oho  pnB*d 

Hia  powarlem  hand  to  her  oonvokhro  faMaai^ 

And  knooHng,  handing  o'or  hia,  fall  of  leaia 

Warn  on  his  bosom  showor'd  her  Ant 

Light  to  his  eyes  at  that  fofreshnMot 

They  opon'd  on  hor  in  a  tianriiiil 

— ^Andart  thouhere.  mylifoimyLovo!'  hooM 

*  Fahhihl  in  death  to  this  ooqgonial  aUof 

Thus  lot  mo  bind  thoe  to  my  hnaUng  hoarU 

Otoo  door,  one  hitler  moment,  on  wo  part* 

^Leavo  me  not,  Adam!  leave  mo  not  bdow| 

Widi  theo  I  tanry,  or  with  Ihoo  I  gOi' 

Sho  aaid,  and  yielding  to  his  Sunt  cmfaraoa, 

Clun^  round  his  neck,  and  wept  npon  hii  fteo. 

Alarming  reeoUoction  soon  retum*d, 

ffis  fovoKd  ftamo  with  growing  angtikh  bomli  I 

Ah !  then,  as  nature's  tniderest  impulBe  wrottghl^ 

With  food  solicitude  of  love  sho  sought 

To  soothe  his  limbs  upon  their  grassy  bed. 

And  make  the  pillow  easy  to  hk  head ; 

Sho  wiped  his  reeking  temples  vrith  her  hair ; 

Sho  shook  the  leaves  to  stir  the  aleepfa^g  air;    e 

Moiaten'd  his  lips  with  kisses :  with  her  breath 

Vainly  essay'd  to  quell  the  fire  of  Death, 

Tliat  ran  and  revell'd  through  hia  swollen  veina 

With  quicker  polaea,  and  severer  pains. 

**  The  sun.  in  summer  majesty  on  Ugh, 
Darted  his  fierce  effulgence  down  the  sky ; 
Yet  dimm'd  and  blunted  were  the  dazzling  rayi^ 
Hia  orb  expanded  through  a  dreary  luize, 
And.  circled  with  a  red  portenloua  nine. 
He  look'd  in  sickly  horror  from  his  throne : 
The  vital  air  was  still ;  tho  torrid  heat 
Oppress'd  our  hearts,  that  labor'd  hard  to  beat 
\Vhen  higher  iHwn  had  shrunk  the  lessening  shadow 
Thence  to  his  home  our  fother  we  oonvey'd. 
And  stretch'd  him,  (nllow'd  with  his  lateat  sheave^ 
On  a  fresh  couch  of  green  and  fragrant  leavea. 
Here,  though  hia  suflerinp  through  tho  glen  were 

known, 
We  chose  lo  watch  his  dying  bed  alone, 

Kve,  Seth.  and  I. In  vain  he  sigh'd  for  rest. 

And  oft  his  meek  complainings  thus  expresa'd : 
— ^  Blow  on  roe.  Wind !  I  fiiint  with  heat !  O  faring 
Delicious  water  from  the  deepest  spring ; 
Your  stmless  shadows  o'er  my  limbs  dififuae. 
Ye  cedars !  waah  me  cold  with  midnight  dews 
— Clieer  me,  my  friends!  with  looks  of 

cheer; 
Whisper  a  word  of  comfi)rt  in  mine  ear ; 
Those  sorrowing  fiices  fill  my  soul  with  glooB, 
This  silence  is  the  silence  of  the  tomb. 

915 


MONTOOMERirS  PO£nCAL  WORKS. 


Tiddler  I  hasten ;  help  me  on  my  way; 

0  aing  to  aooche  me,  aind  to  ttrengthen  pray!' 
fft  aang  to  aoothe  liim« — hopeleas  waa  the  aong ; 
l¥t  pny'd  to  atrengthen  hinw — he  grew  not  atroog; 
in  Tain  from  every  herb,  and  fruit,  and  flower, 

Of  eordial  aweetnen,  or  of  healing  power, 
We  pre«'d  the  virtue ;  no  terreatri^  balm 
Natnre'a  dtMolving  agony  could  calm. 
Thoa,  as  the  day  declined,  the  fell  diaeaae 
Eclipaed  the  light  of  life  by  alow  degreea : 
Tet  while  hia  panga  grew  aharper,  more  reaign'dt 
More  aelf-collected,  grew  the  auflerer's  mind ; 
Patient  of  heart,  diough  rack'd  at  every  pore, 
The  righteoua  penol^  of  ain  he  Yuan ; 
Not  hia  the  fortitude  that  mocka  at  paina. 
But  that  which  feela  them  moat,  and  yet  auataina. 
-^  T  ia  juat,  *t  n  merciful,'  we  heard  him  aay ; 
*  Tet  whereibre  hath  He  tnm'd  hia  fiice  away  t 

1  aee  Him  not ;  I  hear  Him  not ;  I  call ; 
My  God !  my  God !  aupport  me,  or  I  frlL' 

»The  sun  vrent  down,  amidst  an  angry  glare 
Of  flushing  clouds,  that  oimson'd  all  Uie  air ; 
The  winds  brake  looae ;  the  Ibreat  bougha  were  torn, 
And  dark  aloof  the  eddying  foliage  bome ; 
Cattle  to  shelter  scudded  in  aflirigbt; 
The  florid  evening  vanish'd  into  night : 
Then  bmst  the  hurricane  upon  the  vale. 
In  peals  of  thunder,  and  thick-voUey'd  hail ; 
Phne  ruahing  rains  with  torrents  whelm'd  the  land, 
Our  cot  amidst  a  river  leem'd  to  stand ; 
Around  its  base  the  ibamy  crested  streams 
Flaah'd  through  the  darkneas  to  the  lightning'a  gleana. 
With  monstrous  throes  an  earthquake  heaved  the 

ground, 
Th^ rocks  were  rent,  the  mountains  trembled  round; 
Never,  since  Nature  into  being  came. 
Had  such  mysterioufl  motion  shook  her  frame : 
We  thought,  ingulf 'd  in  floods,  or  wrapt  in  fire. 
The  world  itself  would  perish  with  our  Sire. 

"  Amidst  this  war  of  elements,  within 
More  dreadful  grew  the  sacrifice  of  sin. 
Whose  viclim  on  his  bed  of  torture  lay. 
Breathing  the  slow  remains  of  life  avi'ay. 
Erewhile,  victorious  faith  sublimcr  rose 
Beneath  the  pressure  of  collected  woes : 
But  now  his  spirit  waver'd,  went  and  came, 
Like  the  loose  vapor  of  departing  flame. 
Till  at  the  point,  when  comfort  secm'd  to  die 
For  ever  in  his  fix'd  unclosing  eye. 
Bright  through  the  smouldering  ashes  of  the  man. 
The  saint  brake  forth,  and  Adam  thus  began : 

*  — •  O  ye,  that  shudder  at  this  awful  strife. 
This  wrestling  agony  of  Death  and  Life, 
Thmk  not  that  He,  on  whom  my  soul  is  cast. 
Will  leave  me  thus  forsaken  to  the  last 
Nature's  infirmity  alone  yuu  see ; 
Mv  chains  are  breaking,  I  shall  soon  be  tree ; 
Tnough  firm  in  God  the  Spirit  holds  her  trust, 
The  flesh  is  frail,  and  trembles  into  dust 
Horror  and  anguish  seize  me ; — 't  is  the  hour 
O'*  darknesft,  and  I  mourn  beneath  its  power ; 
niie  Tempter  plies  me  with  his  direst  art, 
I  leal  the  Serpent  coiling  round  my  heart ; 


He  stira  the  wound  he  once  inflicted  there 
Instila  the  deadening  poiaoo  of  dcapair, 
Beliea  the  truth  of  God's  dela3ring  grace. 
And  bida  me  curse  my  Maker  to  his  ftce. 
— ^I  will  not  curse  Him,  though  his  grace  delq^ 
I  will  not  cease  to  trust  Him,  though  he  slay ; 
Full  on  his  promised  mercy  I  rely, 
For  God  hath  spoken, — God,  who  cannot  lie. 
— ^Thou,  of  my  &ith  the  Author  and  the  End ! 
Mine  early,  late,  and  everlasting  Friend ! 
The  joy,  that  once  thy  presence  gave,  restore 
Ere  I  am  summon'd  hence,  and  seen  no  more . 
Down  to  the  dust  returns  this  earthly  frame. 
RecMve  my  Spirit,  Loid !  from  whom  it  came ; 
Rebuke  the  Tempter,  show  thy  power  to  save ; 
O  let  thy  glory  light  me  to  the  grave. 
That  theae,  who  witness  my  departing  breath. 
May  leam  to  triumph  in  the  grasp  of  death.' 

*■  He  closed  his  eyelids  with  a  tranquil  smile. 
And  seem'd  to  rest  in  silent  prayer  awhile  : 
Around  his  couch  with  filial  awe  we  kneel'd. 
When  suddenly  a  light  from  heaven  reveal'd 
,A  Spirit,  that  stood  within  the  unopen'd  door  ^— 
The  sword  of  God  in  his  right  hand  he  bore ; 
His  countenance  waa  lightning,  and  his  vest 
Like  snow  at  sun-rise  on  the  mountain's  crest ; 
Yet  so  benignly  beautiful  his  form, 
His  preaence  still'd  the  fury  of  the  storm ; 
At  once  the  winds  retire,  the  waters  cease ; 
Hia  look  was  love,  his  salutation,  *  Peace  !* 

"  Our  Mother  first  beheld  hhn,  sore  amazed. 
But  terror  grew  to  tranaport,  while  ahe  gazed : 
— ^  T  ia  He,  the  Prince  of  Seraphim,  who  drove 
Our  banish'd  feet  from  Eden's  happy  grove ; ' 
Adam,  my  Life,  my  Spouse,  awake ! '  she  cried ; 
'  Return  to  Paradise ;  behold  thy  Guide ! 
O  let  me  follow  in  this  dear  embrace !  * 
She  sunk,  and  on  his  bosom  hid  her  foce. 
Adam  look'd  up ;  his  visage  changed  its  hue, 
Transfbrm'd  into  an  Angel's  at  the  view : 
'  I  come ! '  he  cried,  with  faith's  full  triumph  fired. 
And  in  a  sigh  of  ecstacy  expired. 
The  light  was  vanish'd.  and  the  vision  fled ; 
We  stood  alone,  the  living  with  the  deed ; 
The  ruddy  embers,  glimmering  round  the  roonv 
Display 'd  the  corpse  amidst  the  solemn  gloom ; 
But  o'er  the  scene  a  holy  calm  reposed. 
The  gate  of  heaven  had  o^ien'd  there,  and  closed. 

**  Eve's  faithful  arm  still  clasp'd  her  lifeless  Spouse 
Gently  I  shook  it,  from  her  trance  to  rouse ; 
She  gave  no  answer ;  motionless  and  cold. 
It  fell  like  clay  from  my  relaxing  hold ; 
Alarm'd.  I  lifted  up  the  locks  of  grey 
That  hid  her  cheek ;  her  soul  had  passed  away : 
A  beauteous  corse,  she  graced  her  partner's  side ; 
Love  bound  their  lives,  and  Death  could  iM>t  divida 

"  Trembling  astonishment  of  grief  we  fell. 
Till  Nature's  s)  inpathies  began  to  melt ; 
We  wept  in  stillness  through  the  lung  dark  night ; 
— And  O  how  welcome  was  the  morning  light!' 


i»» 
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CANTO  V. 


Aa  Ihiyii^-Plact  of  the  FirtTfaurdis^— !%•  nflrifiee 
on  iIm  AniuTenuyof  tlie  Fall  of  Adam  Knoch'ii 
FkoflMcy* 

•  And  tMra,**  Mid  Enodi.  widi  d^TMtod  «T«> 
•Bthold  dw  grav«.  in  which  our  Fuools  Uap" 
TlMf  Mipl,  awl  o*ar  the  torf  inekMora  wapi* 
Whin*  iida  fay  ado.  tha  FiniX:naiad  atepCi 
]liaaM*d  M  if  a  voioa,  with  itiU  nail  ioaiid» 
Hmd  kilhHr  boioaa,  iHoad  fltMUhatiiioaiidi 
— ^ fVoBi  oaith  fn  cama,  and  wa  ratum'd  lo  aardi; 
DMeandaali!  apara  tha  dnt  that  gavo  foo  hirth  { 
Itepgh  Daalh.  iha  pain  fcr  nqr  tiaiMgraMn  ^hMb 
%  ari  iahariiaBea  wa  laft  to  fou, 
O  lat  o«r  children  blaai  us  in  our  gimva, 
UhI  mmk  iagiTa  tha  mao^  that  Ood  lufival'' 


; 


10  tha  altar  Enoch  toniM  hia 
Bi«  lavaa  UtvaKd  In  thai  bwyhit-plaea» 
A  aeaat  aaqoMlar^d  Aon  dM  han*  of 
Tha  hrtaliaat  nook  of  all  dial  kyvaly  slan. 
Whara  waaiy  pilgihna  fiNmd  diair  kat  rapoaat 
lh$  lilda  haapa  wara  lingad  in  oomaly  rona. 
Widi  walka  hatwaan.  hf  ftkodi  and  kiadiad  trod. 
Wha  draa*d  widi  dmaooa  hnda  aach  hallowM  aod  i 
Na  aeolplniad  mwnaanl  WW  tM«ht  10  fanadia 
Ifir  prakaa  whom  dia  worn  dawmr'd  banaath; 
Tha  high,  dw  few.  dM  nightf  .  and  dia  ftlr. 
£qMl  In  daadi.  wwa  «MBMingaiA*d  diara: 
Tai  BOi  a  iBOoek  BDoldar'd  naar  diat  apoc, 
%  ana  dtihonor^d,  or  by  all  fcrgoc; 
Td  anna  warm  heart  tha  pooreet  duet  was  dear, 
Fraoi  aoBM  kind  eye  tha  meaneet  claim'd  a  tear; 
And  oft  tha  living,  fay  afiectaon  led. 
Ware  wont  to  walk  in  epirit  with  their  dead, 
Whara  no  dark  cypitap  cait  a  doleful  gloom. 
No  oiigh«iig  jraw  thed  poiaon  o'er  the  tomb, 
Bat,  while  and  red  with  intermingling  ifewen* 
file  graTee  kwk'd  beautiful  in  lun  and  ■howera. 
Green  mynlee  fenced  it,  and  beyond  their  bound 
Ran  the  clear  rill  nith  evar-murmuring  eoond ; 
T  waa  not  a  ecena  &r  Grief  to  nourish  care — 
It  farandicd  of  Hope,  and  moved  tha  heart  to  pcayer. 

Why  lingered  Ja^-an  in  that  lone  retreat  f 
Tha  ahrina  of  her  that  bare  him  drew  hie  ieet ; 
Tremfaling  he  tought  iu  fearing  to  behold 
A  bed  of  thi»tl«e,  or  unrightly  mould ; 
Bat  lo!  the  turC  which  his  own  hands  had  piled. 
With  choicest  flowers  and  richest  verdure  smiled  t 
By  all  the  glen,  his  mother's  couch  of  rest. 
In  his  deCaulu  was  \isited  and  blest 
He  kneerd.  he  kisp'd  it,  full  of  love  and  woe; 
Hia  heart  was  where  his  treasure  lay.  below ; 
Aisd  kmg  he  tnrriod,  ere.  with  heav'nwtud  eyes, 
Ba  roee.  and  hasten'd  to  the  sacrifice: 

Alrradr  .on  a  neighboring  mount,  that  stood 
Apart  amidst  the  vnlley.  tprt  with  wotwl. 
Whose  open  summit,  rising  oVr  the  trees. 
Caught  the  oool  fnurrance  nf  the  evening  breaas^ 
TIm  l^tnarrhal  worshippers  were  met ; 

Lamb  wwi  brooght,  tha  wood  in  order  eet 

T 


On  AduA  nado  altar, 
An  nnwronght  mase  of  eardi-imhadded 
Long  known  and  hallow^d,  where,  Ar  man'a 
Tha  aardi  diat  drmik  tha  blood  of  hmoeeneab 
Whan  Ood  himeelf  ordafai*d  di^typic  tim 
To  Edan'b  £ii1ea,  reeling  on  their  flight 
Foramoat,  anudst  tha  groups  waa  Enoch  aaaa. 
Known  by  hia  hmnbla  port,  and  haavanly  nUni 
On  him  tha  Priaat's  mystariooa  ofltoa  lay. 
For 't  waa  the  ava  of  Man'a  trarayaesinn-day 
And  him  had  Adam,  with  expiring  fanath. 
Oidain*d  la  cflbr  yeariy,  flnn  hia  deadi, 
A  Ticiim  on  that  monntafai,  whence  tha  ddaa 
Had  fint  udndad  tha  fhmee  of  sacriiwa. 
In  Adam'a  coat  of  skina  array*d  ha  atandi. 
Spreading  to  Heaven  hia  anpplicadng  handle 
Ere  flom  hk  robe  tha  deadly  etael  ha  draw 
To  mito  tha  Tietim  aporiing  in  hie  viaw. 
Behind  him  Seth.  inimueety  coofeat. 


Hia  WotM'B  great  EMer,  lowered  above  tha 
Beiaoaly  ehona  hie  ewaat  and  eolamn  aye, 
Lflta  dia  ann  reigning  hi  dia  waatam  aky ; 
Tbongh  nina  dow  centoriea  fay  airalih  had  diad 
Gray  linfa%  tha  crown  of  gloiy,  on  hie  head. 
In  laidy  health  ha  rear*d  his  fimt  anblime, 
Lika  dia  graaa  aloa,  Ui  perennial  prime. 
Whan  ftdl  of  yeaia  it  shoots  Ibrth  all  ite  hlQoai, 
And  glada  tha  Aieat  through  tha  imnoat  glooni; 
So,  in  tha  bkaeoitt  of  a  good  old  age, 
Flouririi'd  aiMdit  hia  aoos  dial  paarleee  eagau 


Aroand  him,  ki  angust  eucreesion,  eiood 
Tha  Ihdiari  of  dia  World  baftve  die  Fk>od  I 
—Enoa^  who  tanght  nankind,  on  eolamn  daysb 
In  Moad  groves,  to  meet  fcr  prayer  and  praiaa. 
And  wam'd  idolateis  to  lift  their  eya. 
From  eon  and  stars,  to  Him  who  made  the  skyi 
— Canaan  and  Malaliel,  of  whom  alone, 
Their  age,  of  all  thai  once  they  were,  is  known  i 
— Jared,  who,  full  of  hope  beyond  the  tomb, 
Hallow'd  his  oflspring  from  the  Mother's  womb^' 
And  Heaven  received  the  Son  that  Parent  gave. 
He  walk'd  with  God.  and  ovemtept  the  grave ; 
— A  mighty  pilgrim  in  the  vale  of  tears. 
Bom  to  the  troubles  of  a  thousand  years, 
Methuselah,  whose  feet  unhalting  ran 
To  the  last  circle  of  the  life  of  man : 
— Lamech.  from  infancy  inured  to  toil, 
To  wring  slow  blessings  from  the  accursed  soil. 
Ere  yet  to  dren  his  vineyards,  reap  his  com. 
And  comibrt  him  in  care,  w-as  Noah  bom,* 
Who  in  a  lator  age,  by  signal  grace. 
Survived  to  rcnovato  the  human  race ; 
Both  worids,  by  sad  rcvenion.  were  his  due. 
The  Orphan  of  the  old,  the  Father  of  the  new 

These,  with  their  fiimilies  on  either  hand. 
Aliens  and  exiles  in  their  native  land. 
The  iew  who  loved  their  Maker  from  their  youtlw 
And  wonhipp'd  God  in  spirit  and  in  truth ; 
These  stood  widi  Enoch  .• — All  had  fix'd  dieir  eyaa 
On  him,  and  on  the  Lamb  of  sacrifice. 


1  TiM  seme  of  EMMA,  lbs  ton  of  JsrMl,ii  (Urivsii  rraracAa 
IMC  to  4t4icmU, 

9  And  bo  ekned  bit  nsrao  Nosh,  loymc.  This  mmo  Asl 
eomfert  ss  eoncvraiiMr  oar  work,  sod  toil  of  our  baodt.  h>rsase 
of  ihs  graand  wl>isk  ihs  Laid  ImUi  cansd.— Otii.  V.  v.» 

317 


Aud  pine 

Tb«n  kimeling,  u  Ibe  lun  iveni  liown.  he  Inid 

Uia  riHrud  upon  liifl  hallow'd  pyre,  and  prny'd  >^ 

That  live,  and  nave,  vid  br»ihs,  on  Then  we  call 
Our  r«ihsr  ■inu'd  and  juffnr'i]  i — wi.  who  bcM 
Our  falhcr'i  inugc,  hu  inm^reviiiin  ihaTfl ; 
KuBbleJ  bi  tut  nffonca,  uid  our  own. 
Tbuii,  who  an  holy,  wiae.  utd  jiui  bIoiis, 
Accnpu  wilK  Itw  confeainn  of  our  guill. 
Thii  vtcDm  iluo,  ihb  blood  devoully  ipill. 
Whils  ihrougb  iha  veil  or  uchrics  we  tee 
Thy  mercy  gnuluig.  and  look  up  lo  Thoe  ; 
O  gnnl  Ibrgiveoeaa ;  power  uiJ  grace  ue  ihiiw; 
Cod  of  Mdvarbn !  eauae  tliy  Are  lu  ahinp ; 
Hear  ta  In  Heaien-  fulfil  our  wdI'i  deiire. 
God  of  our  Cuber!  uiiwer  now  wiib  /ire." 


ColdcH 


..lay 


■  oT  eipiring 
The  eyLi  of  all  Ibat  watcb'd  in  vain  «>  viaw 
Tbe  wMimd  sign,  diuracwdly  wilbdnw ; 
Fmt  elipt  their  breath,  Iheir  dnaUing  putm  tailed. 
And  aach  by  iiealib  upon  hii  neighbor  gazed  ; 
Fnin  bean  ui  hearl  ■  ainnge  eoaugion  ran, 
A  ibuddennf  instinci  crowded  man  ID  man ; 
Even  SBih  wiih  loerel  coiulDmBtiaa  abuok, 
And  ca«l  on  Enoch  an  imploring  look. 
Enoch,  in  wb«e  ■ubUma.  ununhly  niien, 
Nn  change  of  hue,  no  cloud  nT  care,  u'a>  aeoD, 
Full  on  Ihc  mule  enenlbly  tnm'd  hia  bee. 
Clear  aa  Ihe  «un  prepared  lo  run  bii  racir. 
He  apoke ;  hii  wordi,  with  awlul  waniiiig  fningbl, 
Rallied  and  lii'd  Ihe  icalter'd  powen  of  ibought: 
■Men.  brethren,  ftlheni  wberefbre  do  ye  fenil 
Halb  God  departed  from  us  (—God  it  here ; 
Preienl  in  every  bcari.  with  mvereign  ponec, 
Re  triet,  he  prnvo  hia  people  in  thji  hour ; 
Naked  at  ligbi  to  bit  all-tcnrching  eye, 
Tbe  Ihongbla  Ihal  wnmg.  lbs  doubti  that  MmpI  Him 

And  iparet  our  weakniw : — la  (hia  truth  believa, 
Bopa  againf  1  hope,  and  aik  till  ye  receive. 
Whal,  ihough  no  Aamo  on  Adam'i  aliar  bum. 
No  ngnal  oT  acceptance  yci  return  I 
God  it  nul  man,  who  lo  our  blhrr  aware. 
All  limea,  in  every  place,  lo  aniwer  prayer. 

ven  and  earth  decay. 


Thu  w 


lahall  D- 


"  Bui  mark  the  leaunn : — Tinra  tbe  lining  aun. 
WMIwaid.  Ihe  race  of  Cain  Ihe  world  o'erran  ; 
Tlieir  nwaarch.  mighlica  of  ihe  aona  of  men. 
Hath  aworn  dcalruction  lo  ibe  Pntiiarrhi'  glen; 
Bithar  be  haitana;  earaofe  atrewi  hia  path  i 
— Who  will  await  ihe  gianl  in  hi*  wrath  I 
Or  who  wUt  take  the  wingt  of  tilent  night. 
And  tcck  deliveiance  fnmi  bia  awoid  by  flight  t 
Thut  taith  the  Lord : — Ve  weak  of  laiih  and  heart 
Who  dare  not  IriBt  lbs  living  Gnd.  deparl ; 
Tbe  Angel  of  hii  preteniw  Icada  your  way, 


•ate.  at 


111  you  ai 


vhole  aaembly,  honn,  and  loul,  a 
Then  ligbi  fnm  Heaven  with  i     "       ' 
Pure  on  the  aliar  blued  the  ui 
And  npwania  lo  Ihcir  gtorioua  i 
Tbe  ncied  Rm  in  which  Ibe  ' 
While  Umnigh  the  everun^  gloom,  to  dialer 
Mom  o'er  ibe  Puti 

Awe-tlmck.  ibe  conitrefoiiun  knrel'd  aioufidi 
And  worabipp'd  wiih  Ihcir  fncei  rri  ilir  ground; 
Tbe  peace  of  God.  beyond  evpm»ion  tweet, 
Fiird  every  eiririi  humbled  ai  hia  feivt. 

lovo,  joy.  wonder,  dee^y  ntingltiig  lliere, 
Drew  ftoin  Uie  heart  miulleiable  prayer. 


look  Ihe  dead  in  Chiiat  nhill  riai 
tmmpel  caltt  Ibcm  from  Ihe  dual 
To  join  the  returteciion  of  Ibe  juil : 
You.  and  fmm  eanhly  jrceaneia  ao  relineii, 
(At  if  [he  tool  had  led  Ihe  Hndi  behind. 
Vet  wore  a  monnl  lemblDnce),  uprighl  flood 
The  great  Evnn^elirt  belbrc  die  Floud ; 
~    hiiD  the  vitinn  of  tbe  Almighiy  broke. 

i  future  dnici  were  pr«c«al  wliile  bo  apoko.' 

Tha  SainUthall  auffer;  righleoiMMM  thai! 

r  all  Ihe  world  iniquity  prevail ; 

nia,  in  fierce  eonlempt  of  nan  and  God, 

Sliall  rale  ihe  naiiona  with  an  iron  rod  ; 
rety  moonlain  idol-grovn  alinll  rise. 


Anddi 


(rvn.  wbote  py»  abaU  then  have  aean  ibea 
—One  ri^hteoua  Inmily.  and  only  olie.^ 
Saved  from  Ihal  wreck  of  Nalure.  nball  bdxiU 
The  new  Crcalion  liaing  fnini  the  old' 

"  O.  thai  Ihe  world  of  wirhcdnpM,  dtirtnijr'd, 
Migbl  lie  for  ever  wiihoul  liirm  and  mid '. 
Or,  Ihal  Ihe  earth,  lo  innocence  restored. 
Mighl  Aourith  a*  the  lanlcn  of  the  lArd.' 


THE  WORLD  BEFORE  THE  FLOOD. 


nll-d 

lealh.  and  apoll'd  lbs  gmve.' 
'!  are  thy  guTOfnu  ml, 
UK*  im^  WKW)  iMH  iniidit  tbe  vinuge  inad  I 
— ■  I  trail  Ihe  whw-pma  dT  the  fieH  sJone : 


t'hni  Keof  it  ihur  T— Amid.l  invol 
Tioontighi  lingen  uii  >  lonoly  iamb; 

No  noine  dJilurtB  llii  gatilen's  ballow'd  bound. 

Bui  ihfl  warch  Balking  on  Ihcit  midniuhl  roiim; 

Ab!  wbo  li«  hen.  tviih  mair'd  and  blcxidleaa  i 


TltFrtlbre  mr  v 


;  Ihef 

lin'd  me  while  1  liiUKhl. 
AVI  mine  own  aira  my  sainii'  mlvaiion  wroughl.' 
— Tbu*  may  thine  ann  lor  fvenmre  prevail; 
Thiia  may  Ihy  fix*,  O  Lord!  fbr  ever  lail ; 
C-apdre  by  thes  captirlly  be  led ; 
SmI  of  lh«  woman!  bruiHi  tha  •rrpmCa  head ; 
RadeFTM-r!  promiwd  aincB  the  WDrld  brgan. 
Bow  iha  high  hnnn*,  and  condowend  to  man. 

-  Hail  ID  tha  Day^priiig '.  dawuii^  tma  *la, 
Bnghl  in  Ihe  eail  i  we  hii  natal  ilar: 
Pnaoikeiv  of  hope !  liA  up  jwir  joyful  ey«a ; 
((r.lnima  the  King  of  Clai7  ftiim  ifae  tkicai 
IVhu  u  the  King  of  Gloiy  t— Mark  hii  bitlh : 
Iti  derp  humility  h*  auoiai  la  earth, 
Axunm  a  Servanl'a  Ibrm.  a  Pilgrim'i  lot. 

Though  a>igel«liaiia  hia  peaceful  adrsnl  greet, 
\a4  Uenlila  ««g««  wnnhip  al  hi*  feet 

-  Fair  a*  that  (orereign  Plant,  whiw  icioiu  ihoot 
tViih  healing  verdure,  and  iflimanal  fruii. 

TV  Tree  nf  Life,  bnide  the  UTrAra  thol  lavea 
Tha  field*  of  hradiaa  wiih  gladdening  Havea  j 
BaWd  hin  lia*  fnat  inbni^  lo  youth, 
The  t  aihpr't  image,  fall  o{  gnce  and  Irulh ; 
Tiied.  irmpled,  pniad  in  Krrei.  lill  ihe  hour, 
WtipB.  girl  wilh  mafkixaa.  hut  amy'd  wilh  powsr. 
Forth  la  iha  >|ant  of  tbe  Lord,  ai  lengih, 
Lika  (he  nin  ihining  in  merxluin  (irengih. 
Ha  goH  : — lo  preaeh  good  udingi  to  Iha  poor ; 
To  Wal  ih*  wound*  that  nature  c«nnot  curei 
To  tend  the  brohao-hMrted ;  Is  ronliol 
DiaaMC  and  death  i  to  laiie  Ihe  aiidiing  loul ) 
I'nbat  Ihe  dangeuo.  ael  Ihe  captive  frae, 
rraelaiiB  Iha  ju3raua  year  uf  liberty, 
And  from  the  ilepih  of  undiMDVer'd  night, 
Bmv  lil"  ukI  immorlality  to  light. 

-  Huw  bnuteoQ*  im  the  mminiaina  are  thy  feet. 
Tby  dna  hnw  cenely.  and  thy  i-oice  how  •wcei, 
awsr  the  Highm !— Who  «n  lell  ihv  lame  I 
Tha  DmT  ihall  hear  il.  while  ihe  Dumb  piorlajm ; 
Nm*  tad  the  Hind  heboid  their  Havinr-t  light, 
Tim  IjMM  fo  tbttb  reyiirins  in  Ihy  might ; 
CliSHa  wtlll  >  Imich  yon  kneelinfr  Le[>er'i  ikin ; 
rhiar  (Ut  pale  Penitent.  Ibrgive  her  amj 

<X  far  IhU  Modiar'a  laiih.  her  Danghin  apare; 
Kmtert  Iha  Manhr  K>  a  Faiher'a  pnyer; 


Hii  livid  limba  wilh  nail*  and  anKirgea  lom, 

Uia  aide  iranapierced,  hii  tamplea  wrouhed  wilh 

T  i*  !Ie,  Ihe  Man  of  Sonuna !  he  who  boiv 
Our  una  and  chaatiwrnent: — Hia  loib  are  o'er. 
On  eonh  erewhile  a  sufloring  life  he  Inl, 
Here  haih  he  Ibund  a  place  lo  lay  hia  head ; 
Kank'd  uilh  tranagreaan.  he  radgn'd  hii  brwUb, 
But  wilh  the  rich  he  made  hia  bed  in  death. 
Sweel  ia  ihe  gisve  whore  Angel*  waich  and  wee[b 
Sweci  ia  the  grave,  and  aanclilied  hia  tleep  i 
Kni.  O  my  apini!  by  Ihia  monyr'd  lonii, 
Thi*  wreiJi.  Ihai  aunk  beiieaih  ihe  Almighty  iwrni. 
When  aoodk  of  wmtL.  that  weigb'd  the  nurld  lo  bell. 
On  him  alone,  in  righieoii*  vengeance,  fell ; 
Whilq  men  deridod.  demona  urged  hia  hi>ea. 
And  God  Ibraoak  him. — tilt  the  awful  ckae ) 
Then,  in  triumphant  agony,  he  cried, 
— 'Ti*  Gitiib'dl' — bow'd  hia  aacred  bead,  and  died. 
Deaih.  aa  bo  alruck  that  nubleal  vieiim.  fiiund 
Ilia  iling  waa  loat  fer  ever  in  the  wound  { 
The  Grave,  that  bolda  hit  cone,  her  rirheti  priie. 
Shall  yield  him  bock,  ticiorioui,  id  ihe  akin. 

(live  way,  and  let  ibe  King  of  Glury  paaa  \ 

i — ye  golden  iiorlali  of  Ibe  aiiherea! 
Open,  tbe  Sun  of  Righleoiianeaa  ai)pesra. 

'  '  my  Spirit  binli  beneath  ibe  blaai. 
Thai  breaka,  and  brighlena  o'er  the  lallei  dnya. 
Whfui  every  loogue  hia  tmphin  ahall  proclaim. 
And  every  knee  ahall  wurWiip  at  hit  nnme ; 
For  He  ahull  reign  wilh  undivided  power. 
To  Canb'a  laal  bound*,  id  Nature'*  bnal  hoar. 

*Tia  doner — again  ihe  amquering  Chief  appeon 
i  the  dread  viaioti  of  diaaolving  yean  i 
»  veeiure  dipt  in  blood,  hi*  eyta  of  Uame, 
The  Wo«D  OF  Goii  hia  everlaating  name ! ' 
Thiined  in  mid-heaven,  wilh  cbudi  of  glory  a^aead 

in  judgment  on  ifae  quick  and  dead  j 
Strong  10  deliver ;  Sainta  I  your  aiaiga  pre|*ire ; 
frfMn  your  tnmba  lo  meet  him  in  tbe  air: 
crrible  in  Yengsance;  Siuncnl  bow' 
haughty  heada.  the  grave  prolccla  nol  Dow. 
L'ho  aJorie  in  muiul  ctnilict  trod 
mighty  wino-proaa  of  rhe  wmih  of  God, 
flhall  nil  the  cup  of  irembting  m  hi*  l<M, 
The  unminglnj  cup  of  ineiboualed  woeai 
The  proud  ahall  dtink  it  in  thai  dnadful  day, 
While  Earth  divolvea.  and  Heaven  i>  ruU'd  awiy. 


re  ceaaed  the  Pragihel : — From  ihe  i 
Ml  dim  HTpaIha  of  lireJIIutnincd  m 
Dnrknraa  had  &lrn  around ;  but  o'er  the 
The  Moon,  new-ria'n.difliHed  her  brijihien 


Aal  ba  Iha  RBountcnaa  or  -n 


tDui>! 


MONTGOMERY'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


CANTO  VL 


Jairaii'i  Moond  Interview  with  SUllah.  He  viaiti  the 
various  Dwellings  tcauered  throughout  the  Glen, 
and  in  the  Evening  tingB  to  his  llarp,  unidsl  the 
•Membled  inhabitants : — ^Address  u>  Twilight ;  Jo- 
Lal's  Song  of  the  Creation :  the  Power  of  Music 
iplified. 


»f 


with  the  toils  of  that  eventful  day, 
All  night  in  dreamless  slumber  Javan  lay ; 
But  early  springing  from  his  bed  of  leaves, 
Waked  by  the  songs  of  swallows  on  the  eavet, 
From  Enoch's  cottage,  in  the  cool  grey  hour. 
He  wander'd  forth  to  Zillah's  woodland  bower; 
There,  in  his  former  covert,  on  the  ground. 
The  firame  of  his  fomken  harp  he  found ; 
He  smote  the  boas ;  the  convex  orb  unstrung, 
Instant  with  sweet  reverberation  rung : 
The  minstrel  smiled,  at  that  sonorous  stroke. 
To  find  the  spell  of  harmony  unbroke ; 
Trickling  with  dew,  he  bore  it  to  the  cell ; 
There,  as  with  leaves  he  dried  the  sculptured  shell. 
He  thought  of  Zillah,  and  resolved  too  late 
To  plead  his  constancy,  and  know  his  fate. 

She,  from  the  hour,  when,  in  a  pilgrim's  goiaa, 
Javan  retum'd, — a  stranger  to  her  eyes. 
Not  to  her  heart, — ^from  anguish  knew  no  rest, 
Love,  pride,  resentment,  struggling  in  her  breafl. 
All  day  she  strove  to  hide  her  misery. 
In  vain  \ — a  mother's  eye  is  quick  to  see. 
Slow  to  rebuke,  a  daughter's  bashful  fean* 
And  SUUah's  mother  only  chid  with  tean : 
Night  came,  but  Javan  came  not  with  the  night  { 
Light  vanished,  Hope  departed  with  the  light; 
Her  lonely  couch  conccal'd  her  slecpleps  woes, 
But  with  the  morning  itar  the  maiden  rose. 
The  soil  refreshing  breeze,  the  onent  beams. 
The  dew,  the  misi  unrolling  from  the  strooms. 
The  light,  the  joy,  the  miinic  of  tho  hour. 
Stole  on  her  spirit  with  resistless  i-ower. 
With  healing  sweetness  soothed  her  fcver'd  btain. 
And  woke  the  pulse  of  tenderness  again. 
Thus  while  she  wander'd,  with  unconHcioiis  foet. 
Absent  in  thought,  she  reach'ij  her  sylvan  seat: 
The  youth  descried  her  not  umidst  the  wood, 
T^l,  like  a  vision,  at  his  side  she  stood. 
Their  eyes  enoounter'd ;  lioth  at  onco  exclaim'd. 
"  Javan ! "  and  "  Zillah ! "  —each  tbo  other  named ; 
Those  sounds  were  life  or  death  to  either  heart : 
He  rose ;  she  tum'd  in  terror  to  depart ; 
He  caught  her  hand ;  -**  O  do  not,  do  not  flee ! " 
— 4t  was  a  moment  ^f  eternity. 
And  now  or  never  must  he  plight  his  vow, 
Win  or  abandon  h  a  for  e\er  now. 

**  Slay : — hear  me,  Ziilah ! — every  power  above. 
Heaven,  earth,  ihyselt,  bear  witness  to  my  love! 
Thee  have  I  l<>vcd  (rom  earliest  infancy, 
Jdtved  with  supreme  aflection  only  thee. 
Long  in  these  shades  my  timid  passion  grew, 
Through  every  change,  in  every  trial  true ; 
1  loved  fhee  through  the  world  in  dumb  despair, 
i/wed  thee,  that  I  might  love  no  other  fiiir ; 


Guilty,  yet  fiuthful  still,  to  thee  I  fly, 
Receive  me,  love  me.  Zillah !  or  1  die/ 

Thus  Javan's  lips,  so  long  in  silence  seerd, 
With  sudden  vehemence  his  soul  reveal'd ; 
ZXWah  meanwhile  recover'd  power  to  speak. 
While  deadly  paleness  o\ercast  her  cheek: 
— **  Say  not, '  I  love  thee !  * — Wimess  every  tree 
Around  this  bower,  thy  cruel  scorn  of  me ! 
Could  Javan  love  me  through  the  worid,  yet  leave 
Her  whom  he  loved,  for  hopeless  years,  to  grieve i 
Returning,  could  bu  fmd  her  here  alone, 
Tet  pass  her  by,  imknowing,  as  unknown  ? 
All  day  was  she  forsaken,  or  forgot  ? 
Did  Javan  seek  her  at  her  lather's  cut  7 
That  cot  of  old  so  much  his  soul's  delight, 
His  mother's  seem'd  not  fairer  in  his  sight : 
No !  Javan  mocks  me ;  none  could  h>ve  so  well. 
So  long,  BO  painfully «— and  never  telL" 


**  Lovo  owns  no  law,'*  rejoin'd  the  pleading  youflU 
**  Except  obedience  to  eternal  truth : 
Deep  eireams  are  silent ;  from  the  generona  braasS, 
The  dearest  feelings  are  tbo  last  oonfest : 
Eire  while  I  strove  in  vain  to  break  my  peace, 
N*iw  I  could  ttdk  of  love  and  never  cease : 
-  -Still  had  my  trembling  passion  been  cunceal'd 
Still  but  in  parables  by  stealth  reveal'd. 
Had  not  thine  insmntaneous  presence  wrung. 
By  swift  smprise.  the  secret  from  my  tongue. 
Yet  hath  Affection  language  of  her  own. 
And  mine  in  every  thing  but  words  was  shown ; 
In  childhood,  as  the  bird  of  nature  fince. 
My  song  was  gladness,  when  I  sung  to  thee : 
In  youth,  whene'er  I  moum'd  a  bosom  flame. 
And  praised  a  maiden  whom  I  dunt  not  name, 
Couldvt  thou  not  then  my  hidden  thought  divine  f 
Didsl  thou  not  feel  that  I  was  wholly  tliine  f 
Wlien  for  vain-glory  I  forsook  thee  here. 
Dear  as  thou  wert,  unutterably  dear, 
From  virtue,  truth,  and  innocence  estranged. 
To  thee,  thee  only,  was  my  heart  unchanged ; 
And  as  I  loved  without  a  hope  befitre. 
Without  a  hope  1  loved  thee  yet  the  more. 
At  length,  when,  weary  of  the  ways  of  men. 
Refuge  I  sought  in  this  maternal  glen. 
Thy  sweet  remembrance  drew  me  from  afar. 
And  Zillah's  beauty  was  my  leading  iior. 
Here  when  I  found  thee,  fear  itself  grew  bold, 
Methought  my  tale  of  love  already  told  ; 
But  soon  thine  eyes  the  dream  of  folly  broke. 
And  I  from  bliss,  as  they  from  slumber,  wt>ke ; 
My  heart,  my  tongue,  were  chill'd  to  instant  stona. 
I  durst  not  speak  thy  name,  nor  give  my  own. 
When  thou  wert  vanish'd,  horror  and  upright 
Seized  me,  my  sins  uprose  before  my  sight ; 
Like  fiends  they  rush'd  upon  me ;  but  Despair 
Wrung  from  expiring  Faith  a  broken  prayer ; 
Strength  come ;  the  path  to  Enoch's  bower  1  trod 
He  saw  me,  met  me,  led  me  buck  to  God. 
O  Zillah !  while  1  sought  my  Maker's  grace. 
And  flesh  and  spirit  fail'd  before  Ilis  face. 
Thy  tempting  image  from  my  breast  1  drove. 
It  was  no  season  then  for  eartlily  love." — 

**  For  earthly  love  it  ii  no  season  now,'* 
Exclaim'd  the  maiden  with  reproachful  brow. 
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And  cfH  dnoagli  tMun  of  laodemMi  that  riMMM^ 

And  Toiee,  hftlf  peace,  hilf  angw,  m  iit  lone: 

*  Freely  ihy  peit  nnkindnew  I  ftifiTe, 

Content  lo  periih  hen, m  Jevan  Uv; 

TIm  tynnt*o  neneoe  to  oar  tribe  we  knew ; 

Jhm  Purierdie  never  oeek,  nor  ihun  n  fiie  t 

Then,  while  thoa  nnjreot,  firom  owift  doelnnliun 

fly; 

I  and  nqr  fiolMi^o  lioooe  ranlTe  lo  dbp" 


•With  liiee  and  with  thy  ftther^o 
Death  or  eaptmty,  u  Ja¥Bn*e  pnyer ; 
Reaone  fcr  ever  be  die  reeroant'il  lots 
If  I  ftnabo  thee  now,  I  love  thee  not*' 


nOQML  to  Doav 


Thai  while  he  irow'd,  a  gentle 
To  Zillah*i  Bpe,  bat  died  upon  her  tongoe ; 
Troanbling  ehe  tom*d,  and  haMen'd  to  the  fook» 
Beyond  tboee  woodo,  that  hid  her  folded  lloek, 
Whoie  Woatwifi  reach'd  her  ear,  with  hwd  wnpiaim 
Of  her  delay;  ihe  looeed  then  fiamiwinint ; 
TWii,  boanding  headlong  ftnh,  with  aniie  gloob 
TlMy  maa'd  in  all  the  joy  of  hberiy. 
Jbvan  bewie  her  walk*d  m  hi  a  dream. 
Mor  Bora  of  kyre  iwiew'd  the  ftidtlai 


Foidiwilh  IWmi  hoine  to  hoine  tfaroogboat  die 
glen, 
Thn  Iriende  whom  onee  he  knew  he  ioai^t  again  i 
Emk  hail'4  die  itraiifor  weloone  at  hii  boaidt 
Aa  kMt  bat  fimnd.  le  dead  to  life  reolored. 
Frmi  Eden'b  mmsp  no  tidhngi  earner  the  dqr 
In  awlU  tiyaciadon  pan'd  away. 
Ai  are  hii  haip  die  imd  endioiiaal  itna^ 
On  Adani*f  moant,  and  lo  die  htriarda  aonf ; 
While  youth  and  age,  an  eager  throng,  adMia 
The  mingling  muaie  of  die  voice  and  lyre^ 

**  I  love  thee,  Twilight !  ai  thy  fhadowi  rail. 
The  mlm  of  eveiung  •tcalf  open  my  wovl. 
Sublimely  tender,  lolemnly  oerene, 
Still  at  (he  hour,  enchanting  at  die  tcene. 
I  lu%*e  thee.  Twilight !  for  diy  gleanit  impart 
Their  dear,  dieir  djring  influence  to  my  heart. 
When  o'er  die  harp  of  thought  thy  paming  wind 
Awakens  all  the  mune  of  the  mind. 
And  Joy  and  Sonow,  as  the  tpirit  burnt. 
And  Hope  and  Memory  sweep  the  chorda  by  tuma. 
While  Contemplation,  on  teraphic  wingt, 
Moonti  widi  the  flame  of  lacriflce,  and  tinga. 
Tvirilight !  I  kive  thee ;  let  thy  glooms  increate 
Till  every  leelinc,  every  puhie  is  peace : 
Slow  fiora  the  tky  the  light  of  day  dedinea, 
f  nearer  within  the  dawn  of  glory  thinea. 
Revealing,  in  the  hour  of  Nature*!  rett, 
A  world  of  wonden  in  the  poct*8  breatt: 
IWper.  O  tn^-ilight !  then  thy  shadowi  roll. 
An  awful  viaion  opens  on  my  toul. 

*  On  each  an  evening,  to  divinely  calm. 
The  wooils  all  melody,  the  breezes  balm, 
Diiwn  in  a  vale,  whore  lucid  waters  8tray*d, 
An*.!  niiHintain-cedari  utretrhM  iheir  downward  shade. 
J'«(«il.  the  Prince  oi  Song  (in  youth  unknown). 
Retired  to  commune  with  hit  hnrp  nlone; 
For  Piill  he  ruined  it.  like  a  tecrct  thought. 
Long  cherith'd,  and  lo  late  perfection  vvToocht,— 

Ta 


And  itni,  with  canning  hand  and  eariow  ear, 

Enrieh'd,  ennobled,  and  enlarged  ita  Bpiief% 

Till  he  had  eompatt*d,  in  that  magic  ioomIp 

A  ioal  of  harmony,  a  heaven  of  toand. 

llien  tang  the  miiistrel,  in  liia  karel  bowv« 

Of  Natare'a  origin,  and  11000*8  power: 

-^  He  apake,  and  it  was  done^->Elamal  N||^ 

At  God'ii  command,  awaken'd  into  light; 

He  called  the  eleroenia.  Earth,  Ocean,  Air, 

He  cdlM  them  when  they  were  not,  and  they  niAt, 

He  knk'd  thraagh  qaoa,  and  kindling  o'ar  tha  dfb 

San,  moon,  and  ttan,  came  forth  to  noal  hie  iftt ' 

Hit  apirit  moved  apon  the  deaert  eartht 

And  aodden  Ufo  diraogh  all  diingt  Bwatiri^  to  UMh 

Blan  fltNn  the  dutt  he  raited  to  rale  the  vholni 

He  biaathed,  and  man  becama  a  living  aooli 

Throogh  Eden'a  grovet  the  Lord  of  Nalun  tn^ 

Upright  and  pare,  the  image  of  Ua  God. 

That  were  die  beaveiM  and  all  their  hotl  dfafl^f^dl 

In  witdom  thu  were  earth'a  fcnndatjona  laidi 

The  glorioat  tcene  a  holy  tabbadi  ckted ; 

Amidic  hit  workt  the  Onmipotent  repoatd; 

And  whOa  he  view*d,  and  bleat'd  dten  fkom  Mi 


All  worldt,  all  beinga,  worthipp'd  at  hia  ftett 
The  morning  tiam  in  choral  conoartaang^ 
The  rolling  deep  with  halleliQaha  ruig. 
Adoring  angeb  from  dieir  orfaa  njoice. 
The  voice  of  matic  wat  Creation'a  voicOi 

"'Alone  along  the  lyre  of  Natara  ai^*d 
The  matter-chord,  to  which  no  chord  repUedi 
For  Bfan,  while  blitt  and  baanty  ieign*d  araond. 

No  fond  oonpoiiMmi,  In  vAoaa  dearer  breati 

Hia  heart, rapininf  in  Ui  own,  migfat  rett;  / 

For.  bom  to  love,  die  heart  delighta  to  roam* 

A  kindred  boton  h  itt  happiett  home. 

On  earth*t  green  lap,  the  Father  of  mankind, 

In  mild  dejection,  thoughtfully  reclined ; 

Soft  o'er  his  eyes  a  sealing  tlumber  crept, 

And  Fancy  toothed  him  while  Reflectkm  tlept 

Then  God — who  thus  would  make  hitcountel  knoii^ 

Countel  that  will'd  not  man  to  dwell  alone. 

Created  Woman  with  a  tmile  of  gmce. 

And  left  the  smile  that  made  her  on  her  fooa. 

The  Patriarch's  eyelids  open'd  on  his  bride, 

— ^The  room  of  beauty  risen  from  his  side ! 

He  gazed  with  new-bom  rapture  on  her  charmi^ 

And  Love's  first  whi8{wrB  won  her  to  his  anna. 

Then,  tuned  to  all  the  chords  supremely  tweet 

Eiulting  Nature  found  her  lyre  comfdete. 

And  from  the  key  of  each  harmonioiit  splMre. 

Struck  muuc  H-orthy  of  her  Maker's  ear ' 

<*  Here  Jubol  paused  ;  for  grim  before  him  lay, 
Couch'd  like  a  lion  v^-atching  for  his  prey. 
With  bluod-rcd  eye  of  fascinating  fire, 
Fix'd,  like  the  gazing  serpent's,  on  the  lyre. 
An  awful  forai,  that  through  the  gloom  appeor'd. 
Half  brate,  half  human ;  wlione  U^rifc  beard. 
And  hoary  flakm  of  Imig  diKheveU'd  Iiair, 
Like  eagle's  pliinmse  nifllcd  b}'  the  air, 
Veil'd  a  soil  wreck  of  grandeur  and  of  grace, 
Ijmbs  torn  and  woundod,  a  maicsiic  fnce 
Dr»ep-plowed  by  Tiinc.  and  phn'tly  pale  with 
That  goaded  till  remono  to  nuidiifss  mae ; 
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llaanted  by  phantomi,  he  had  fled  hii  home, 
With  Mvage  beasts  in  solitude  to  roam ; 
Wild  as  the  waves,  and  wandering  as  the  wind, 
No  art  could  tame  him,  and  no  chains  could  bind : 
Already  seven  disastrous  yean  had  shed 
Biildew  and  blast  on  his  unsheltered  head ; 
His  bfiin  viras  ranitten  by  the  sun  at  noon, 
BDs  heart  was  withered  by  the  eold  night  moon. 

**  T  was  Cain,  the  sire  of  nations .-— Jobal  knew 
Hii  kindred  looks,  and  tremblingly  withdrew ; 
He,  darting  like  the  blaze  of  sudden  fire, 
Leap'd  o*er  the  space  between,  and  grosp'd  the  Ijrre: 
Snoer  with  life  the  struggling  bard  would  part, 
And,  ero  the  fiend  could  tear  it  from  his  heart. 
He  hofl'd  his  hand,  with  one  tremendous  stroke, 
Ottr  all  tiie  strings ;  whence  in  a  whiriwind  broke 
Such  tones  of  terror,  dissonance,  despair. 
An  till  that  hour  had  never  jarr'd  in  air. 
Astonish'd  into  marble  at  the  shock, 
Backward  stood  Cain,  unconscious  as  a  rock. 
Cold,  breathless,  motionless  through  all  his  frame ; 
But  soon  his  visage  quicken'd  into  flame. 
When  Jubal's  hand  iho  cnmhing  jargon  changed 
To  melting  harmony,  and  nimbly  ranged 
From  chord  to  chords  ascending  sweet  and  clear, 
Then  rolling  down  in  thunder  on  the  ear ; 
With  power  the  pulse  of  anguish  to  restrain. 
And  charm  the  evil  spirit  from  the  brain. 

**  Slowly  recovering  from  that  trance  profound, 
Bewilder'd,  touch'd,  transported  with  the  sound, 
Cain  view'd  himself,  the  bard,  the  earth,  the  sl^. 
While  wonder  fhish'd  and  faded  in  his  eye. 
And  reason,  by  alternate  frenzy  crost, 
Nbw  seem'd  restored,  and  now  for  ever  lost 
So  shines  the  moon,  by  glimpses,  through  her  shrouds, 
When  windy  Darkness  rides  upon  the  clouds. 
Till  through  the  Uue,  serene,  and  nilent  night. 
She  reigns  in  full  tranquillity  of  light 
Jubal,  with  eager  hope,  beheld  the  chase 
Of  strange  emotions  hurrying  o'er  his  face, 
And  waked  his  noblest  numbers  to  control 
The  tide  and  tempest  of  the  maniac's  soul : 
Through  many  a  maze  of  melody  they  flew, 
They  roae  like  incense,  they  distill'd  like  dew, 
Poar*d  through  the  sufllerer's  breast  delicious  balm. 
And  soothed  remembrance  till  remorse  grew  calm. 
Till  Cain  fersook  the  solitary  wild. 
Led  by  the  minstrel  like  a  weaned  child. 
Oh !  lud  you  seen  him  to  his  home  restored. 
How  yociig  and  old  ran  forth  to  meet  their  lord ; 
How  friends  and  kindred  on  his  neck  did  fall. 
Weeping  aloud,  while  Cain  oiitwept  them  all : 
Biithtnh! — thencefor%\-ard,  when  recoiling  care 
Luwer*d  on  his  brow,  and  sadden'd  to  despair, 
The  lyru  of  JuUil,  with  divincst  art. 
Repell'd  Uie  demon,  and  rovivod  his  heart 
Thus  Song,  the  breath  of  heaven,  hod  power  to 

bmd 
In  chains  uf  harmony  the  mightiest  mind ; 
1*hus  Muiiir's  empire  in  the  soul  be^n. 
The  fimt-^m  Poet  ruled  the  firat-bom  Man." 

Wliil    «avan  sung,  the  shadows  fell  around. 
The  nMiving  glow-worm  brighten'd  on  the  ground, 


He  ceased :  the  mute  assembly  nise  in  tears; 
Delight  and  wonder  were  chastised  with  (ean; 
That  heavenly  harmony,  unheard  before. 
Awoke  the  feeling, — ^  Who  shall  hear  it  more?* 
The  sun  had  set  in  glory  on  their  sight 
For  them  in  vain  might  mom  restore  the  light ; 
Though  self-devoted,  through  each  mortal  frame. 
At  thought  of  Death,  a  cold  sick  shuddering  came. 
Nature's  mfirmity ; — but  fhith  was  given, 
The  flame  that  lifli  the  sacrifice  to  Heaven : 
"nirough  doubt  and  darkness  then  beyond  the  skiea 
Eternal  prospects  open'd  on  their  eyes ; 
Already  seem'd  the  immortal  spirit  free, 
And  Death  wm  swallowed  up  in  victory. 


CANTO  vn. 


Hie  Ptitriarcfas  and  their  Families  carried  aw«y  cap- 
tive by  a  Detachment  from  the  Anny  of  the  In- 
vaden, — ^The  tomb  of  Abel :  his  Murder  by  Cain 
described. — ^The  Origin  of  the  Giants:  the  Infiuicy 
and  early  Adventures  of  their  King :  the  Leader 
of  their  Host  encamped  in  Eden. 


The  flocks  and  herds  throughout  the  glen  reposed. 
No  human  eyelid  there  in  slumber  closed ; 
None,  save  the  infant's  on  the  mother's  breast ; — 
With  arms  of  love  caressing  and  carest. 
She,  while  her  elder  ofispring  round  her  clun^ 
Each  eye  intent  on  hers  and  mute  each  tongue. 
The  vmce  of  Death  in  every  murmur  heard. 
And  felt  his  touch  in  every  limb  that  stirr'd. 

At  midnight  down  the  forest  hills,  a  train 
Of  eager  warriors  from  the  host  of  Cain, 
Burit  on  the  stillness  of  the  scene .- — they  spread 
In  bends,  to  clutch  the  victims  ere  they  fled ; 
Of  flight  unmindful,  at  their  summons,  msc 
Those  victims,  meekly  yielding  to  their  foes ; 
Though  woman  wept  to  leavo  her  home  behind. 
The  weak  were  comforted,  the  strong  rcj^ign'd. 
And  ere  the  moon  descending  o'er  the  vnle. 
Grew,  at  the  bright  approach  of  moniiiig,  pale, ' 
Collected  thus,  the  patriarchal  clan, 
With  strengthen'd  confidence,  their  marrh  began. 
Since  not  in  ashes  were  their  dwellings  laid. 
And  death,  though  threaten'd  still,  was  still  delay 'd. 
Struck  with  their  fearless  innocence,  ihoy  sa*v 
Their  fierce  assailants  cherk'd  with  itacred  awe ; 
The  foe  became  a  phalanx  of  defence, 
And  brought  them,  like  a  guard  of  Anirels.  thenca 
A  vista-path,  that  through  the  forcfit  leil 
(By  Javan  shunii'd  when  from  the  camp  he  fleil). 
The  pilgrims  trork'd  till  on  the  mountaiirH  height 
They  met  the  sun  new  rin'n,  in  clorious  liuht ; 
Empur|>leil  mists  along  the  lamltrnpe  n»ird. 
And  all  the  orient  flamed  with  clouds  of  gold. 


Here,  while  they  halltxl,  on  their  knees  they 
To  (Sod  the  Mcrifice  of  prayer  and  pmiitc  ; 
— Glory  to  Thee,  f<>r  every  ble^incj  nhod. 
In  days  of  peace,  on  our  proiecteil  head  ; 
fJloiy  to  Ther,  lor  fortitude  to  l»ear 
The  wrath  of  man,  rejoicing  o'er  despair ; 

2iJ2 


THE  WORLD  BEFORE  TBI  FLOOR 


ifloqr  to  Hm,  wkBt0vw  ai  bdUlt 

For  fiuth  en  thf  TictorioiM  mmm  to  dHi 

'^'         ntettfMlpurpoMifiilfil; 

OGod!  to MOftr  an  thy  will." 


Wt 


RiAwh'd  and  nvted,  on  Uieir  cooim  dwj  mnl^ 
Era  the  doudi  meltod  (nm  the  fiimuMnt; 
Odonahraad  the  windi  of  monung  braeUMb 
And  fieih  with  dew  the  herbage  epnng  beniatfa; 
Down  firom  the  hiUi,  that  gently  iloped  awqr 
To  the  brood  river  ahining  into  day. 
They  paoiU  along  the  brink  the  path  they  hi|i^ 
Wharo  high  aloof  o*er«rching  willowo  wep^ 
Whoae  alvefy  fiiliage  gliiten'd  in  the  beam, 
And  floating  diadowi  fringed  the  cheqnar'd.i 

Adtjaeent  rooe  a  myrtle-planled  moand» 
Whoae  opiiy  top  a  granite  fiagnient  erown'd ; 
nnetored  with  nany-oolor^d  nKMO*  the  flonob 
Rich  eo  a  doud  of  iununer  evening,  ihooa 
Aoudit  endrcling  verdure,  that  arrayed 
Thm  beanteooo  hillock  with  a  oope  of  diadei 

'■JBvan!**flakI  Enodi,  "on  thiiopQi  began 
Tlw  ftial  cnne ^— man  periifa*d  hera  by  nant 
The  aariieot  death  a  ton  of  Adam  died 
Waa  Manler,  and  that  murder  fratricide ! 
Hera  Abel  IbU  a  corra  along  thii  ahora ; 
Hera  Cain'f  rtooiling  ftotttepa  reek*d  vrith  forai 
Honor  npraind  hia  locin,  unloooed  hie  kneeo; 
He  heani  a  voice;  he  hid  among  the  treea; 
— ^  \Vhera  ii  thy  brother  r-<-Fran  the  wfairiwind 
TV  voiee  jT  God,  aowbt  enfidding  aamai 
— '  Am  I  ay  brother^!  keeper  T*  hoam  and  kw, 
Cain  araittr^d  from  the  eopMr-' that  I  ohouU  kaowf 
— ^  What  hart  thoa done  ^--For  vengeance totheikiea, 
Lo!  fiom  theduiit  the  blood  of  Abel  crieot 
rant  from  the  earth  that  drank  hia  bkxxl,  with  toil 
Hiine  hand  shall  plow  in  vain  her  barren  toil ; 
An  eiile  and  a  wanderer  ibou  fhalt  be ; 
A  brocher*t  eye  ihall  never  look  on  thee.'— 

**  The  vhiiddering  culprit  answer*d  in  dcipair, 
— *  Greater  tho  punishment  than  flesh  can  biBor.' 
— ^  Yet  shalt  thou  bear  it ;  on  thy  brow  roveal'd, 
Thaa  be  thy  sentence  and  thy  safeguard  seal'd. 
Silently,  swiflly  as  the  lightning's  blast, 
A  haiKl  of  fire  athwart  his  temples  paai'd ; 
He  ran,  as  in  the  terror  of  a  dream. 
To  qoench  his  burning  anguish  in  the  stream ; 
Bat,  bending  o*er  the  brink,  the  swelling  wave 
Back  to  the  eye  his  brsnded  visage  gave ; 
As  soon  on  murder'd  Abel  durst  he  look; 
Vet  power  to  fljr  his  palsied  limbs  forsook ; 
There,  tum*d  to  stone  for  his  presumptuous  crime, 
A  monnmeht  of  wrath  to  latest  time. 
Might  Cain  have  stood ;  but  Mercy  raised  his  head 
Id  prayer  for  helpw — his  strength  retum*dr— be  fled. 
That  mount  of  myrtlca,  o'er  their  favorite  child. 
Eve  planted,  and  the  hand  of  Adam  piled; 
Von  wmamy  stone,  abo%-e  his  ashes  raised. 
His  aliar  once,  with  Abel's  oflfering  blaied, 
Hlwn  God  well  pleased  beheld  the  flamra  arise, 
And  smiled  acceptance  on  the  sacriHce.** 

Enoch  to  Javan,  walking  at  his  side. 
Thos  bald  diseoaiM  apart :  the  youth  replied ; 


••  RaU«¥aA  ftoB  toa,  AoQgh  Odn  ii  gana  to  VHl, 
And  the  tnrf  flowers  on  his  disbvrthen'd  braaal^ 
Amongst  hia  race  the  murdering  spiiit  raigiM^ 
But  rioia  fierceat  in  the  gianls'  veiDaL 
•—Sprung  from  ftlae  leagoea,  when  mammw  \off9 

combined 
Tlie  eons  of  God  and  danghtan  of  mankind, 
Selfetyled  the  progeny  of  Heaven  and  earth, 
Eden  firrt  gave  the  wnrld'a  opprearoia  birth ; 
Thence,  far  away,  beneath  the  linig  aooiw 
Or  wfam  the  shadow  vanishea  at  noon. 
The  adulterooB  mothen  firom  the  sirea  wilUmri 
— Nont  In  lomriant  dimee,  their  offtpring  gtowi 
TiU,  aa  in  stature  o*er  mankind  they  Urm^d, 
And  giantetrengih  all  mortal  strength  o'aipoiNf^d, 
To  Heaven  the  proud  Uasphemen  raiaad  iheirafni 
And  scom'd  the  tardy  vengeance  of  the  ddais 
On  earth  invindUe,  they  sternly  broke 
Love's  willing  bonds,  and  Natnre'ii  kindred  yoltoi 
Mad  for  dominion,  with  remondcse  away, 
Compeird  their  reptile-brathren  to  obey, 
And  doom'd  their  human  herds,  with  thawkleae  toli 
like  brutea,  to  grow  and  perieh  on  the  aqil. 
Their  aole  irdieritance,  throogh  lingering  yeaii^ 
The  breed  of  miseiy  and  the  cup  of  tean^ 
The  tasks  of  oxen,  vrith  the  hira  of  slavey 
Dishonor'd  Uvea,  mid  desecrated  graven 

**  When  war,  that  seM^inflicted  scourge  of  niBBt 
His  boMest  crime  and  bitterest  eurse^ — began ; 
As  lions  fierce,  aa  fbrest-cedan  tall. 
And  terrible  as  torrents  in  their  fall, 
Headlong  from  rocks,  through  vales  and  vinayariB 

huri'd, 
Theee  men  of  prey  laid  wasto  the  eaetem  woiU. 
They  taught  their  tributary  hordea  to  wield 
The  sword,  red-flaming,  throogh  the  death  eUuw 

field, 
With  strenuous  arm  the  nprooled  rock  to  throw. 
Glance  the  light  arrow  firom  the  bounding  borw, 
Wliirl  the  broad  shield  to  nwei  the  darted  eUnkib 
And  stami  to  combat,  like  the  myielding  oak. 
Then  eye  from  eye  with  fell  suspicion  turaM, 
In  kindred  brcosts  unnatural  hatred  bura'd! 
Brother  met  brother  in  the  lista  of  alrife. 
The  son  lay  lurking  for  the  folher'a  life ; 
With  rabid  inntinct.  men  who  never  knew 
Each  other's  fiice  before,  each  other  slew ; 
All  tribes,  oil  nations  leam'd  the  fiual  art. 
And  every  haiul  wan  arm'd  to  pierce  a  bean 
Nor  man  alone  the  giants*  might  subdued ; 
— ^The  camel,  wean'd  from  quiet  solitude, 
(!raze«l  round  their  camps,  or  slow  along  the  rna^ 
'Midst  miirchini;  legions,  bore  the  serxile  load. 
With  flying  forelock  and  dishevell'd  mane, 
Thf'V  caught  the  viild  steed  prancing  o'er  the  plain 
For  war  or  pontime  rein'd  his  fleiy  force ; 
Fleet  ss  the  wind  he  stretch'd  along  the  course. 
Or  loudly  neighing  at  the  trumpet's  stHind. 
With  h(Kt6  of  thunder  smote  the  indented  ground 
The  eiKirmnns  elephant  ubey'd  their  will, 
And.  tamed  lo  cruelty  with  direst  skill. 
Roar'd  for  the  liattle.  when  he  felt  the  gi«d. 
And  hie  pnnid  loni  bin  sinewy  neck  hewtmdo 
Thnuigh  crofihinK  ronkB  rrsintlcM  havoc  lioiw 
And  wriibed  liin  trunk,  and  bothed  his  tu^ks  in 
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"Thm  while  the  giants  trampled  frienda  and  fcea, 
Amongit  their  tribe  a  mighty  chiefkain  roee ; 
Ilia  birth  myaterious,  but  traditions  tell 
What  strange  events  his  infimcy  befell. 

**  A  goat-herd  fed  his  flock  on  many  a  steep, 
Where  Even's  rivers  swell  the  southern  deep ; 
A  melancholy  man,  who  dwell  alone, 
Yet  far  abroad  his  evil  fame  was  known, 
The  fint  of  woman  bom,  that  might  presume 
To  wake  the  dead  bones  mouldering  in  the  tomb, 
And,  from  the  gulf  of  imcreated  night, 
Call  phantoms  of  futurity  to  light 
T  was  said  his  voice  could  stay  the  falling  flood. 
Eclipse  the  sun,  and  turn  the  moon  to  blood, 
Roll  back  the  planets  on  their  golden  cars. 
And  from  the  Armament  unfix  the  stars. 
Spirits  of  Are  and  air,  of  sea  and  land. 
Ouae  at  his  call,  and  flew  at  his  command ; 
His  spells  so  potent,  that  his  changing  breath 
Open'd  or  shut  the  gates  of  life  and  death. 
O'er  Nature's  powers  he  claim'd  supreme  control. 
And  held  communion  with  all  Nature's  soul : 
The  name  and  place  of  every  herb  he  knew. 
Its  healing  balsam,  or  pemidnus  dew : 
The  meanest  reptile,  and  the  noblest  birth 
Of  ocean's  caverns,  or  the  living  earth, 
Obey'd  his  mandate : — loid  of  all  the  rest, 
Man  more  than  all  his  liidden  art  confess'd, 
Cringed  to  his  face,  consulted,  and  revered 
His  oraclesr— detested  him,  and  fear'd. 

•*  Once  by  the  river,  in  a  waking  dream. 
He  stood  to  watch  the  ever-running  stream. 
In  which,  reflected  upward  to  his  eyes, 
He  giddily  lonk'd  down  upon  the  skies. 
For  thus  he  feign'd,  in  his  ecstatic  mood. 
To  summon  divination  from  the  flood. 
His  steady  view  a  floating  object  cross'd ; 
His  eye  ptiraued  it  till  the  sight  was  losU — 
An  outcast  infiint  in  a  fragile  bark ! 
The  river  whirl'd  the  w^il low- woven  ark 
Down  tow'rds  the  deep ;  the  tide  returning  bore 
The  little  voyager  unharm'd  to  shore : 
Him  in  his  cradle-ship  securely  bound 
With  swathing  skins,  at  eve  the  goat-herd  found. 
Nurst  l>y  that  foster-sire,  austere  and  rude, 
'MidA  rocks  and  glens,  in  savage  solitude. 
Among  the  kids,  the  rescued  foundling  grew. 
Nutrition  from  whose  shaggy  dams  he  drew, 
1^11  baby-curls  his  broader  temples  crown'd. 
And  t4»rrid  suns  his  flexile  limbs  embrown'd  : 
Then  as  he  sprang  from  green  to  florid  age. 
And  rose  to  giant-stature,  stage  by  stage. 
He  room'd  the  valleys  with  his  browsing  flock. 
And  leapt  in  joy  of  youth  from  rock  to  rock ; 
(Himbd  the  sharp  precipice's  steepest  breast, 
To  seize  the  eagle  brooding  on  her  nest, 
And  rent  his  way  through  matted  woods,  to  tear 
The  skulking  panther  from  his  hidden  lair. 
A  tnxlden  serpent,  horrible  and  vast, 
Sproi.^  on  the  heedless  rover  as  he  pass'd ; 
IJmb  l(H?k'd  o'er  limb,  with  many  a  straitening  fold 
Ot  orlw  inextricably  involved,  he  roll'd 
On  earth  in  vengeance,  broke  the  twisted  toils. 
Strangled  the  hissing  ^end.  and  wore  the  spoils. 


With  hardy  exerdte,'aiid  crnel  art. 
To  nerve  the  frame,  and  petrify  the  heart. 
The  wizard  train'd  his  pupil,  from  a  span. 
To  thrice  the  bulk  and  majesty  of  man. 
iflis  limbs  were  sinewy  strength :  commanding 
And  dauntless  spirit  sparkled  in  his  face ; 
His  arm  could  pluck  the  lion  from  his  prey, 
And  hold  the  bom'd  rhinoceros  at  bay ; 
His  feet  o'er  highest  hills  pursue  the  hind. 
Or  tire  the  ostrich  buoyant  on  the  wind. 


**  Yet  *t  was  the  stripling's  chief  delight  to  brmvo 
l*he  river's  wrath,  and  wrestle  with  the  wave ; 
When  torrent  rains  had  swoln  the  furious  tide. 
Light  on  the  foamy  suige  he  loved  to  ride ; 
When  calm  and  clear  the  stream  }^'9M  fitxit  to  flow. 
Fearless  he  dived  to  search  the  caves  below. 
His  childhood's  story,  oflen  told,  had  viTought 
Sublimest  hopes  in  his  aspiring  thought. 
— Once  on  a  cedar,  from  its  mountain-throne 
Pluck'd  by  the  tempest,  forth  he  sail'd  alone. 
And  reach 'd  the  gulf; — with  eye  of  eager  fire. 
And  flushing  cheek,  he  watch'd  the  shores  ntum. 
Till  sky  and  water  wide  around  were  spread ; 
— Straight  to  the  sun  he  thought  his  voyage  led. 
With  shouts  of  transport  hail'd  its  setting  light* 
And  follow'd  all  the  long  and  lonely  night: 
But  ere  the  morning-star  expired,  he  found 
His  stranded  bark  once  more  on  earthly  gronnd. 
Tears,  wrung  from  secret  shame,  suflTused  hia  tj^m 
When  in  the  east  he  saw  the  sun  arise ; 
Pride  quickly  check'd  them : — young  amKtioo  banV 
For  bolder  enterprise,  as  he  relum'd. 

**  Tlirough  snares  and  deaths  punumg  &im  aid 
power, 
He  scom'd  his  flock  frogi  that  adventurous  hour. 
And.  leagued  with  monsters  of  rungenial  birth, 
Began  to  scourge  and  subjugate  the  earth. 
Meanwhile  the  sons  of  Cain,  who  till'd  the  toil. 
By  noble  arts  had  Icam'd  to  lighten  toil ; 
Wisely  their  scatter'd  knowicHJge  he  combined; 
Yet  had  an  hundred  years  matured  his  mind. 
Ere  with  the  strength  that  laid  the  forest  low. 
And  skill  that  made  the  iron  furnace  glow. 
His  genius  launch'd  the  keel,  and  sway'd  the  helm 
(His  throne  and  sceptre  on  the  wat'ry  realm). 
While  from  the  tent  of  his  expended  sail. 
He  eyed  the  heavens  and  flew  before  the  gale, 
Tlie  first  of  men  whose  courage  knew  to  guide 
The  bounding  ^  esscl  tlirough  the  refluent  tide. 
Then  swore  the  Giant,  in  his  pride  of  soul. 
To  range  the  universe  from  pole  to  pole. 
Rule  the  remotest  nations  with  his  nod. 
To  live  a  hero,  and  to  die  a  god. 


**  This  is  the  king  that  wars  in  F.den  : — now, 
Fulfilld  at  length  he  deems  his  early  vow; 
His  foot  both  overrun  the  world. — his  hand 
Smitten  to  dust  the  pride  of  evcr>'  land  : 
Tlie  Patriarchs  lost,  beneaih  hi^  impious  rod, 
Ue  dooms  to  perish  or  ohjurr  their  God. 
— O  God  of  truth!  rebuke  the  tyrant's  rage. 
And  save  the  remnant  of  thine  heritage." 

When  Javan  ceased,  they  stood  upon  the  height 
Where  first  he  rested  on  h^  lonely  flight, 
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IW  hod  €f  Edoi  in  pewpecilf  kv. 

TwM  nooBi    ihay  timed  then,  tiU  miMer  hom 

Wok*  with  light  sin  the  braeth  of  •Toninf  llowtn. 


CANTO  VIIL 


Iho  Seone  cheagM  to  a  Moanuin,  OD  thoSuwhitof 
which,  beneoth  the  Shade  of  andent  Trtee,  the 
Giaim  are  ■■eiabled  round  their  King.  AMiiMfel 
■ngi  the  Monarch*!  PraiMt,  an^  deecribee  the 
Denniction  of  the  Remnant  of  the  Force  of  hk 
enrmie^  in  an  AiMuiIt,  by  land  and  Water*  on 
their  Encampment,  between  the  Foroit  on  the 
eoeiem  Fbin  of  Eden  and  the  River  lo  the  Weat 
Hw  Captive  Patriarche  are  preaented  befere  the 
Xing  ani  hii  Chieftaina. 


f^F 
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"'niBUB  ia  a  living  apirit  in  the  Lyi% 
A  teeath  of  anMc  and  a  aool  of  fire; 
It  apaaka  a  language,  to  the  world  unknown; 
it  apeaka  that  language  lo  the  Bard  akxie; 
While  warbled  aymphoniea  entrance  hia  ean. 
Thai  aiarit'a  voice  in  eveiy  tone  he  heari : 
Tia  hk  the  ayatie  meaning  lo  rehcane. 
To  alter  omelea  in  glowing  votm, 
Hcraic  thimea  from  eg*  to  eg*  prokmg. 
And  make  the  dead  in  nature  live  in  aong. 
Thongh  graven  rocka  the  wanior*a  deeda  prodaha, 
And  amniaina,  hewn  lo  atatuea*  wear  hii  names 
npugh,  ahrined  in  adamant.  hiaralicalM 
Baneaih  a  pfnumd,  that  acaka  the  akjr ; 
All  that  the  hand  hath  ftahion'd  ahall  decay ; 
All  that  the  eye  admirea  shall  paai  away ; 
Thm  mouldering  rocka,  the  hero's  hope  shall  fiiil, 
Earthquakea  ahall  heave  the  mountains  to  the  vale, 
Thm  shrine  of  adamant  betray  ita  trust. 
And  the  proud  pyramid  resolve  to  duat: 
The  I^rre  akme  immortal  fame  serurea. 
For  Song  alone  through  Nature'a  change  endurea; — 
Tranafuaed  like  life,  from  breast  lo  breast  it  glows. 
From  »ire  lo  aon  by  aure  succession  flows. 
Speeds  ita  unceaaing  flight  from  dime  to  clime, 
Ouitfripping  Death  upon  ;he  winga  of  Time. 

**  Soul  of  the  Lyre !  whoae  magic  power  can  raiae 
Inapiring  vkaoos  of  departed  days, 
Or,  with  the  glimpses  of  mysterious  rh3nne, 
DunTi  on  the  dreama  of  unawaken'd  Time  \ 
Soul  (>f  the  Lyre !  instruct  thy  bard  to  aing 
Hm  latest  triumph  of  the  Giant>king, 
Who  seea  thia  day  his  orb  of  glory  fill'd  : 
•^n  what  creative  numbers  shall  I  build. 
With  what  etalted  atnuin  of  music  crovtn, 
Hia  everlasting  pillar  of  renown  f 
IVxich,  like  the  rainbow,  by  a  \%-ondrotis  birth. 
He  s(innc  tu  light,  the  joy  of  heaven  and  earth ; 
TKoiich.  like  the  rainbow* — fur  ho  cannot  dioi— 
His  fi^no  shall  pan  unseen  into  tho  sky ; 
Say.  »hall  the  hero  share  the  cov^-ard's  lot, 
Vaai»h  from  earth,  inglorioiuily  l«>rf;ot  t 
\o!  the  divinity  that  rulea  the  Lyre, 
And  rliiihea  thoe  lipa  wiih  eloquence  of  fire 
29 


the  aoQg  to  riae  in  <|naiirii]e« 
And  light  the  wurid  lor  aver  with  hii  ftmeu" 

Thoa  on  a  monntain'a  venerable  head. 
Where  treea,  coeval  with  creatioo,  apiead 
Their  nprny-twiated  branchea,  green  and  gray. 
Mature  below,  their  lopa  in  diy  decay, 
A  bard  of  Jnbal'a  lineage  proudly  aung^ 
Then  atay*d  awhile  the  r^iturea  of  hii  tongm: 
A  about  of  bomble  applauae,  that  rant 
Hie  echoing  hilb  and  anawering  firmament, 
Burat  fiom  the  Gianta,— -where  in  barhanma  ataltb 
Fluah'd  with  new  wine,  anmnd  their  king  they  MM' 
A  chieftain  each,  who,  on  hia  braien  car, 
Had  led  an  boat  of  meaner  men  to  war; 
And  now  from  recent  fight  on  £den*a  plain. 
Where  fell  their  fcea,  in  helpleaa  eonfiict  dahv 
Victorioualy  retum*d,  beneath  the  treea 
They  reat  from  toil,  carouaing  at 


Adjacent,  where  the  monntain*a  apadoua  bnMt 
Opea*d  in  aiiy  grandeur  to  the  weal. 
Huge  pilea  of  fjagrant  cedars,  on  the  groandf 
Aa  altars  blaaed,  while  victima  bled  aroond. 
To  goda,  whoae  worship  vaniah*d  with  the  Floo4 
— ^Divinitiea  of  braaa,  and  alone,  and  wood. 
By  man  himaelf  in  hia  own  image  made; 
The  find  creator  to  the  creature  pray*d! 
And  he,  who  fhim  the  Ibreat  or  the  rock 
Hew*d  the  rough  mam,  adored  the  ahapen  blodt! 
Then  aeem'd  hia  flocka  ignoble  in  hia  eyea, 
Hia  choioeat  herda  too  mean  for  aacrifice. 
He  pour'd  hia  brethren'a  blood  upon  the  pyre, 
And  pom'd  hia  aona  to  demona  through  the  fiie. 

Exalted  o*er  the  vassal  chieft.  behold 
Their  sovereign,  caat  in  Nature*a  mightieat  mould ; 
Beneath  an  oak,  whnae  woven  boughs  diaplay'd 
A  verdant  canopy  of  light  and  shade, 
Throned  on  a  rock  the  Giant-king  appears. 
In  the  full  manhood  of  fi\*e  hundred  yean ; 
His  robe,  the  spoils  of  lions,  by  his  might 
Dragged  from  tlieir  dens,  or  slain  in  chase  or  fight  | 
His  raven  locks,  unblanch'd  by  withering  Timob 
Amply  disheveird  o*er  his  brow  sublime; 
His  dark  eyes,  flush'd  with  restless  radiance,  _ 
Like  broken  moonlight  rippling  on  the  stream. 
Grandeur  of  aoul,  which  nothing  might  appal. 
And  nothing  satisfy  if  less  than  all, 
Had  stamp'd  upon  his  air,  his  fbrm,  his  fiux^ 
The  character  of  calm  and  awful  grace ; 
But  dircfft  cruelty,  by  guile  reprcst, 
Lurk'd  in  the  dark  volcano  of  his  breast. 
In  silence  brooding,  like  the  rccret  power 
That  springs  iho  earthquake  at  the  midnight  hour. 

From  Eden's  siunmit.  with  obdurate  pride. 
Red  from  afar,  the  bottle  scene  he  eyed. 
Where  late  he  crush'd,  with  one  remoreelesa  blow. 
The  remnant  of  his  last  and  noblest  foe ; 
At  hand  he  view'd  tho  trophies  of  his  toils 
Henls,  flocks,  and  steeds,  the  world's  collected  apode 
Below,  his  legions  morch'd  in  war  amy, 
Unstain'd  with  blood  in  that  unequal  fray 
— An  hundred  tribee,  wluise  sons  iheir  anna  had  wAriM 
Without  contention,  from  the  field  nt  niom, 
Thetr  bands  di%-iding,  when  the  fiKht  was  woo, 
Darken'd  the  region  towards  the  slanting  sui^ 
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lAa  cloadi,  whoM  ihodowi  n*er  the  landioape  nil, 

-^Whilc  to  their  cmmp,  that  Hll'd  the  northern  rale, 

A  wmving  aea  of  tenta,  immenaely  spread. 

The  trumpet  aununon'd,  and  the  banners  led. 

With  theae  a  train  of  captives,  sad  and  slow. 

Moved  to  a  death  of  shaime,  or  life  of  woe, 

A  death  oo  altars  hateful  to  the  skiea, 

Or  life  in  chaina,  a  slower  sacrifice. 

Fair  amiled  the  free  of  Nature  '^— all  serene, 

And  lovely.  Evening  tranquillized  the  scene ; 

The  furiea  of  the  fight  were  gone  to  reat, 

mie  doodleaa  sun  grew  broader  down  the  weat. 

The  hills  beneath  him  melted  from  the  sight. 

Receding  through  the  heaven  of  purple  light ; 

Along  the  plain  the  maze  of  rivers  ivU'd, 

And  verdant  shadows  gleam'd  in  wavea  of  gold. 

Thus  while  the  tynni  cast  his  haughty  eye 
(Xer  the  broad  landscape  and  incumbent  sky, 
Hai  heart  exulting  whispered — **  All  is  mine. 
And  heard  a  voice  from  all  things  answer  "lliine.*' 
Such  was  the  matchless  chief,  whose  name  of  yore 
Fill'd  the  wide  world ; — his  name  is  known  no  more : 
O  that  for  ever  fW>m  the  rolls  of  frme. 
Like  his,  had  perish'd  every  conqueror's  name! 
Then  had  mankind  been  spared,  in  afteMimea, 
Their  greatest  sufferings  and  their  greateat  Crimea. 
The  hero  scourges  not  his  age  alone, 
His  curae  to  late  posterity  is  known ; 
He  slays  his  thousands  with  his  living  breath. 
His  tens  of  thousands  by  his  frme  in  death. 
Achilles  quench'-d  not  all  his  wrath  on  Greece, 
llirough  Homer's  song  its  miseries  never  cease ; 
like  Phoebus'  shafts,  the  bright  contagion  brings 
Plagues  on  the  people  for  the  feuds  of  kings. 
"T  was  not  in  vain  the  son  of  Philip  sigh'd 
For  wwlds  to  conquer,— o'er  the  western  tide, 
His  spirit,  in  the  Spaniard's  form,  o'erthrew 
Realms,  that  the  Macedonian  never  knew. 
The  steel  of  Brutus  struck  not  Camar  dead  ; 
Cesar  in  other  lands  hath  rear'd  his  head. 
And  fought,  of  friends  and  foes,  on  many  a  plain, 
Hia  milliom,  captured,  fugitive,  and  slain ; 
Yet  seldom  sufiler'd,  where  his  country  died, 
A  Roman  vengeance  for  his  parricide. 

The  sun  was  sunk ;  the  sacrificial  pyres 
From  smouldering  ashes  breathed  their  last  blue  fires; 
The  smiling  star,  that  lights  the  world  to  rest, 
Walk'd  in  the  rosy  gardens  of  the  west, 
like  Eve  erewhile  through  Eden's  blooming  bowers, 
A  lovelier  star  amidst  a  heaven  of  flowers. 
Now  in  the  freshness  of  the  falling  shade. 
Again  the  minstrel  to  the  monarch  play'd. 
—J"  Where  is  the  youth  renown'd  f— the  youth  whose 

voice 
Waa  wont  to  moke  the  listening  camp  rejoice, 
When  to  his  harp,  in  many  a  pecrlens  strain. 
He  sang  the  wonders  of  the  Giant's  reign ; 
Oh  where  is  Javanf" — ^Thus  the  bard  renew'd 
His  lay,  and  with  a  ri\*al's  transport  view'd 
The  cloud  of  sudden  anger,  that  o'ercame 
T^e  tyrant's  countenance,  at  Javan's  name ; 
Jnvan  whose  song  was  once  his  soul's  delight. 
Now  dooir'd  a  trailo'  re'^eant  by  his  flight 


The  envious  minstrol  amiled ;  then  boldly  ran 
His  prelude  o'er  the  chords,  and  thus  began  >— 

**  T  was  on  the  nnom  that  fiuthleaa  Javan  fled. 
To  yonder  plain  the  king  of  nations  led 
His  oountleos  hosts,  and  stretch'd  their  wide  amy 
Along  the  woods,  within  whose  shelter  lay 
The  sons  of  Eden : ' — these,  with  secret  pride. 
In  ambush  thus  the  invincible  defied : 
— ^  Girt  with  the  forest,  wherefore  ohoold  we  foar  f 
The  Giant's  sword  shall  never  reach  oa  hare : 
Behind,  the  river  nHU  its  deep  defence ; 
The  Giant's  hand  shall  never  pluck  ns  henc*.' 
Vain  boaat  of  fools !  who  to  that  hand  prepare 
For  their  own  lives  the  inevitable  snare : 
His  legions  smote  the  standards  of  the  wood. 
And  with  her  prostrate  strength  oontroll'd  the  flood 
Lopt  off  their  boughs,  and  jointed  beam  to  beam. 
The  pines  and  oaks  were  launch'd  upon  the  atraam. 
An  himdred  rafta. — ^Yet  still  within  a  noe 
Of  tangled  coppices, — a  waste,  o'ergrown 
With  briers  and  thorns^— the  dauntleaa  victioa  Mm, 
Scorn  to  surrender,  and  prepare  to  die. 
The  second  sun  went  down ;  the  mooardi's  pbn 
Was  perfected :  the  dire  assault  began. 


"  Marshall'd  by  twilight,  his  obedient  banda 
Engirt  the  wood,  with  lorchea  in  their  hands ; 
The  signal  given,  they  dK)ot  them  through  th«  air; 
The  blazing  brands  in  npid  volleys  glare, 
Deacending  through  the  gloom  with  spangled  li|^ 
As  if  the  stars  were  foiling  through  Uie  nighL 
Along  the  wither'd  grass  the  wild-fire  flew. 
Higher  and  hotter  with  obatruction  grew ; 
The  green  wood  hiss'd ;  from  crackling  thicketa  hnk« 
Light  glancing  flame,  and  heavy  rolling  smoke ; 
Till  all  the  breadth  of  forest  seem'd  to  rise 
In  raging  conflagration  to  the  skies. 
Fresh  o'er  our  heads  the  winds  propitjous  blow. 
But  roll  the  fierce  combustion  on  the  foe. 
Awhile  they  paused,  of  every  hope  bereA, 
Choice  of  destruction  all  their  refuge  left: 
If  from  the  flames  they  fled,  behind  them  lay 
The  river  roaring  to  receive  his  prey ; 
If  through  the  stream  they  sought  the  frrther  atrand. 
Our  rafts  were  nioor'd  to  meet  them  ere  they  land 
With  triple  death  environ'd  thus  they  stood. 
Till  nearer  peril  drove  them  to  the  flood. 
Safe  on  a  hill,  where  sweetest  moonlight  slept. 
As  o'er  the  changing  scene  my  v^ntch  I  kept, 
I  heard  their  shrieks  of  agony  ;  I  hear 
Those  shrieks  still  ring  in  my  tormented  ear ; 
I  saw  thorn  leap  the  gulf  with  headlong  fright ; 

0  that  mine  eyes  could  now  forget  that  sight ! 
They  sank  in  multitude ;  but,  prompt  to  save. 

Our  warriors  snatch 'd  the  stragglers  from  the  wavak 
And  on  the  rafts  a  noble  har>'e8t  bore 
Of  rescued  heroes,  coptive,  to  the  shore. 

*'One  little  troop  their  lessening  ground  mainlain'd 
Till  space  to  perish  in  alone  remain'd ; 
Then  with  a  shout  that  rent  the  echoing  air. 
More  like  the  shout  of  victory  than  despair, 
Wedged  in  a  solid  phalanx,  man  by  man. 
Right  through  the  scorching  wilderness  they  run. 

1  1  VideCsntoI,  p.33,tndCaiiloUI.p.91 
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■UMEtoMSt  hM  MMlVlldMlllf  flMl  ^tOfwQt 

fvaird  op|—  tiraw'd  th*  opMi  itwd. 
UnhttiB'd  m  fpiriii  whil«  ihajr  Mam'd  to  pMib 
T%Mr  lighlMl  fefttnrai  6ar8d  Ulw  moltan  btMi; 
AiMMd  Um  fluDM  in  writhing  Tolumet  tpraadf 
TkwHiHl  Ihflir  pttlu  or  nungtod  o*er  tlieir  hetdi 
Pmmth  ikflir  feet  th«  fim  to  nhM  UmiVl, 
Btti  in  tiMir  wwk/B  widi  mounting  liuy  bom'd 
Oar  hoil  rtooird  fiom  duit  araaiing  right; 
Bnmly  ih«  king  hisMlf  rMtrtin'd  didr  iigMl 
Bib  with  hii  duitk,  in  brum  innor,  itood 
IT— nml  10  Boet  tha  rauiioci  from  tho  wood. 
SmIkoo  n  thnndfrKdoiid  thoir  pHtlmy 
Bm  iplU  lik»  lii^ilping  into  fcrroi  of 
flooB  •■  in  poror  oir  ihoir  heado  thojr  ruMd 
tb  tMto  tho  brooth  of  hwirm,  their  gumoDto  bhMd 
TVm  Uiad,  dinncled,  weftponloH,  yet  tah'd 
With  dreedfol  ▼olor,  on  their  fiiee  they  lodi'd) 
11m  Ginnii  met  them  midwmjr  on  the  plain ; 
TwM  b«t netmgrie  of  e  momenta    ehiin, 
negr  feU;  their  raiee,  to  the  demeo  retnm'd, 
Aa  fldfcringii  to  the  immortal  godo  were  ham'd; 
Aad  Bever  did  the  light  of  morning  rioa 
Vpm  dm  dondt  of  eoeh  a  wcrifice.** 

Abrapdjr  here  the  mnHtrel  oeaaed  to  ring^ 
Aad  amy  feee  waa  tarn'd  upon  the  king; 
Ha,  while  the  iloatMt  hearta  reeoil'd  with  fear. 
And  GiBBti  trembled  their  own  deeda  to  hear» 
Omnofvad  and  unrelenting,  in  hia  mind 
Dnda  of  move  impioua  enterpriM  derign*d  x 
A  diva  eoaeepikm  kbor'd  in  hia  breatt; 
Hia  9fm  waa  atamlj  pointed  to  the  weet, 
Whafi  iteod  the  mount  of  Puadiaa  aublime, 
Wteaa  guaided  topi  rinoe  man'a  pieaumptuoua  cffODef 
Bf  aeoai,  a  duakjr  doud  appear*d  to  riie, 
But  Uaaed  a  bfacoo  through  nocturnal 
Aa  JEum,  view*d  fiom  oeean  far  away, 
Sfamiben  in  blue  revolving  tiDoke  by  day, 
Till  darknaB,  with  terrific  splendor,  ihowa 
Hie  eternal  firea  that  creat  the  eternal  mowa;' 
80  iriiere  the  cherubim  in  viikm  tum*d 
Tlwir  flaming  iviiunlt,  the  summit  lower'd  or  bum*d. 
Aad  now.  conapicoous  through  the  t\%-ilight  gloom, 
ne  glanctng  beams  the  distant  hills  illume. 
And.  as  the  shadof^a  deepen  o'er  the  ground. 
Scatter  a  red  and  wavering  lustre  round. 

Awhile  the  monarch,  fearlessly  amaaed, 
With  jeafcms  anger  on  the  glory  gazed ; 
Alrsady  had  his  arm  in  battle  hurl'd 
His  ihaoders  round  the  sulgugated  world ; 
Lord  of  the  nether  universe,  his  pride 
Was  rein'd,  while  Pwadise  his  power  defied. 
Aa  apland  isle,  by  meeting  streams  embraeed. 
It  tosrcr^d  to  heaven  amidst  a  sandy  waate ; 
Below,  impenetrable  woods  diivplay'd 
Depifaa  of  mysterious  solitude  and  shade; 
Above,  with  adamantine  buli^-arks  crown'd, 
Phawval  rocka  in  hoary  masses  frown'd ; 


1  Biwas  esi  wa  ds  Is  SfeilU  sprica 
SlMMt*  aopMlw  ftl  cialo. 
Chs  d*stio  iaesatfiu  ieeorooato  hs  il  1 
il  Isrgo  4  di  wmre,  •  bUa  amies 
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(Xer  an  were  aaen  Ae  dienihfaB  of  U|^ 
Like  pillar*d  flamaa  amkist  die  ftlUng  B%ht. 
80  high  it  roae,  ao  bright  die  moamafai  Aotm, 
It  aeem'd  die  Iboiatool  of  Jehovah*^  thronau 

The  Giant  panted  vrith  inteoie  darira 
To  scale  those  heights,  and  storm  the  walla  of  fliai 
Hia  ardent  soul,  in  eortasy  of  dKmght, 
Even  now  with  Michael  and  his  angela  itmiJbK 
And  aaw  the  aemphim,  Uke  meteors,  driven 
Befere  hii  hannen  thnragh  die  gataa  of  haavitt. 
While  he  aeenre  the  gkrioos  gudeo  trad. 
And  away*d  hia  aoepire  fiom  the  moimt  of  God. 

When  soddenly  the  hard  had  oeand  torii« 
While  all  die  chieAains  gaaad  upon  dieir  kmg. 
Whose  chaoging  kmka  a  riring  stona  batpofcai 
Era  fiom  hia  Ups  the  dread  eiplorion  baoha, 
The  trumpets  aomided,  and  befiire  hia  feea 
Were  led  the  oapdvea  of  the  Fttriarefas'  laeob 
—A  lovely  and  a  vanemble  band 
Of  young  and  oU,  anddst  dieir  Ibea  dHjalandi 
Unawed  dMy  aee  the  fiery  trial  near; 
They  fear'd  diair  God,  and  knew  no  odiar  ftai;* 

To  light  die  duaky  aeene,  reaplandent  firea. 
Of  pine  and  oedar,  biased  in  kfty  pyrsa ; 
While  from  the  eaat  die  moon  with  doubtful 

Now  tipt  the  hills,  now  glanced  athwart  the  1 

Till,  darring  dirough  the  clouds  her  beaBtaoai  ayob 

She  open*d  all  the  temple  of  the  sky ; 

The  Giants,  closing  in  a  narrower  ring. 

By  tuna  survey'd  the  prisoneia  and  the  khig„ 

Javan  stood  forth ; — to  all  the  youth  was  known. 

And  every  eye  was  fii'd  on  him  ahma. 


CANTO  IX. 


The  King's  Determination  to  sacrifice  the  Patriarcha 
and  their  Families  to  his  Denion<Gods. — His  SaB> 
tence  on  Javan. — ^Zillah's  Distress. — ^The  Sorrerir 
pretends  to  declare  ihe  Secret  of  the  Birth  of  iha 
King,  and  proposes  his  Deification^ — ^Enoch  appaara. 


A  GLEAM  of  joy,  at  that  expected  sight. 
Shot  o*er  the  monarch's  brow  with  baleful  light: 
**  Behold,"  thought  he,  *'  the  great  decisive  hour; 
Eire  room,  the  sons  of  God  fhall  prove  my  power: 
Offcr'd  by  me,  their  blood  shall  be  the  price 
Of  denKMMud  to  conquer  Paradise.** 
Thus  while  he  threaten'd,  Javan  caught  hb  view. 
And  instantly  his  visage  changed  its  hue; 
Inflamed  with  rage  past  utterance,  he  frown*d. 
He  gneah*d  his  teeth,  and  wildly  glared  around. 
As  one  who  saw  a  spectre  in  the  air. 
And  durst  not  look  upon  it,  nor  forbear ; 
Still  on  the  youth,  his  eye,  wherever  cast. 
Abhorrently  ratum*d,  and  fix*d  at  last : 
"Slaves!  smite  the  traitor;  be  his  limbs  condgn'd 
To  flamea,  his  ashes  scatier'd  to  the  wind !" 
He  cried  in  tone  so  vehement,  so  loud. 
Instinctively  recoird  the  shuddering  crowd , 
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And  ere  the  guards  to  seiie  their  victun  nuh'd. 
The  yoQth  was  pleading,  every  brMth  was  huah'd; 
Fale,  but  undauntedly,  he  faced  his  fbet ; 
Warm  as  he  ipoke  hu  kindling  ipirit  rose ; 
Well  pleased,  on  him  the  Patriarch-fiitheri  smiled. 
And  every  mother  loved  him  as  her  child. 

**  Monarch !  to  thee  no  traitor,  here  I  stand ; 
These  are  my  brethren,  this  my  native  land ; 
My  native  hmd,  by  sword  and  fire  ocmaumed. 
My  brethren  captive,  and  to  death  foredoom*d ; 
To  these  indeed  a  rebel  in  my  youth, 
A  fugitive  apostate  from  the  truth. 
Too  late  repentant,  I  confess  my  crime. 
And  mourn  o*er  lost  irrevocable  time. 
—When  fiom  thy  camp  by  conscience  urged  to  flee, 
I  plaim'd  no  wrong,  I  laid  no  snare  for  thee  * 
Did  I  provoke  these  sons  of  innocence. 
Against  thine  arms  to  rise,  in  vain  defence  ? 
No ;  I  conjured  them,  ere  this  threaten*d  hour, 
In  sheltering  forests  to  escape  thy  power. 
Firm  in  their  rectitude,  they  scom*d  to  fly ; 
Thy  foes  they  were  not, — th^  resolved  to  die. 
Yet  think  not  thou,  amidst  thy  warlike  bands. 
They  lie  beyond  redemption  in  thine  hands : 
The  God  in  whom  they  trust  may  help  them  still, 
They  know  he  can  deliver,  and  hk  will  ; 
Whether  by  lift  or  death,  afflicts  them  not, 
Qn  His  decree,  not  thine,  they  rest  their  lot. 
For  me,  unworthy  with  the  just  to  shore 
Death  or  deliverance,  tliis  is  Javan's  prayer : 
Mercy,  O  God  I  to  these  in  life  be  shown, — 
I  die  rejoicing,  if  I  die  alone. 


ft 


•*  Thou  shalt  not  die  alone,"  a  voice  replied, 
A  well-known  voice — *t  was  Zillah  at  his  side ; 
She,  while  he  spake,  with  eagerness  to  hear, 
Step  aAcr  step,  unconsciously  drew  near ; 
Her  bosom  with  severe  compunction  wnmg. 
Pleased  or  alarm'd,  on  every  word  she  hung. 
He  tum'd  his  fiice ; — with  agonizing  air. 
In  all  the  desolation  of  despair, 
She  stood ;  her  hands  to  heaven  uplift  and  claspt. 
Then  suddenly  unloosed,  his  arm  she  grosp'd. 
And  thus,  in  wild  apostrophes  of  Mx>e, 
Vented  her  grief  while  tears  refused  to  flow. 

**  Oh,  I  have  wrong'd  thee,  Javan ! — Let  us  be 
Espoused  in  death : — No,  I  will  die  for  thee. 
— ^Tyrant !  behold  ihy  victim ;  on  my  head 
Be  ail  the  bitterness  of  vengeance  shed. 
Hut  spare  the  innocent ;  let  Javon  live. 
Whose  crime  was  love : — Can  Javan  loo  forgive 
i>ove*s  lightest,  fondest  weakness,  maiden  sliame, 
—  -It  was  not  pritle, — thot  liid  my  bosom-flamo  ? 
And  wilt  thou  nioiim  the  poor  transgrressor's  death, 
Who  says. '  I  love  thee,'  with  her  latest  breath  i 
An<l  when  thou  think'st  of  davit  and  years  gone  by. 
Will  thoughts  of  Ziilah  ^omotinies  swell  thine  eye  f 
If  ever  thou  hast  cheri!<hM  in  thine  heart 
Visions  of  hope  in  u  hich  I  bore  a  |)ort ; 
If  r>ver  thou  hast  long'd  with  mo  to  Hhare 
One  home-born  joy,  one  home-endearing  core ; 
If  thou  didst  ever  love  me ; — speak  the  word. 
Which  lalo  witli  fcign'd  indifllrency  I  heard ; 


Tell  roe,  thou  kvest  me  still  ^— haste,  Javan, 
How  high  those  ruffians  pile. the  fogots^ — hark* 
How  the  flames  cnckle.r— see,  bow  fierce  ihey  0u% 
like  fiery  serpcuts  hissing  through  the  air. 
Farewell ;  1  fear  them  notw— Now  seize  me,  bind 
These  willing  limbs, — ye  cannot  touch  the  mindx 
Unawed,  I  stand  on  Nature's  failing  brink : 
— Nay,  look  not  on  me,  Javan,  lest  1  shrink , 
Give  me  thy  prayers,  but  turn  away  thine  eye* 
That  1  may  lih  my  soul  to  Heaven,  and  die." 

Thus  Zillah  raved  in  passionate  distresf. 
Till  freniy  sofksn'd  into  tenderness ; 
Sorrow  and  love,  with  intermingling  grace. 
Terror  and  beauty,  lighten'd  o'er  her  face ; 
Her  v<Nce,  her  eye,  in  every  soul  was  felt. 
And  Giapt-hearts  were  moved,  unwont  to  melt. 
Javan,  in  wonder,  pity,  and  delight. 
Almost  forgot  his  being  at  the  sight ; 
That  bending  form,  those  suppliant  accents,  seam 
The  strange  illusions  of  a  lover  s  dream ; 
And  while  she  clung  upon  his  arm,  he  found 
His  limbs,  his  lips,  as  by  enchantment  bound; 
He  dare  not  touch  her,  lest  the  charm  should  break 
He  dare  not  move,  lest  he  himself  should  wake. 

But  when  she  ceased  to  speak  and  he  to  hear. 
The  silence  startled  him ;— cold,  shivering  foar 
Crept  o'er  his  nerves ; — in  thought  he  cast  his  eye 
Back  on  the  world,  and  heaved  a  bitter  righ. 
Thus  from  life's  sweetest  pleasures  to  be  torn. 
Just  when  he  seem'd  to  new  existence  bom. 
And  cease  to  feel,  when  feeling  ceased  to  be 
A  fever  of  protracted  misery. 
And  cease  to  love,  when  love  no  more  was  pain : 
*T  was  but  a  pnng  of  transient  weaknews : — **  Vaic 
Are  all  thy  sorrow's,"  fulteringly  he  raid ; 
'*  Already  I  am  numbered  with  the  dead  ; 
But  long  and  blissfully  may  Zillah  live! 
— And  canst  thou  *  Javan's  cruel  scorn '  forgive  f 
And  wilt  thou  mourn  the  poor  trani^ressor's  death 
Who  savs, '  I  love  thee,'  with  his  latent  breath f 
And  when  thou  think'st  of  days  and  years  gone  b^ 
Will  thoughts  of  Javan  sometimes  swell  thine  ey% 
Ah!  while  1  withcr'd  in  thy  chilling  frown, 
*T  was  easy  then  to  lay  life's  burthen  down ; 
When  singly  sentenced  to  these  flames,  my  mind 
Gloried  in  leaving  all  I  loved  l>ehind. 
How  hast  thou  triumph 'd  o'er  me  in  this  hour ! 
One  look  has  cnish'd  my  soul's  collected  power: 
Thy  scorn  I  might  endure,  thy  pride  defy. 
But  O  thy  kindness  makes  it  hard  to  die ! " 

"Then  we  will  die  together." — "Zillah!  no 
Thou  shalt  not  ]^c^\t^h  ;  let  me.  let  pie  po ; 
Behold  thy  parents  I  calm  thy  father's  fears : 
Thy  mother  weeps;  canst  thou  resifit  her  tears?* 

"  Away  with  folly ! "  in  tremenclous  tone, 
Exclaim'd  a  voice  more  horrid  than  the  groan 
Of  famish'd  tiirer  leapini»  nn  his  pn'V ; 
— CroiM'h'd  at  the  monarch's  feet  |he  spteaker  lay , 
But  starting  up,  in  his  ferocious  mien 
That  nionurch's  ancient  foftor-sirn  was  seen. 
The  poai-herd, — he  who  snat<'h'd  him  from  the  flood 
The  sorcerer  wlio  nun*  d  him  up  to  blood  > 
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Oh  MMI  boU  ^MffUi^  W0ot  whuv'cr  hs  iwnl  { 
ThU  pvpoM.  kiif  in  hk  own  boHNB  mTd* 
Xipt  ftr  IbHIbMot  now,  Iw  thw  ref«n]*d. 
FMl in  dM  nMn  Im  niriiM;  •iHm'il, ^ivrt, 
GintoiDd  otpiivei  trenMed  m  Im  pan^, 
For  MVMlf  MflmVi  Im  of  the  toni  of  earth; 
Unchmniekd  tho  hour  lliat  gmve  him  birth ; 
naqgh  dtfonk  hk  cheek,  hb  templet  deeply  plow^ 
Keen  wai  hie  velmre-eye,  hie  eirnigth  mibow*d{ 
Sweilhjr  hii  ftetoiee ;  Tenerable  (rejri 
Hii  beeid  diriMrellM  o'er  hie  botom  Injc 
Bdd  whbftoit;  bat  white  m  enow  beUnd 
Hb  ample  lodDi  were  entur^d  to  the  wind; 
Ifekfd  he  aiood,  nve  nmnd  hii  loine  a  noe 
Of  ihamTt  fhr,  and  o'er  hie  ihoiildeiB  thrown 
A  eeffpeat*ii  lUn,  that  eram'd  hie  braaat,  and  mmd 
fiDi  bo^  ihriee  in  glitierinf  Tohuiei  wmnd. 

All  fned  with  honor—deep  vratterM  Aoniht 
In  every  mnide  of  hie  vimfe  wrought; 
Hii  eye.  aa  if  hii  eye  ooold  aee  the  air. 
Wee  ii*d :  np-wriihing  roM  hii  honent  hair; 
Hii  Kmbi  grow  diJomte,  coniraked  hk  fiaaM; 
Deep  flomU  cheat  myMeriouB  noiaea  eame  I 
How  pnniaf  .  himiiv,  baridng,  dmn  they  avndl'd 
Ta  hideoaa  dimooance;  he  diriek'd,  he  yeU'd. 
Aa  if  the  Lifion-lknd  hk  aool  pomiia'd. 
And  a  whole  hell  were  worrying  in  hk  broaaC; 
TVndown  he  dmh'd  hioMelfoo  earth,  and  raU'd 
In  agony,  till  powerlem,  itiii;  and  cold. 
With  free  nptiim'd  to  Heaven,  and  arma  onkpriad, 
A  ghaally  apectacle,  he  lajr  ai  dead ; 
TIm  firing  too  atood  round  UJm  foma  of  deelh. 
And  every  poke  wai  huih'd,  and  every  biettdi 


Bfcenwhile  the  wind  arote,  the  doodt  were  driven 
In  wmt'ry  mnmnu  through  the  waste  of  Heaven, 
The  groening  woodi  ibretold  a  tempcet  nigli. 
And  alenl  lightning  liurmkh'd  in  the  aicy. 

Ere  long  the  wiard  martH  fiom  the  ground. 
Giddily  reel'd,  and  kwk'd  be^ilder'd  roqnd. 
Till  on  the  king  he  fii'd  hk  hideout  ga^e ; 
Then  rape  viith  rttnacy  and  hroed  amaze. 
He  kn^el*d  in  adoration,  humbly  bow*d 
Hi«  fiuY  upon  hk  hands,  and  cried  aloud ; 
Yet  so  remote  and  strange  hk  accents  fell, 
They  sfem*d  the  voice  of  an  invmible : 
— ^"liail!  king  and  conqueror  of  the  peopled  earth. 
And  more  than  king  and  conqueror!  Know  thy  birth: 
Thon  art  a  rav  of  uncreated  fire, 
The  sun  himself  k  thy  celestial  sire ; 
The  monn  thy  mother,  who  to  me  consign'd 
Her  babe  in  secrecy,  to  bless  mankind. 
Theae  e>-es  have  vi-atch'd  thee  rising,  jrear  by  3rear, 
More  greet,  more  glorious,  in  thine  high  career. 
As  the  )-ofing  eagle  plies  his  growing  winga 
fn  hminded  tliffhui,  ami  sailM  in  wider  rings, 
Till  to  the  fiMinfain  of  meridian  dnv. 
Fiill  plunieij  and  perfected,  n<*  Muni  away ; 
Thiai  hnve  I  niarkM  thee,  since  thv  oounie  begun, 
Sii!l  upward  temling  to  thy  nre  the  Pun : 
Now  mi4lway  meet  him ;  from  yon  flnming  height, 
the  %'ain  phantoms  of  cherubic  light ; 

U 


There  boiU  a  towar,  wham  apfail  top  JUH  riaab 
Cirde  o'er  drde,  leewntqg  to  the  lUaa; 
The  ataia,  thy  brethren,  in  thek  aphem  tkiJl 
To  hail  dwe  welcotne  to  thy  native  land ; 

Hm  moon  shall  daap  dwe  hi  her  1^  embnetb 
The  aun  behold  hk  image  hi  thy  ftee. 
And  call  thee,  as  hk  oflspring  and  hk  heir, 
Hk  ihiOMb  hk  aaapira,  and  hk  orbb  to 


Rkmg;  and  tarui^  hk  tenrlfie  head. 
That  chill'd  baholdeia,  thus  dw  enehantar  mid  t 
— f  Prepare,  prepare  the  pike  of  aaciillea, 
The  power  that  ml«  on  earth  shall  role  the  ddci, 
ffidmr,  Oiddeft!  the  captive  Auriarcha  brii^ 
And  ponr  their  blood  an  oOering  to  jFonr  kh^; 
He,  Ilka  hk  rire  the  ami,  in  traMieiit  ebndi^ 
Hk  veil'd  divhiity  flmn  mortak  riuniMb, 
Too  pure  to  shine  till  these  hk  fiwa  are  dahw 
And  conquered  Paradim  hath  crown'd  hk 
BaMe,  heap  the  &llen  oedaiion  thepyraib 
And  give  the  victima  livhy  to  the  llrmt 
Shall  He,  in  whom  they  vahdy  troii,  wUhalaBd 
Tear  aoveraign's  wrath,  or  pludc  ihcm  fiom  hk  haDdt 
We  dare  him ;— if  He  aavee  hk  aarvauto  now, 
To  Him  let  every  knee  in  Nature  bow, 
For  He  k  God"        at  diet  amiC  awfid 
A  ipmm  of  honor  withered  op  hk  flaaM, 
Even  as  he  atood  and  kwk'd  ^— he  koka,  ha 
Widi  lieaven4efyiiig  float,  and  clenched  haidi^ 
And  lips  halfopen'd,  eager  fiom  hk  bnart 
To  bolt  the  blasphemy,  by  force  reprmi; 
For  not  in  feign'd  abstracUon,  «  before, 
B»  practised  foal  deceit  by  damned  km ; 
A  finoat  was  on  hk  nerves,  and  in  hk  veins 
A  fire,  consuming  with  infomal  paim ; 
Conacioua,  though  motxNileMB,  hk  limfaa  were  grows. 
Alive  to  sufibring,  but  alive  in  stone. 

In  silent  expectation,  sore  amaaed. 
The  king  and  chieflains  on  the  sorcerer  gaanl ; 
Awhile  no  sound  was  heard,  save  throogh  the  woodi 
The  wind  deep-thundering,  and  the  dashing  Aoodi* 
At  length,  with  solemn  step,  amidst  the  scene. 
Where  thit  take  prophet  show*d  hk  frandc  mieii. 
Where  lurid  flames  from  green-wood  altars  bum'd, 
Enoch  stood  forth ; — on  him  all  eyes  were  tum*d ; 
0*er  hk  dim  form  and  saintly  visage  fell 
The  light  that  glared  U|Mni  that  priest  of  hell. 
Unutterably  awful  was  his  UkiK; 
Through  every  joint  the  Giant-nionarrh  shook ; 
Shook,  lilw  Bel^iazaar,  in  hk  festive  hall. 
When  the  hand  wrote  hk  judgment  on  the  wall ;  * 
Shook,  like  EUiphas.  with  dissolving  flight,* 
In  thoughts  amidst  the  visions  of  the  night. 
When  as  the  spirit  pess'd  before  hk  foce. 
Nor  limb  nor  lineament  his  eye  could  trace ; 
A  form  of  mystery,  that  chill'd  hk  blood. 
Close  at  hk  couch,  in  living  terror  stood. 
And  death-like  silence,  till  a  voico  more  dicar. 
More  dreodful  than  the  *ilcncc,  renrh'd  bin  car 
Thus  from  surnHindiiig  dnrknom*  KntN-h  hmkc. 
And  thus  the  Giant  tn>nihlc<l  while  he  sjiake. 


1  DsB.  V,  V.  1— 3L 


8  Job,  i>.  V.  i^-tl 
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MONTGOMERY'S  POETICAL  WORK& 


CANTO  X. 


The  FroplMqr  of  EDodioonoeming  thie  Sorcerer,  th« 
King,  and  the  FUxkL — Hie  trenelation  to  HeaTen. 
— llie  CoodaekML 


"  Trb  Lord  ie  jeeloos  >— He,  who  reign  on  high, 
ITpholdi  the  earth,  and  spreads  abroad  die  9ky ; 
His  voice  the  moon  and  stais  by  night  obey, 
He  sends  the  sun  his  servant  forth  by  day : 
From  Him  all  beings  came,  on  Him  deprad. 
To  Him  return,  their  Author,  Sovereign,  End. 
Who  shall  destroy  when  He  vronld  save  f  or  stand. 
When  He  destroys,  the  stroke  of  his  right  hand  f 
With  none  his  name  and  power  will  He  divide. 
For  Hi  is  God.  and  there  is  none  beside. 

**  The  prood  shall  perish: — mark  how  wfld  his  air 
In  impotence  of  malice  and  despair ! 
What  freniy  fires  the  bold  blasphemer's  cheek ! 
He  looks  the  curses  which  he  cannot  speak. 
A  hand  hath  U>uch*d  him  that  he  once  defied ; 
Tsuch'd,  and  for  ever  cnish'd  him  in  his  pride : 
Tet  shall  he  live,  despised  as  fear'd  before ; 
The  great  deceiver  shall  deceive  no  more ; 
Children  shall  pluck  the  beard  of  him  whose  arts 
Palsied  the  boldest  hands,  the  stoutest  hearts ; 
His  vaunted  wisdom  fools  shall  laugh  to  soom. 
When  muttering  spells,  a  spectacle  forlorn, 
A  drivelling  idiot,  he  shall  fondly  roam 
From  house  to  house,  and  never  find  a  home." 

The  wizard  heard  his  sentence,  nor  remain'd 
A  moment  longer ;  from  his  trance  unchain'd. 
He  plunged  into  the  woods ; — the  Prophet  then 
Tnm*d,  and  took  up  his  parable  again. 

*'  The  proud  shall  perish :— monarch  I  know  thy  doom: 
Thy  bones  shall  lack  the  shelter  of  a  tomb ; 
Not  in  the  battle-field  thine  eyes  shall  close. 
Slain  upon  thousands  of  thy  slaughterM  foes ; 
Not  on  the  throne  of  empire,  nor  the  bed 
Of  weary  Nature,  thou  shall  bow  thine  head ; 
Death  lurks  in  ambush ;  Death,  without  a  name, 
Shall  pluck  ihee  from  thy  pinnacle  of  fame ; 
At  eve,  rejoicing  o'er  thy  finished  toil. 
Thy  soul  shall  deem  the  universe  her  spoil ; 
The  dawn  shall  see  thy  carcass  cant  away. 
The  wolves  at  sunrise  slumber  on  their  prey. 
Cut  from  the  living,  whither  dost  thou  go  ? 
Hades  is  moved  to  meet  tlice  from  below ; ' 


1  Thi*  pMMjrs.  the  reader  will  perceive,  it  an  imitation  of 
sume  vertee  in  the  fourtefoih  Chnpter  of  the  Prophecy  oflMiah. 
wllich  tre  applied  to  the  Tail  of  the  Kinc  of  Babylon.  The  h\- 
lowniff  extract  from  Bithnp  Lnwth'«  note  on  the  original  will 
HacMiate  the  paraphraan.  "  The  recion*  or  the  De-^H  are  laid 
«itien,  and  Hade*  is  repreaented  na  rotuini;  up  the  ahadeaoflhe 
departed  monarcha :  tht>y  rine  from  th4'ir  throne*  to  nwet  the 
Kioff  of  BHbylon  at  hia  coming  :  and  insult  him  on  his  beinjt  re- 
doead  to  the  same  low  atate  of  impotence  and  dimolution  with 
jMHoaelvea.  •  •  •  •  •  TT|#  jmiirf  of  tlic  atate  of  the  Dead,  or 
thm  Inftrnvm  Poftiemm  of  tt>e  llehrewa.  i*  taken  from  th<>ir  cua- 
Uim  ofburyinf,  thoae  at  leaat  offhi*  hi/hnat  rank,  in  larso  aep- 
ikhral  vaulia  hewn  in  the  rock  Of  i hia  kind  of  iN^piikhrea  there 
are  remain*  at  Jeruaalem  now  extant  -.  and  a«>me  that  are  naid 
til  Im  the  aepulchres  of  the  kinf"  of  Jndah.  See  Maundrell.  p. 
«a  You  are  to  form  to  ynurtctf  the  idva  of  an  immenae  aubter- 
mnsuiM  vault,  a  vaat  giooaaj  cavers,  all  round  the  aidea  of 


The  kings  thy  sword  had  slain,  the  mighty  dead» 
Start  fiom  their  thrones  at  thy  descending  tread; 
They  ask  in  soorn^ — *  Destroyer !  is  it  thus  f 
Art  thou^ — thou  too, — become  like  one  of  ns  f 
Tom  fiom  the  foast  of  music,  wine,  and  mirth. 
The  worms  thy  covering,  and  thy  couch  the  earth  t 
How  art  thou  follen  from  thine  ethereal  heighl. 
Son  of  the  morning !  stmk  in  endloss  night : 
How  art  thou  fidl*n,  who  saidst  in  pikle  of  soul, 
I  will  ascend  above  the  starry  pole. 
Thence  rule  the  adoring  nations  with  my  nod. 
And  set  my  throne  above  the  Moimt  of  God ! 
Spilt  in  the  doat,  thy  bkxid  pollutes  the  ground ; 
Sought  by  the  eyes  that  foar'd  thee,  yet  not  found ; 
Thy  chidliains  pause,  they  turn  thy  relics  o*er, 
Hien  pass  thee  by^— for  thou  art  known  no  DMva. 
Hail  to  thine  advent !    Potentate,  in  hell, 
Unfear'd,  unflatter'd,  undbtingtiish'd,  dwell ; 
On  earth  thy  fierce  ambition  luiew  no  rest, 
A  vrorm,  a  flame  for  ever  in  thy  breast ; 
Here  feel  the  rage  of  unconsuming  fire. 
Intense,  eternal,  impotent  desire ; 
Here  lie,  the  deathless  worm's  um^-asting  prey, 
In  chains  of  darkness  till  the  judgment-day.' 


**  Thus  while  the  dead  thy  fearful  welcome  si 
Thy  living  slaves  bewail  their  vanish'd  king. 
Then,  thooj^  thy  reign  with  infomy  expire, 
Fulfill'd  in  death  shall  be  thy  vain  desire ; 
The  traitors,  reeking  with  thy  blood,  shall 
They  saw  their  sovereign  nvish'd  through  the 
And  point  thy  star  revolving  o'er  the  night, 
A  baleful  comet  with  portentous  lij^t, 
'Midst  clouds  and  storms  denouncing  from  a&r 
Famine  and  havoc,  pestilence  and  war. 
Temples,  not  tombs,  thy  monuments  shall  be. 
And  altars  blaze  on  hills  and  groves  to  thee ; 
A  pyramid  shall  consecrate  thy  crimes. 
Thy  name  and  hononi,  to  purceeding  times ; 
There  shall  thine  image  hold  the  highest  place 
Among  the  gods  of  roan's  revolted  race ! 


*'  That  race  shall  perish : — Men  and  Giants,  kJl 
Thy  kindred  and  thy  worshippers  shall  fiilL 
The  babe,  whose  life  with  yesterday  began. 
May  spring  to  youth,  and  ri{)en  into  man  ; 
But  ere  hia  looks  arc  tinged  with  fiiding  grey, 
This  world  of  sinners  tthall  be  swept  away. 
Jehovah  liils  his  standard  to  the  nkies, 
Swifl  at  the  signal  winds  and  vapors  rise ; 
The  Sim  in  sackcloth  veils  his  face  at  noon. — 
The  stars  are  quench'd,  and  tum'd  to  blond  ihe  moon 
Heaven's  fountains  open,  clouds  dimolving  roll 
In  mingled  cataracts  i'mm  pole  to  pole. 
Earth's  central  sluices  burst,  the  hills  uptom. 
In  rapid  whirlpools  down  the  gulf  are  home: 
The  voice  that  taught  the  Deep  \m  biitutds  to  know. 
'  Thus  far,  O  Sea !  nor  farther  shah  thou  go,'— 


which  there  are  celk  to  receive  Ihe  dead  bodiee :  h«re  th«  4»- 
ceaaed  monarrhn  lie  in  a  dintinf  ui«hed  aort  of  «iate.  auHable  t« 
their  former  rank,  each  on  hia  own  courh.  with  hia  ama  heaida 
him.  hia  aword  at  hia  hend.  and  the  bi»diea  of  hit  rhtria  Mid 
companion*  around  him.  *  *  *  •  •  ThoaeilluatriouaahadeanM 
at  once  from  lh<>ir  roucl>oii,  aa  from  their  thntneM  :  and  ad^ane* 
to  the  entrance  of  the  cavern  to  meet  the  King  of  Babyltm.  aarf 
to  receive  him  with  inaalta  oo  hia  falL** — L^wtki't  hmimk,  sft« 
xiv,  T.  9,  et  $tq. 
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WiA  boawnMi  lioanw  and  nMilMi  powwi 
nsf  own  m  iapalM  but  Um  taiBp0rt*t  nmft 
Hot  frid  a  liwl  buiilM  light  of  d^. 


«TIm  TirfoQ  Qpanii    ■nnir  banaalh  lb*  wmw% 
Tbt  foUtf  ibm  an  uniTanal  gn¥a: 
Qaa  wildanMB  of  waitr  rolla  m  tmw, 
And  iMatan  and  oetan  wear  ooa  turbid  haa; 
Ml  atraaa  anbnkMi  tocranti  fiom  tba  ikia% 
Bfbar  banaalb  tba  umndationa  riaa ; 
A  Mrid  IwOigbt  i^arai  atbvrort  tba  aooMb 
Law  ikiiidaia  paal,  fiim  Ugbtiuii0i  flaiib  batiiMik 
— Mat bmh  I  aaa  a  dktant  ytamU  lida, 
A  knalf  olgact  an  tba  ihotelai  tida; 
WilbiB  wboaa  aifc  tba  mnocaot  have  haad 
Ba&tf,  wbila  atay'd  DeHiQctioo  raTana  romid; 
Tboa  in  tba  boor  of  Yaqgaanea,  God.  wbo  kaowi 
apam  tbanw  wbila  ba  mitaa  bia  iam. 


•Eaatwud  I  tn^l^-o*er  all  tba  dalqgad  kndi^ 
Unabakan  fac,  a  wigbtjr  moontain  Mandi, 
Wbaia  8aib.  of  oU,  bii  flock  10  paaiara  lad. 
And  waicb'd  tba  Maia  at  midnight,  from  ill  band; 
Aa  iriaiMi  now,  in  datfc  m^aatic  ftrm 
Seawli  ibioii«b  tba  tbiekaat  nYaga  of  tba 
Wbila  on  in  topii  tba  monumant  of  fiuna, 
Bnilt  bf  ibj  nwudaiata  to  ndom  thy  noma, 
Datfoi  tba  Aod[}— a  thooaand  cnbita  high, 
Hm  iloping  pffnmid  aaeenda  tba  tky. 
Thilbar,  dMir  latart  refuge  in  dirtiaw, 
Liba  bnniad  wolvea,  tba  ndlying  Gianta 
Somid  tba  brand  beea  of  thai  etapandooi  tower, 
Tba  ebuddaring  fogidYoe  ooUaet  tbair  power, 
Cling  10  tba  dta^  clifl^  o*w  ocean  band. 
And  bowl  with  terror  ae  tba  daape  aaomid. 
Tba  moantain*B  etroog  foaodatione  still  fndnra, 
Hia  beighia  repel  the  turge. — Awhile  secure. 
And  dkeer*d  with  frantic  hope,  thy  votaries  climb 
Tba  frbric,  rising  step  by  step  sublime. 
Beyond  the  clouds  ihiBy  see  the  summit  glow 
la  beaTcn*a  pure  dayl^ht,  o'er  the  gloimi  below; 
There  loo  thy  vrorshipp'd  image  shines  like  fire. 
In  the  full  glory  of  thy  fabled  sire. 
Tl.ey  hail  the  omen,  and  with  heart  and  voice, 
Call  on  thy  name,  and  in  thy  smile  rejoice : 
False  onen !  on  thy  name  in  \-ain  they  call ; 
Foob  in  their  joy ; — a  moment,  and  they  fidL 
Rent  by  an  earthquake  of  the  buried  plain. 
And  shaken  by  the  whole  disrupted  main. 
Hie  mountain  trembles  on  its  fiiiling  base. 
It  slideii.  it  sloops,  it  rushes  from  its  place ; 
From  all  the  Giants  bunts  one  drowning  ay ; 
Hark !  *t  is  thy  name — they  curse  it  as  they  die; 
Sheer  to  the  km-est  gulf  iIm  pile  is  hurl*d. 
The  last  sad  Hxeck  of  a  devoted  u-orld. 


•■  So  &n  transgressors : — ^Tyrant !  now  fulfil 
Tliy  serrpt  purposes,  thine  utmost  will ; 
Here  crown  thy  triumphs  .* — life  or  death  decree, 
The  weakest  here  disdains  thy  po^er  and  thee.** 

Thtis  when  the  PUriarrh  roniied,  and  every  ear 
8n11  liaien'd  in  suspense  of  hope  and  ftar, 
Hobline.  ineflhble,  angelic  grace 
Baara'd  in  hia  meak  and  venerable  fiu*« ; 


And  anddan  i^oiy,  aimafaig  inwd  bia  hand. 
O'er  an  bis  lobea  with  lambant  hMva  apraadi 

[ia  aartbly  featuraa  grew  dinnaiy  br%ht, 
Hia  Msanea  aaam'd  tnuHfennfa«  bilo  UghL 
Brief  rilanoa,  Uka  tba  pauaa  batwaan  tba  §mk» 
At  mfalnight,  and  tba  IbUowing  ibaadavcnMb, 
Enauad  >-— Anon,  with  univaiaal  ciy, 
Tba  Ginnia  fudi*d  upon  tba  propbat— ^  Dia !" 
Tlia  king  Inapt  fonnoat  from  ha  tbrona;— bn  dmir 
Hia  hattla iword,  aa  on  bis  nark  ba  flaw; 
With  aim  miarring,  and  tampastooua  aaond. 
The  hinda  daieandad  deep  aki^  tba  gronndi 
The  fea  was  flad,  and,  BaU:«*armbabn'd,  bis 
Huri*d  10  tba  earth  hia  Atbmtaan  langdi; 
But  ara  hii  cfai^  oould  stratcb  tba  balping  an^ 
Ha  aprang  upon  hii  ieatinpalaalaim; 
Headlong  and  blind  with  r^ga  ba  aaareb'd 
But  Emoek  ■att'd  wilk  Gcd,  and  ana  m 


Tat  wbara  tba  captivaa  alood,  fai  boly  awn^ 
Rapt  on  tba  wings  of  dianiiMn,  tbay  saw 
Tbair  aaintad  sire  aafanding  through  tba  nigbli 
Ha  tnro*d  bis  fiica  to  bleas  them  in  bia  fligfai; 
Then  vanioh'd : — Javan  eaught  tba  prophat*b  ay% 
And  snatchM  his  mantia  fidling  from  tba  il^; 
(fw  him  the  Spirit  of  tba  Pro^iet  cama, 
Uka  rushing  wind  awakening  hidden  flamai 
"Whara  iitha  God  of  Enoch  nowr**  bacriadsi 
''Captivei,  ooroa  finth!  DespiiarB,  shrink  aadc" 
He  apaka,  and  bursting  thriNigh  tba  Giant-dmo^ 
Smota  with  the  mantia  as  he  moved  aki^; 
A  power  invisible  their  nge  controll'd. 
Hither  and  thither  as  ha  tum*d  they  roU*d ; 
Unawad,  unharm'd,  tba  ransom'd  priraners  paa'd 
Through  nnka  of  fiiea  astonished  and  agbaats 
Cloaa  in  the  yontb'a  conducting  alapi  tbey  trod 
— So  Israel  march*d  when  Moses  raised  his  rod. 
And  led  their  host,  enfranchised,  through  tba 
The  people's  safeguard,  the  punuers*  grave. 

Thus  from  the  wolves  this  little  flock  was  ton. 
And  sheltering  in  the  mountain*caves  till  mom. 
They  join'd  to  sing,  in  strains  of  full  delight. 
Songs  of  deliverance  through  the  dreary  night 

The  Giants'  frenzy,  when  they  lost  their  prey, 
No  tongue  of  man  or  angel  might  pniray : 
First  on  their  idol-gods  their  vengeance  tum*d. 
Those  gods  on  their  own  altar-piles  they  bum*d ; 
Then,  at  their  sovereign's  mandate,  sallied  forth 
To  rouse  their  host  to  combat,  from  the  north ; 
Eager  to  risk  their  uttermost  emprise, 
Perudi  ere  mom,  or  reign  in  Paradise. 
Now  the  slow  tempest,  that  so  kmg  had  lower  d. 
Keen  in  their  faces  sleet  and  hailstones  shower*d. 
The  winds  blew  loixl,  the  waters  roar'd  amund. 
An  earthquake  rock'd  the  a^tonizing  gnmiid ; 
Red  in  the  west  the  buminfc  nxHint,  array *d 
With  tenfold  terror  hy  incimibent  shade 
(For  muxm  and  stars  were  wrapt  in  dunnrst  glooeiX 
Glared  like  a  torch  amidst  creation's  tomb: 


1  **  And  he  ( FJiMkm)  took  th»  mantlp  of  Elijah  that  IMI 
him.  and  amotA  ihr  watara  (•fJnrdmm).  ami  anid.— Whssi  as 
Dm  Lofd  God  of  FJijah  1— and  when  he  had  antiitm  Dm  wsMfSb 
ilief  parted  hither  sod  thitber;  sod  £liaha  went  e^sr      0 
Kiags.  ii.  V.  14. 
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8k>  Snai't  rocki  were  kindled  when  they  icU 
Their  Maker's  footstep,  and  began  to  melt ; 
Darkness  was  his  pavilion,  when  He  came, 
Hid  in  the  brightness  of  descending  flame, 
While  storm,  and  whirlwind,  and  the  trumpet's  blast, 
Prodaim'd  his  law  in  thunder,  as  he  pass'd. 

The  Giants  reach*d  their  camp; — the  night's  alarms 
Meanwhile  had  startled  all  their  slaves  to  arms ; 
Thfy  gnisp'd  their  weapons  as  from  sleep  they  sprang. 
From  tent  to  tent  the  brazen  clangor  rang : 
The  hail,  the  earthquake,  the  mysterious  light 
Unnenred  their  strength,  o'erwhelm'd   them  with 

afiright 
"  Warrioit !  to  battle-— summon  all  your  powam ; 
Warriors !  to  conquest — Paradise  is  ours ! " 
Ezclaim'd  their  rocmarch : — not  an  arm  was  raised ; 
In  vacancy  of  thought,  like  men  amazed, 
And  lost  amidst  oonfi>unding  dreams,  they  stood, 
With  palsied  eyes,  and  horror-frozen  blood. 
The  Giants'  rage  to  instant  madness  grew ; 
The  king  and  chieft  mi  their  own  legions  flew. 
Denouncing  vengeance ; — then  had  all  the  plain 
Been  heap'd  with  myriads  by  their  leaders  slain ; 
But  ere  a  sword  could  &11< — by  whirlwinds  driven. 
In  mighty  volumes,  through  the  vault  of  heaven. 
From  £den's  summit,  o'er  the  camp  accurst. 
The  darting  flres  with  noon-day  splendor  burst ; 
And  fearful  grew  the  scene  above,  below, 
With  sights  of  mystery,  and  sounds  of  woe. 
Hie  embattled  cherubim  appear'd  on  high. 
And  ooufsers,  wing'd  with  lightning,  swept  the  sky; 
Chariots,  whose  wheels  with  living  instinct  loll'd. 
Spirits  of  nnimaginable  mould, 
Fbwers,  such  as  dwell  in  heaven's  serenest  light, 
Too  pure,  too  terrible  for  mortal  sight. 
From  depth  of  midnight  suddenly  revcal'd. 
In  arms,  against  tho  Giants  took  the  field. 
On  such  an  host  Eiisha's  servant  gazed. 
When  all  the  mountain  round  the  Prophet  blazed :  ^ 
With  such  an  host,  when  war  in  heaven  was  wrought, 
Michael  against  the  Prince  of  Darkness  fought. 

Roused  by  the  trumpet,  that  shall  wake  the  dead, 
The  torpid  foe  in  consternation  fled ; 
The  Giants  headlong  in  the  uproar  ran. 
The  king  himself  the  ibrcmost  of  the  van, 
Nor  e'er  his  rushing  squadrons  led  to  fight 
With  swifter  onset,  than  ho  led  ihat  flight 
Homeward  the  paiiic-eiricken  legions  flew ; 
Their  anw,  their  veHiraenis,  from  their  limbs  they 

threw; 
O'er  shieldn  and  helms  the  reinlesM  camel  strode. 
And  gold  and  purple  sirow'd  the  dettert  ruad. 


When  thiough  the  Assyrian  amy,  like  a  faiaa^ 

At  midnif^t,  the  destn^ring  angel  pass'd. 

The  tyrant  that  defied  the  living  God, 

Precipitately  thus  his  steps  retrod ; 

Even  by  the  way  he  came,  to  his  own  land, 

Retnm'd  to  perish  by  his  oflspring's  hand.' 

So  fled  the  Giant-monarch ; — but  unknown 

The  hand  that  smote  his  life — he  died  alone ; 

Amidst  the  tumult  treacbeiously  slain. 

At  mom  his  chieftains  sought  their  lord  in  vtin 

Then,  reckless  of  the  harvest  of  their  toils. 

Their  camp,  their  captives,  all  their  treasured  spoili^ 

Renew'd  their  flight  o'er  eastern  hills  afitf. 

With  life  alone  escaping  from  that  war. 

In  which  their  king  had  hail'd  his  realm  complett^ 

The  worid's  last  province  bow'd  beneath  his  feet 

As,  when  the  waters  of  the  flood  dedined. 
Rolling  tumultuously  before  the  wind. 
The  proud  waves  shrunk  from  low  to  lower  beds 
And  high  the  hills  and  higher  raised  their  hnssii. 
Till  ocean  lay,  enchased  with  rock  and  Mfand, 
As  in  the  hollow  of  the  Almighty's  hand, 
W&ile  earth  with  wrecks  magnificent  was  ■Irew'd 
And  stillness  reign'd  o'er  Nature's  solitude : 
— ^Thus  in  a  storm  of  horror  and  dismay. 
All  night  the  Giantnirmy  sped  away ; 
Thus  on  a  kmely,  sad,  and  silent  scene. 
The  morning  rose  in  mitfesty  serene. 

Early  and  joyful  o'er  the  dewy  grass. 
Straight  to  their  glen  the  ransom'd  Patriarchs  paM« 
As  doves  released  their  parent-dwelling  find. 
They  fly  for  Ufe,  nor  cast  a  look  behind ; 
And  when  they  reach'd  the  dear  sequester'd  spot, 
Enoch  alone  of  all  their  train  *'  uat  not.'* 
With  them  the   bard,  who  from  the  vi'orld  with 

drew, 
Javan,  from  folly  and  ambition  flew ; 
Though  poor  his  lot,  within  that  narrow  bound. 
Friendship,  and  home,  and  faithful  love,  he  found: 
There  did  his  wanderings  and  afllictions  cease. 
His  youth  was  penitence,  his  age  was  peace. 


Meanwhile  the  scntter'd  tribes  of  EMen's  plain 
Tum'd  to  their  desolated  fields  again. 
And  join'd  their  brethren,  captives  once  in  flght. 
But  left  to  freedom  in  that  dreadful  llight  : 
Thenceforth  redeeni'd  from  war's  unrjuinlier'd  wi 
Rich  with  the  sjioilM  of  their  retreated  foes. 
By  Giant-tyranny  no  more  oppretsl. 
The  people  flourished,  and  the  land  had  rest 


CfreeulanDf* 


PREFACE. 


In  this  Poem  the  Aul^or  frankly  acknowle<lges  that 

he  has  so  far  failed,  as  to  be  under  the  necessity  of 

M*nding  it  (brih  mcornplete,  or  8upj«resHing  it  allo- 

•»i}»er.  Why  he  has  not  done  llie  latter  is  of  little  im- 

J  U  KiDKi.  vi,  V.  17 


portance  to  the  Public,  which  will  assuiedly  a  ward  him 
no  more  credit  than  his  |)erfornmnce.  taken  as  it  is,  can 
comniund  ;  while  the  consc<]uencr8  of  his  ten>«rity. 
or  his  ^li^<f<>^tnne,  must  reniuui  wholly  with  hiros^f 
The  original  plan  was  intended  to  embrace  the 
most  prominent  events  in  the  annals  of  aiicteut  and 


1 IL  Kioffs,  xiz,  V.  33-^. 
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■  mUkmm  or  pietuwiqw  in  the 
OT  p60olkr  in  tlie  rapenlltiQnii, 

of  ibit  aonl  rerolinion,  wUoii  tlio  fotptl  hai 
wroafht  UBonf  Amm  pooplo^  by  radiiminf  then, 
■faBoii  univMMlW't  ftoiD  iddstiy  md  iMorlMiim. 

Of  ibit  part  01  tlM  pRgected  Poem  wliieh  ii  hen 
Mhibhed,  the  flnt  ihiee  Guiioi  oontvn  e  ikecdl  of 
ihe  hirtoij  of  the  iDcient  BforftYien  Chofdi,  the  origfai 
of  the  BBMkni  bj  dm!  people  to  Oreenhuid,  end  tlie 
iqiege  of  the  irat  three  broihrm  who  w«Bt  thither 
in  1733.  The  firarth  Genio  leliMri  prinoiptlly  ID  tnk 
diliBae€uiioeiningtheNofirqp>neoloniee,iihicheye 
nii  ID  hwre  enMed  on  both  ■boroe  of  Oreenlend  flooi 
te  tenth  to  the  fiAeentboentiiriei.  In  dM  fifth  Genio 
the  Anihor  hae  ettempied.  in  n  eeriei  of  epieodeiy  to 
eon  «p  end  eiemplify  iIm  chief  eeoMe  of  the  eitin^ 
iianofflweeoDlomei,endiheefaendnniiientofQteen- 
lend,  ftr  eerenl  oenturieo,  by  Eniopeen  foyegeU. 
Xltbiaqgh  Ihie  Genio  ii  entire^  n  work  of  imej^nn- 
dM  ficthwi  hae  not  been  adopted  merely  aa  a 
ftr  hat  ftcti»  hot  ee  a  vehiole  ftr  illiie> 
of  the  moot  aplmdid  and  etiikhig  phe- 
,  of  the  eUmale,  ftr  wliich  a  more  appr^viate 
plaee  aMght  not  have  been  ftond,  eren  if  tlie  Poem 
had  heen  earned  en  to  a  eaoeemfal  oonclonon.  But 

and  eonindatationB  which  it  would  be  impertinent  to 
I  here,  compelled  the  Author  lo  relinqoirii 
Wheilier  he  may  ever  have  coorage 
or  opi—imiity  to  nraaie  it,  mnet  depend  on  eon- 
tinfHMiee  ntieily  beyond  hit  power. 

TIm  prineipel  aol^^BCli  intradiioed  in  the  coone  of 
the  Fbem,  will  be  ftond  in  CnaUz*$  HiMoriea  of  the 
Braduen  and  of  Greenland,  or  in  JUder^g  Select 
Nanativet,  extracted  from  the  records  of  the  ancient 
railee  Fhatrum,  or  United  Brethren.  To  the  ao- 
coonla  of  Iceland,  by  variooa  travellen,  the  Aalhor 
ie  aim  much  indebted. 

SnFnELD.  March  27, 1819. 
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The  pegeant  giidea  nrongh  HMBBMiMri  B^h^ 
And  leavee  behind  a  lipp&ng  waha  of  Ui^- 


Haifc!  throaghtheealmandrileneeoflha 
Sow,  aolemn,  eweet,  with  many  a  panee  berweei^ 
Celestial  nraaie  sweUs  along  the  air! 
— |i|b— Hie  the  evening  hymn  of  praise  and  fnfm 
F^^om  yonder  dech,  where,  on  the  stem  retired. 
Three  hnnble  voyagers,  with  hxiks  inspired, 
And  hearta  enUndled  with  a  holier  dame 
Than  ever  lit  to  empire  or  to  ftme, 
Devondy  eland :— their  choral  aooenti  rise 
On  wingi  of  harmony  beyond  the  skiee; 
And,  'midst  the  songs  diet  Seraph-Bfinstrek  aii^ 
Day  without  night,  to  their  immortal  King, 
Theae  simple  smins^— which  erst  Bohemian  UUa 
Echoed  to  pafhlws  woods  and  desert  rilli^ 
Now  heard  fiom  Shetland'a  anreboundr-arelmofwa 
In  heaven;  and  He,  who  ati  upon  the  thnme 
In  human  ftrm,  with  mediatorial  power, 
RemembeiB  Calvary,  and  haib  the  hour. 
When,  by  di*  Almighty  FaUier's  high  decna, 
The  utmost  north  to  Him  shell  bow  the  knee. 
And.  won  by  love,  an  untamed  rebel  race 
Kim  the  victorious  Sceptre  of  Hie  giaoe. 
Tlien  to  Hit  eye,  whose  instant  glsoce  pervndea 
Heaven'a  hei|^  fiarth'a  cirde,  HeU*e  praftimdMl 


CANTO  I. 

The  three  fint  Moravian  Miwianarieii  are  repreeented 
m  on  their  voyage  to  Greenland,  in  the  year  1733. 
•^^ketrh  of  the  deMc<*nt,  establinhment,  perMCu- 
none,  evtinrtion,  ami  revival  of  the  Church  of  die 
ignited  Brethren,  fivm  the  tenth  to  the  beginning 
ol  the  eighteenth  century. — ^Tho  origin  of  their 
to  the  West  Indict  and  to  Greenland. 


The  moon  in  watrhing  in  the  sky ;  the  stars 
Are  swiftly  wheeling  <»n  their  golden  can ; 
fimn,  outvtretrh'd  with  infinite  expanse, 
Kerenely  elumlieni  in  a  gloriouH  trance ; 
rh^  tide,  iiVr  which  im)  trotihliiit;  Hjiirits  breathe, 
RWlectti  a  cloiKlU'Ni  firmnmcnt  liriu>ath  ; 
Whrre.  prjww!  as  in  the  cif»niro  of  n  sphere, 
\  »h:n  iihrive  and  ship  h<*!o\v  uppcar ; 
A  fkniMe  iiiia:;o.  iMCiU'cd  on  the  d<>op. 
The  vcwrl  o'lT  it*  shmlow  sconm  to  sloop ; 
Vol.  like  iho  hont  of  heaven,  tli  it  never  rest. 
With  evanoscont  motion  to  the  weat, 
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Is  there  a  group  mora  lovely  than  thoae  diraa 
Night-watching  pilgrims  on  the  lonely  sea  f 
Or  10  HtM  ea^,  that  gathers  in  one  sound 
The  voices  of  adoring  worlds  around. 
Comes  there  a  breath  of  more  delightful  praise 
Than  the  ftint  notea  his  pow  disciples  mise. 
Ere  on  the  treacherous  main  they  sink  to  rest 
Secure  as  leaning  on  their  Blaster^  breast  f 

They  sleep;  but  memory  wakee :  and  dreams  array 
Night  in  a  lively  masquerade  of  day ; 
The  land  they  seek,  the  land  they  leave  behind. 
Met  on  mid^ocean  in  the  plastic  mind ; 
One  brings  foraaken  home  and  friends  so  nigh. 
That  teara  in  slumber  swell  th*  unconscious  eye ; 
The  other  opens,  with  pro|ihetic  view. 
Perils,  which  e'en  their  ftthers  never  knew, 
(Though  school'd  by  suflering,  long  inured  lo  toil. 
Outcasts  and  exiles  from  their  natal  soil) ; 
— Strange  scenes,  strange  men ;  untold,  untried  die 

trcsn; 
Piin,  hardships,  fiimine,  cold,  and  nakedness. 
Diseases ;  death  in  every  hid(H>us  form. 
On  shore,  at  sea,  by  fire,  by  flood,  by  storm ; 
Wild  beasts,  and  wilder  men .' — unmoved  with  fta? 
Health,  comfort,  safely,  life,  they  count  not  dear, 
May  they  but  ho|N>  a  Savior's  love  to  show. 
And  warn  one  spirit  from  eternal  woe ; 
Nor  will  they  £iint,  nor  can  they  strive  in  vain. 
Since  thus— to  live  is  Christ,  to  die  is  gain 

T  is  mom : — the  bathing  moon  hor  lustre  Rhromlat 
Wide  o'er  the  oast  ini]ieiuls  an  an-h  of  olttixlM, 
That  spnns  the  <N*onn  ;  while  the  infniit  diiun 
Poeps  thrmich  the  |M>rtal  o'or  the  litpiid  luwii 
That  rufilod  by  an  .April  gnle  iipitcara. 
Between  the  gloom  ond  splondor  of  the  spliores 
Dark  piir)Me  as  the  moorland-heath,  when  rain 
Hanp  in  low  vapors  o'er  th'  autumnal  plain . 
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Tm  iha  Tull  Sun.  KHirgonl  fro 
Ldu^  on  Ibr  mvn  and  tunu 
Bui  quickly  kindJing,  u  hii  bci 
Tlw  larabfnt  billowa  piny  in  To 
i—When  a  the  Vewl  (—Shining  through  the  ligKl, 
like  ihe  while  Hi-rowra  horiiiKiMj  Sighl. 
Yooder  ihs  wingi.  and  okiiiu,  and  i-lenvei  hsr  nay 
Through  redurul  (bom  uid  indcicrnl  ipny. 
Lof  on  Ihe  deck,  wilh  paUiarrhal  gimt 


m  opening  o 


Standi  Chratian  David- 
Bright  in  Ihe  ncgidn  of  ceh 
On  earth  oharure ; — like  un 
Thai  lolli  in  ill  Creaioi 
Vtaten  by  rorui,  till  lelnoipio  eye, 
Sounding  the  blue  abyanei  of  the  iky, 
Otawa  forth  in  hidden  beouly  inio  light, 
And  addi  a  jewi'l  to  ihe  crown  of  night 
Though  hoary  wilh  Ihe  mullilude  of  yeai 
tJllahom  of  ilrenglh.  belwoen  hii  young  i 
Ue  tawen ; — wilh  failh,  wboae  boundleu  glsnea 

Time'!  •hadnwa  brightening  thnragh  eternity! 
LovEr^-God'a  own  love  in  hia  pure  breiut  enHhrined. 
Love, — lore  lo  man  the  nugnei  of  hji  mind ; 
Suhlimer  Khema  maturing  in  hie  Ihoughl 
Than  ever  iinteiman  plann'd. 
While,  wiili  rejoicing  lean,  and  rapluroua  ligh*. 
To  beaTen  aicendi  Iboir  morning  lacrifice.' 

Whence  are  Ihe  i^lgrinn 
Greenland  ilieir  port — Moravia  teat  iheir  home 
Sprang  from  a  race  of  mortyn,  men  who  bore 
liie  cnm  on  many  a  Golgoiha  of  yore  j 
When  Hni  Sclavoniaii  tribw  ihe  "      ' 
And  princei  ai  Ihe  price  uf  thnnes  bclieied 


hen  Waldo,  (Ij  ing  nan  the  apoatata  wmt,' 
irman  wildi  hi>  ri^taoiu  cauae  eooleai'il  i 
lien  Widdifle,  like  a  reacuing  Angel,  fcnad 
The  dungnin  uhore  Ihe  woni  of  God  lay  boUBl, 
L'nluoeed  iu  chaim,  and  tad  it  by  the  hand. 
In  in  awn  aunihinc.  through  hii  native  land'* 
— When  Hub,  ihe  viedm  of  perDdioiN  fcea. 
To  faearen  upon  ■  Geiy  cbaiiol  lOMi 

ere  he  vnoiih'd,  with  •  pcopbel'a  bnalh. 
Foretold  th'  imoiortil  iriaiuplu  of  hii  death  ;  * 
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—When  ZitkM,  bonung  with  j  knatic  seal. 
Exchanged  the  Spirit't  sword  for  patriot  steel. 
And  through  the  heart  of  Austria's  thick  anmy 
To  Tabor's  summit  stabb'd  resisllen  way ; 
But  there  (as  if  traiisfigured  on  the  spot 
The  world's  Redeemer  stood),  his  rage  forgot; 
Deposed  his  arms  and  trophies  in  the  dust, 
Wept  like  a  babe,  and  placed  in  God  his  trust. 
While  prostrate  warriors  kin'd  the  hallow'd  ground, 
And  lay,  like  slain,  in  silent  ranks  around :  * 
~When  mild  Gregorius,  in  a  lowlier  field. 
As  brave  a  witness,  as  unwont  to  yield 
As  Zuika's  self,  with  patient  footsle(;8  trod 
A  path  of  sufiering.  Uke  tlie  Son  of  God, 
And  nobler  palms,  by  meek  endurance  won, 
Than  if  his  sword  had  blazed  from  sun  to  sun :' 
Though  nature  taiPd  him  on  the  racking  wheel. 
He  felt  the  joys  which  parted  spirits  feel ; 
Rape  into  bliss  from  ecstacy  of  pain. 
Imagination  wander'd  o'er  a  plain : 

hr  tiM  •mperor  Sueitmurndt  wu  bonit  by  •  deerae  of  the  coun- 
cil of  Cucwtaore.  tSevsral  MjriDf «,  predictive  of  retnbutioo  to 
tiM  prieMs  sod  rcfurmetiua  in  the  Church,  ere  recorded,  m  be- 
iec  oliefvd  bjr  him  iu  hit  laat  hour*.  Among  othen ;— **  A  bun- 
dled yeera  hoore,"  Mid  he.  eddreeMnc  hie  judgee,  "  ye  ehell 
leader  en  eceouot  of  your  dowf*  to  tiod  end  to  iiie.*'-^Z.iUA«r 
appealed  st  the  period  thus  indieeted. 

1  After  the  maityfUom  ofJtknHuu,  hie  followen  end  coun- 
trymcs  look  up  erme  for  the  mainteneoce  of  their  civil  end  re- 
Iciovt  hbertice.  The  6rst  and  mont  distinguiehed  of  their  lead'>rt 
wM  Jtk*  Zuk*.  He  wized  poMetbion  of  e  high  mountein. 
vnichhe  famfiMl.  end  ralM  Tmkar.  Here  he  end  hie  people 
(who  erere  hence  celled  Ta^onUt)  worshipped  God  eecording 
to  their  eooecieocee  end  bis  holy  word ;  while  in  the  plains  they 
fsagbc  and  conquered  their  penMCutors  and  enemies. 
3  The  geooine  foliow^rs  of  John  H tun  never  approved  of  the 

li»r  nrliguHi  carried  on  by  Ziaka,  though  many  of  them 
neidemaUy  involved  in  iu  i<e4ifzea,  a  Calixtine,  having 

his  party  made  a  compromise  with  tli4>ir  sovereign  and  th« 
pr»i«i«.  b)  wbich  they  w«re  ailtiwed  the  use  uf  the  rup  in  the  sa- 
eramnwii.  ww  made  urchlNahopnf  Priigiiein  the  year  1415'  and 
thmcpforwaid.  tlioufh  bo  bad  bfwii  fuily  convinced  of  the  truth 
of  ift«»  «1«irtritie«  prmnulcat(Hl  by  Hitf$,  h«  became  a  treacherous 
frwnd  «-r  an  up<-n  enemy  of  \\\*  tbIUiwers.  n*  it  happened  to  B«>rve 
tne  porptiaf^  of  his  ambiUun.  TIm*  Po|>e,  however,  refused 
to  ronAnD  htm  in  hit  new  dignity,  uuk-u  bn  would  reliuquisb 
the  cup ,  on  whicb.  tor  a  tune,  lie  made  irrt'at  pretriwioui  of  un- 
d^itakinr  a  imiroucb  reform  in  the  church.  All  who  hoped  any 
thine  K>Kid  ot'  him  were  diwippointed.  ainl  none  more  than  bin 
piuue  nrph<*w  (irefaritiM.  who  lu  vain,  on  behalf  of  the  peace- 
kivtoe  HuMitt*.  betfouglit  him  to  proceed  in  the  work  of  churcb- 
f«craera(i<Hi.  Hi*  retiurd  perfniptorily.  at  length,  after  having 
grratly  diMimulati-d  and  temiMiriziHl.  Hi*  refusal  was  the  im- 
BVid.ale  cau4«  ot  the  C(Mnineni*einen(  of  the  Church  of  the  United 
|tre:hr»«.  in  that  form  \n  which  it  bait  been  recornised  for  nearly 
#1)  yi>ar«.  They  wer**  no  sooner  kntiwn,  however,  as  "Fratre* 
Ugt4  Ckruti."  Brftkrem  aecordmg  to  tMe  rule  uf  Ckrut,  than 
Ury  Were  iM*r«ecut«Ht  as  heretics.  .Anions  others,  Grtgariun^ 
w!tuM»tykr>ithe  " Patriarch 9 ftht  lirctkten,"  was  spprehend- 
eit  at  a  private  meeting  with  a  number  of  bis  people.  The  judge 
wlm  f  »*-t'ule<!  the  ro)al  autiuuitr.  on  entering  the  room,  usod 
tfis^  rv-markable  words  -.  "  It  m  tenttfm,  all  that  wilt  live  godtif 
rs  CJbrMf  J' fun  Mkall  anf'r  pergecutiwH;  tArreftire  follow  me, 
kp  r^mmmmd  of  tke  ktgkrr  porem."  They  followed,  and  were 
•rnt«>.*t«'rd  to  the  UMlure.  Ihi  tlie  rack.  (wrtgoriuM  fell  into  a 
saaAMi.  atii  ail  prf**^it  supposiii  him  to  be  dead.  Hereupon  hiii 
a:«wt.itK  uncle  Httkgiam  hastened  to  tli<*  »(K>t,  and  falling  upon 
t»  Dr.-k.  «ith  Invars  aiwl  loud  laiiM-iilnlMin^,  b«>wailed  him,  ez- 
oium.r.^ — "U.  m^dear  (irtgonu*'-  wmlU  to  (tod  1  wertwkere 
th*m  «rf  "*  His  nei»hew.  however,  n'vivfd.  and  was  set  at  lib- 
fftr.  Hi*  aflerwanU.  a'cordmc  to  traditum.  de<'lared  that  in 
ei*  tjvri>«*  he  hud  w'«*n  a  tiMon  — a  tree,  coventi  with  leavei* 
aiiil  i-Uaavitins  aihl  frnil*.  on  Hbi<'h  maiijr  Ihmuii:uI  birds  were 
fc^ilii:;  iu-1  ntrlii>iMiii«ly  •iiicinir.  rmicr  it.  was  a  shepherd** 
biiy  a'fi  near  at  hiiMl.  three  «en«'rable  old  men  (as  guartliaiw 
a(  tihe  tre**  .  wh<kM«  halHliments  ami  countfiianofi  wore  those 
af  the  three  uersous  who,  several  years  aAurwards,  were  cou- 


Fair  in  the  midst,  beneath  a  mntwing  ikj, 
A  tree  its  ample  branches  bora  on  li^h» 
With  fragrant  bloom,  and  fruit  delidotis  himgt 
While  birds  beneath  the  foliage  fed  and  sung ; 
All  glittering  to  the  sim  with  diamond  dew-. 
O'er  sheep  and  kine  a  breeiy  shade  it  threw ; 
A  lovely  boy,  the  child  of  hope  and  prayer. 
With  crook  and  shepherd's  pipe,  was  watching  ther« 
At  hand  three  venerable  forms  wero  seen. 
In  simple  garb,  with  apostolic  mien. 
Who  mark'd  the  distant  fields  convulsed  with  stri£» 
— ^The  guardian  Cherubs  of  that  Tree  of  Life ; 
Not  arm'd.  like  Ekien's  host,  with  flaming  brands. 
Alike  to  friends  and  foes  they  stretch'd  their  handi 
In  sign  of  peace ;  and  while  Destruction  spread 
His  path  with  carnage,  welcomed  all  who  fled: 
— When  poor  Comcnitis,  with  his  Uttle  flock. 
Escaped  Uie  wolves,  and  from  the  boimdary  rock. 
Cast  o'er  Moravian  hills  a  look  of  woe. 
Saw  the  green  vales  expand,  the  waters  flow. 
And,  happier  years  revolving  in  his  mind. 
Caught  every  soimd  that  murmur'd  on  the  wind; 
As  if  his  eye  could  never  thence  depart; 
As  if  his  car  was  seated  in  his  heart. 
And  his  full  soul  would  thence  a  passage  break. 
To  leave  the  body,  for  his  country's  sake ; 
While  on  his  knees  he  pour'd  the  fervent  prayer. 
That  God  would  make  that  martyr-land  his  care. 
And  nourish  in  its  ravaged  soil  a  root 
Of  Gregor's  Tree,  to  bear  perennial  fruit' 

secreted  the  first  bishops  of  the  Church  of  the  United  Brethrea, 
by  sunken,  the  last  bishop  of  the  WaUensee. 

1  John  Amo*  Camttmu,  one  of  the  moet  learned  as  w^  as 
pioos  men  of  his  age.  was  minister  of  the  Brethren's  congrega- 
tion at  Fuhieck,  in  Moravia,  from  1618  to  16S7,  when  the  Prot- 
estant nobility  end  clergy  being  expauiated,  he  fled  with  a  part 
uf  his  people  thruush  Sileaia  into  Poland.  On  the  sommit  of 
the  mountains  forming  the  boundary,  he  turned  his  sorrowful 
eyes  tuwanis  Bohemia  and  Moravia,  and  kneeling  down  with 
bis  brethren  there,  implored  God,  with  many  tears,  that  he 
would  not  take  away  the  light  of  hit  holy  word  from  those  two 
provinces,  but  preserve  m  them  a  remnant  for  hunself.  A  rem- 
nant aros  saved. 

Comenttu  afterwards  visited  and  resided  in  various  parts  of 
Germany,  Holland,  and  Knxland ;  everywhere,  on  hie  travels, 
recommending,  with  earneaiTKits  aiul  imp«>rtunity,  the  caseoi 
his  oppn-««>d  brethren  in  Bohemia  and  Moiavia  to  men  in 
power.  But  his  a|>i>eaU  were  in  vain ;  aiHl  when,  at  the  peace 
of  Wciitphalia.  in  lAI*^,  he  found  that  nothing  was  provided  for 
their  protecti<m  in  tlie  free  exerciite  of  th«!ir  religitm,  he  puh> 
lished  an  aflTecting  repreM>iitation  of  the  peculiar  hardships  of 
their  church,  in  which  be  olwerved  : — '*  We  justly,  indeed,  do- 
serve  to  bear  the  wrath  of  Alininbty  GimI  ;  but  will  »uch  men 
(alluding  to  the  Protectant  diplomatiKtH  and  tb*>ir  constituent 
authorities)  be  able  to  justify  ib<-ir  actions  before  God.  who, 
forgetting  tl<e  common  ciium)  of  all  Protestants,  and  the  old 
covenants  amongst  us.  nerlcct  to  awini  those  who  are  oppressed 
in  the  same  ensajreinentii  1  Having  made  p«*uce  for  thf  mM'lves, 
they  m'ver  f  ave  it  a  thought,  that  the  Hoheniianii  and  Moravi- 
ans, who  at  the  Jirtt,  and  for  $o  many  emturu*,  awserted  the 
truth  in  opposition  to  Foi)«'ry,  were  liiiewi«e  wonliy  to  be  mu- 
tually considereit  by  them ;  thnt  tho  li?ht  of  the  to^pel.  which 
finit  was  enkindled  sinI  put  u|Min  the  randkvick  in  the  Brethren** 
j  church,  micht  not  now  be  exluleui^bed,  ns  it  ap|iears  to  be. 
This  iilllicled  pt-ople,  thereiore.  which  on  account  of  its  faith- 
ful adher«'iice  to  the  KpiMtolic  di>ctrine».  following  ibe  footstepa 
of  tlie  primitive  church,  and  the  instnictions  ofth*>  holy  father* 
has  been  so  much  huti>4l.  per4(>riiii'<].  t(M4e<l  to  and  fro.  and  even 
forsaken  by  tiMwe  of  ila  own  boiMi'hold.  and  now  finds  mercy 
from  no  man; — ihit  at11ict«Ml  pcopU*  bnn  iii>thinc  left,  but  tu 
cast  itself  nintn  tb*-  nut  of  tlie  eVrnallv  nt«>rcifiil  I^>rd  (tod.  and 
with  the  ancient  prophH.  wh«'ii  his  iiaiKin  was  overthrown  ft 
its  enemies,  to  excbnii — 'Fur  thi>4>  thiiic<«  I  wet-p;  mine  ey«. 
mine  eye  runneth  down  with  w.ttrr,  lMT:tii«*>  lh"(\inifoner  thai 
should  relK'^e  my  soul  is  far  from  me.*  Lam.  i,  16  — ButTho 
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AwaiTd  tnd  lent  by  penecutkm'i  blast; 
Whoie  Mm  no  yoke  oould  crush,  no  burthen  tire, 
Unawed  by  dongeont,  tortures,  sword,  and  fire, 
(Leas  proof  against  the  world's  alluring  wiles, 
Whose  frowns  have  weaker  terrors  than  its  smiles) ; 
— ThaiChurch  o'erthrown,  dispersed,  unpeopled,  dead, 
OSi  from  the  dust  of  ruin  raised  her  head, 
And  ndl}ring  round  her  feet,  as  fWrni  their  gravea, 
Her  enled  orphans,  hid  in  fcrest-caves. 
Where,  *midst  the  fiutnesses  of  rocks  and  glens. 
Banded  like  robbers,  stealing  from  their  dens, 
By  night  they  met,  their  holiest  tows  to  pay. 
As  if  their  deeds  were  dark,  and  shunned  the  day; 
While  Christ's  revilers,  in  hiv  seamless  robe. 
And  parted  garmenis,  flaunted  round  the  globe ; 
From  east  to  west  while  PriestcraA's  banners  flew. 
And  hameas'd  kings  his  iron  chariot  drew, 
—That  Church  advanced  triumphant  o'er  the  ground 
Where  ail  her  conquering  martyrs  had  been  crown'd. 
Fearless  her  hei'M  whole  malice  to  defy. 
And  wonhip  God  in  liberty,  or  die : 
For  truth  arid  conscience  oft  she  pour'd  her  blood, 
And  firmest  in  the  fiercest  conflict  stood, 
Wresting  from  bigotry  the  proud  control 
Claim*d  o'er  the  sacred  empire  of  the  soul. 
Where  God,  the  Judge  of  all,  should  fill  the  throne, 
And  reign,  as  in  his  universe,  alone.' 

O  Lord  God !  who  sbidMC  for  ercr  sod  ev«r,  sod  whoM  throne 
ii  olMasl.  why  wilt  Uwa  forgot  ua,  and  «ven  fonske  m  in  this 
sadrmttf  1  O  brbg  us.  Lord,  agsin  to  thjrsoif,  that  wo  majr  re- 
tain to  oar  himiea.  Renew  our  day*  aa  of  oM."  In  1649,  Co- 
SMriatt  pnbliahed  a  History  of  the  Bretbrra'a  Church,  which  hn 
dediesled,  aa  hia  *'laat  will  and  teatameot,"  to  the  Ckmrek  of 
Aifisnrf,  to  preaerve  for  the  aucccMwra  of  the  brethren  in  fb> 
tare  ages,  as  to  the  last  hour  of  bis  Ufp  he  cherished  the  bof  le  of 
their  reTival  and  establishment  in  peace  and  freedom. — This 
work  was  translated  from  the  original  I^tin,  and  publiahed  in 
London  in  IflSl. 

1  Previous  to  the  Reformation,  for  about  ftf^y  years,  the  pria- 
oos  in  Botiemia,  aiid  rapccinilr  at  Prague,  were  filled,  from 
time  to  time,  in  conatMiuence  tif  special  (lecrm's,  with  members 
of  the  Brethren's  Church.  MUkntl,  ouc  of  their  (ix*\  bishops, 
was  long  under  rigorous  confmement.  Mnnj  perished  in  deep 
dungeons,  with  cold  and  hunger ;  others  were  cruelly  tortured. 
The  remainder  wore  obliged  to  seek  refuse  in  thick  forests,  and 
to  hide  themselves  by  day  in  caverns  and  receiwes  amung  the 
rocks.  Fearing  to  be  butrnyed  in  the  diy-timc  by  the  smoks, 
they  kindled  their  fires  only  at  nieht.  around  which  they  em- 
ployed their  time  in  reading  the  Si-ripiures,  and  in  prayer.  If 
they  were  umier  the  iier«'«»ity  of  gtting  out  in  the  sinow,  either 
to  seek  provisions  or  to  vitoi  tht:ir  neiriibom.  they  always  walk- 
ed behind  one  another,  earli  in  h:s  turn  troadini;  in  the  fuotsteps 
of  the  first,  and  the  last  drncsinc  a  piece  of  brushwood  afler 
bun,  to  obliterate  the  track,  or  to  make  it  appear  as  if  some 
poor  peasant  had  been  to  the  wo«nIs  to  fetch  a  bundle  of  sticks. 
With  the  Refomieni,  Luther,  Calnin,  Ztein^liuB,  Atelanetkon, 
Bueor,  and  Otpito.  the  Brethren  held  the  most  friendly  corre- 
^Kwdence,  aiHt  by  all  were  acknowledged  to  be  a  true  apo«toli- 
cal  church.  The  strictness  of  tlK'ir  church-discipline,  however, 
and  the  dilTen-nce  which  nubsisted  among  thesH  great  men  them- 
sshres  on  that  general  suliitct,  tu  well  as  the  insulated  locality 
of  the  Brethren,  prububly  were  the  causes  why  they  remained 
still  totally  distinct  from  any  ol'  the  new  Christian  societies 
which  were  then  inntiruted.  Jiftrr  the  Ri'lormslum,  especially 
about  the  bfciniiing  .tin\  till  the  middle  of  the  sevtmtceiitli  cen- 
tury, they  were  expo««-d  to  tii"  K.-iine  kind  of  (MSMecutions  and 
prosrriptionii  whi<-h  their  ai)"i-*ititri4  hail  siifferfHi.  Afker  tite 
death  of  tlie  F.inperor  liudoh-h.  in  Itil'i.  tlie  rmolutions  of  the 
(Council  of  Tr«>iit  wor«  HerntMi  (.»  l>o  put  in  fore*)  acainft  ail 
l*rotestiints  i^  Hohcm'ta.  This  nccasioiied  a  civil  war,  like  that 
uf  the  Hur-4te«.  The  Brpthn>n.  tlMUirh  they  are  understood  to 
hsTe  taken  very  little  share  in  this  defence  of  the  truth,  by 
ipo.'w  of  emmal  warfare,  were  nevertheleaa  mpoaed  to  all 
sndieihw  crusltj.  U  rhiek  tbo  Proustsois  in  Bohsmis 


Twas  thus  through  centuries  she  rooe  and  ftll* 
At  lengdi  victorious  seera'd  the  gates  of  hell : 
But,  fotmded  on  a  rock,  which  cannot  mov»-« 
Th*  eternal  rock  of  her  Redeemer's  lovc^— 
That  Church,  which  Satan's  legions  thought  destroy*d 
Her  name  extinct,  her  place  for  ever  void, 
Alive  once  more,  respired  her' native  air. 
But  ibtuid  no  freedom  for  the  voice  of  prayer : 
Again  the  cowl'd  oppressor  clank'd  his  chains, 
Flourish'd  his  scouige,  and  threaten'd  bonds  and  paint 
(His  arm  enfeebled  could  no  longer  kill. 
But  in  his  heart  he  was  a  murderer  still) : 
Then  Christian  David,  strengthen'd  from  above. 
Wise  as  the  serpent,  harmless  as  the  dove ; 
Bold  as  a  lion  on  his  Master's  port. 
In  seal  a  seraph,  and  a  child  in  heart ; 
Pluck'd  from  the  gripe  of  antiquated  laws 
— (£ven  as  a  mother  from  the  felon-jawi 
Of  a  lean  woU  that  bears  her  babe  away. 
With  courage  beyond  nature,  rends  the  prey). 
The  little  remnant  of  that  ancient  mce : 
•^Par  in  Lusatian  woods  they  found  a  place ; 
Tler««— where  the  sparrow  builds  her  busy  nea^ 
And  the  clime^hanging  swallow  loves  to  rest. 
Thine  altar,  God  of  Hosts ! — then  still  appear 
The  tribes  to  worship,  tmassail'd  by  fear ; 
Not  like  their  fathers,  vex'd  from  age  to  age 
Bf  blatant  Bigotry's  insensate  rage. 
Abroad  in  every  place, — in  every  hour 
Awake,  alert,  and  ramping  to  devour. 
No :  peaceful  as  the  spot  where  Jacob  slept. 
And  guard  all  night  the  joumc>'ing  angels  kcpC 
Hermhut  yet  stands  amidst  her  shelter'd  bowers ; 
—•The  Lord  hath  set  his  watch  upon  her  towersw' 

were  nearly  extirpated,  a(Yer  their  defipat  by  the  Imperiahsts,  oo 
the  White  Mountain,  near  Pra^cue,  in  16^.  l>n  the  'ilst  June 
1621.  no  leas  than  twrntf-$eren.  of  the  Patrons  {Urfrnfurto) 
of  the  Protestant  cauM,  principally  noblfM  and  men  uf  disuae- 
tion,  were  beheadod,  who  all  A\rA  as  faithful  witniawe  and 
martyrs  to  the  religion  of  Chrutt.  This  execution  was  lbllowe4 
by  a  decree  of  banishment  against  all  muiistef  h  of  the  Brethren's 
churches  in  Bohemia  and  Moravia.  Many  huiulrrd  familica, 
both  nobln  and  plebeian,  fl(!d  into  the  neiirlibonog  pruvinee^ 
Emigration,  however,  was  reiHfere«l  ns  dittieutt  ai*  p«itaible  to 
the  common  people,  who  were  strirtly  watrh«ii  by  ihc  emissa- 
ries of  p«!niccuiion.  Many  thousaiuls,  notwitlisiJiodiiut.  cradu- 
ally  made  their  e*cape.  aiHi  joiwd  their  niinMiers  in  exile, 
others,  who  from  aee.  infirmiiy.  or  the  burthen  id'  lur(:e  faniilir*, 
could  not  do  the  same,  rc-niniiu'd  in  thtir  coui:rry.  but  weio 
compelled  to  worship  (iihI.  uHt-r  the  m»iiiier  oi  iheir  fiirt-taiheta, 
in  set^t  only  ;  for  thenceforward  neiilH'r  ehun-ties  nor  schotfU 
for  Protestants  were  allo\%-«>.t  to  ,>xiiii  in  Hoh«'iiiia  arKi  .Moravia. 
Bearch  wiis  nmde  for  their  HiMo  Hml  n-iik'ioui*  bo«ik«,  which 
were  burnt  in  piles,  and  in  hume  places  nih'er  the  ynlMtwit. 

1  In  17'il  (ninety-four  ye.irA  at\<:r  the  Hi/ht  of  C.,meMtm*'',  th« 
Chon'h  of  the  T^nited  Brethren  was  rt>vivf»il  by  Uie  per^t-eukMl 
refugees  from  Moravia  (deacemlants  of  lite  oki  eitnli'««i>r»  of 
that  name),  who  were  leii  frtHn  time  to  time  by  Ctrtntiam  Ifmrtd 
(himself  a  Moravian,  but  odu-'a'ed  in  il>n  Liiiii.T.in  per«u««io«\ 
to  settle  on  an  nnruliivattxl  piece  of  lantl.  on  an  e«raie  beUmc- 
ing  to  OvMiif  Tltmzmdtirf.  in  Lusatin.  Oinstmn  Itnr»J.  who 
was  a  carpenter,  began  tlte  woik  of  buiUlinx  n  c!iiir*h  in  Ihie 
wildemeas,  by  striking  his  ax  into  a  tree,  ami  e\cltiniing-> 
"Hert  katk  tJk*  Bparroit  .found  on  knoMe,  nmd  the  sa-oUom  m 
nfft  for  herMcIf:  <r'a  thimf  aftars,  O  Jaut^  (ittdof  fio»tM!" 
They  named  the  seltji-mint  H'rrmkvt,  or  7'*'  /^rrf's  tttttek. 

Afier  the  lnpi«>>of  nenrly  n  et<ii(iiry,  durine  wliif-h  the  r^'l'ure*^ 
of  the  Urethn*n'ii  churrhi-,  in  S.i\<iriv.  !*•  Iiii»'l.  niiii  Pruioiv 
were  iH'arly  io»l  nintinc  tlH>  |H'o|i!e  uith  mIhho  l!i>-y  juAftrianif, 
and  the  knnli  n'umant  th:it  cnntnnird  in  Moravia  ki-pt  up  triO 
tire  on  thetr  family- ultar#,  while  in  their  rhiirrhm  it  wjn  utterty 
extinct,  a  iww  perseeutton  agniiMt  ihi*  small  remuint  drora 
many  of  them  from  their  h(»mes.  who,  under  the  ctmdoet  <ir 
OhnoUmn  Dovid,  finding  an  asylum  on  the  eatalas  of  CWaal 
Zteuadsr/.  foondsd  oaar  Berthobdoif  lbs  first 
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Scion,  hoian  uf  humble  fma.  uxl  MnKlun  rm 
Riled  lu'rcl  mciply  tu  mliCuiJe : 
Ami  iho  loRi  tnvolW  then,  hi  lall  at  nighl, 
CrfHild  true  IWjni  diiiuiL  lullii  ih«  ipdDgled  lighl. 
WKich  now  liDni  muiy  a  raitagD-MinJiiw  Mteua'd, 
Or  in  Tull  giory  nKutd  the  Fhapel  bcsm'i]  j 
While  hymniiuf  voiwi.  in  the  ailent  ihiide, 
Mwic  nr  all  h«  louri  ■Beclinn  mndB: 
^Vhcre  rlinufh  ihe  tncklpn  wildemeas  ernvhile* 
^41  huepiLable  ray  mu  kuown  In  imUtf ; 
Or  if  *  lUilileD  ■iJendur  kindled  jay, 
T  u-iui  hul  a  meleor  dauling  to  damy: 
Xt'hile  the  wood  echoed  lo  the  hallow  owl, 
Tlie  tiu'*  cry.  or  wotTi  lugubrioni  howL 

rmmried  u  iIm  ctiael,  iSnj  by  day, 

Tmrk*  Ihiwigh  unwiler'd  wildi  hii  dolerol  way, 

Vri  111  hii  breai  a  cherifh'd  dnughl  reouiH, 

'Fv  null  Ihe  lervid  nircenl  in  hia  veiiu^ 

While  TruiD  the  inn'*  meridian  teatma  ha  bringi 

The  lold  and  ^enM  of  Elhio[iian  King! : 

Fti  Cliriinaa  David,  aiieiKling  yrl  nnapenl, 

( >n  many  ■  jilgrinMge  of  mercy  went ; 

ThniuKh  all  iheii  haunlj  hii  (Uflering  brelhnm  aoughl, 

And  nalely  to  that  land  of  prani 


O'er  Greenland  ueit  two  youths  in  aecret  wapl , 
lid  where  ibc  talibaih  uf  ihe  dead  waa  kept, 
■irh  piuiu  foreihoiight.  while  their  taaodi  fntn* 


While 


rl  Hell  of  conao 
Fed  fnmi  the  fbonlain  near  ih'  Blemal  Ihinna. 
— IIliu  u  Ihe  world  unyielded  and  nnlmawn. 

In  ilillneM  thin  the  liltle  Zion  nae; 
Bui  acairely  bund  thOK  Tugitivei  lepOM. 
Rre  10  the  went  with  pitying  eyea  ihej  tum'd  ; 
Thrir  kwe  la  Gmil  beyond  ih'  Aitaniic  buni'd. 
Tanh  (fied  their  meiaengen.  conletil  to  be 
Ca[iav«  Ihemaekea.  to  cheer  eaptivily: 

Aial  pn-ach  deliverance  in  ibunr  priHHi-ialea. 
^VIhtc  nunV  nrnsi  hali-ful  fiinn  of  being  meet, 
—  Tlw  lyniil  and  the  ilave  ihnl  licka  hia  teeL' 


-  man  ao  luitly  la  Ihe  dual  b  bniight, 
grave  bofore  hia  cradle  may  he  wini^it), 
They  told  their  purpoae,  each  o'eijoy'd  In  God 
Hia  own  idea  in  hia  broiher'a  miiid. 
['or  countel  in  aimplicity  ihey  piay'd, 
And  vowa  uf  anient  cooaecralion  nuide : 
— Vow*  heard  in  heaven ;  fnim  thai  accepted  hour. 
Their  luuli  were  clothed  wiih  confidence  and  power 
hope  deferr'd  could  quell  their  hean'a  deiiie ; 
buah  once  kindled  grew  amidst  the  fire  j 

Congenial  ipihli  caught  Ih'  electric  flame  i 

'  lor  that  holy  acrvice,  young  and  old. 

r  plighted  fiith  and  willing  noma  enrall'd; 

(r  to  change  Ihe  real,  to  lately  (bund, 

Life-tung  tabon  on  borbqrian  ground ; 

To  break,  thnjugh  barrieia  of  elemal  ice, 

A  villa  lo  the  gnlea  of  Parwliae ) 

And  light  beneath  Iho  thadow  of  the  pole 

The  tenfold  darknea  of  the  human  nul ; 

an, — a  uiak  uwre  bopeleia  than  lo  bleai 
Wiih  Indian  fniiu  that  aittic  wildemcia ; 
With  Cod,— aa  poiaible  when  onbegun 
Aa  though  Ihe  datioed  inimcia  were  done. 


Ileraldi 

tike  mi 
Theyw 


:n  faith,  (< 


childlcM  Ahram  went 
in  a  land,  decreed 

The  liinire  birthright  of  hia  promiaed  aecd]. 
Unknowing  whilhar; — nninquiring  why 

wm  cait  bcneaih  «  aitonge  a  ihy. 
\\'herc  cloud  nor  tlir  appcar'd,  tn  nwrtal  leuae 
iiiiting  Ihe  hidden  |>nth  uf  Providence, 

A  ui  in  iluit  diukiir*  light  eternal  dwelt: 
bry  knew. — and  'I  wu  aiuugh  tor  them  lo  knon 
lie  alill  (Riall  voice  thai  whiipcr'd  them  to  go,- 
ir  Up.  who  aimkc  by  ilmi  mi-iiriiDiii  rnice, 
i]iirL'd  ilieir  will,  and  madu  tla  nil  ihcir  chdcs 
Sre  the  twift  vml  hounding  nVr  ifae  tide, 
Tlial  walli.  with  Chriniian  Datid  for  tlirir  guide, 
young  Apoailea  on  iheir  jnyfiil  Hay, 
'ginn*  in  the  iniliiht  venic  of  day ; 
>'recly  Ihcy  qiiii  ihe  cliraa  Ihai  giive  then  biitli, 

irilphifx  all  thry  luied  oil  earth ; 
.■Bin  hdiira,  ai-cuuniiufi  Iim, 
And  glurying  in  ihe  vhame,  lliey  hnir  the  cim; 
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—Not  M  the  Spaniard,  on  his  flag  nnfurrd, 
A  bloody  omen  through  a  Pagan  world : 
—Not  the  Tain  image,  which  the  Devotee 
Claapi  ai  the  God  of  his  idolatry ; 
But  in  their  hearti,  to  Greenland's  western  shore, 
That  dear  memorial  of  their  Lord  they  bore. 
Amidst  the  wildemesa  lo  lift  the  sign 
Of  wrath  appeased  by  saeri6oe  divine ; 
And  bid  a  serpent-stimg  and  dying  race 
Look  on  their  Healer,  and  be  saved  by  grace. 


CANTO  n. 


Hopes  and  feais. — ^The  Brethren  pursue  their  Voyage. 
—A  digression  on  Iceland. 


What  are  thine  hopes.  Humanity? — thy  fears f 
Poor  voyager,  upon  this  flood  of  years. 
Whose  tide,  untumtng,  hurries  to  the  sea 
Of  dark  unsearchable  eternity, 
The  fragile  skifls,  in  which  thy  children  sail 
A  day,  an  hour,  a  moment,  with  the  gale, 
Then  vanish ; — gone  like  eagles  on  the  wind. 
Or  fish  in  waves,  that  3rield  and  close  behind  f 
Tliine  hopes, — lost  anchors  buried  in  the  deep. 
That  rust,  through  storm  and  calm,  in  iron  sleep ; 
Whose  cables,  loose  aloft  and  fix*d  below. 
Rot  with  the  sea- weed,  floating  to  and  fro ! 
Thy  fears— are  wrecks  that  strew  the  &tal  surge. 
Whose  whirlpools  swallow,  or  whose  currents  urge 
Adventurous  barks  on  rocks,  that  lurk  at  rest. 
Where  the  blue  halcyon  builds  her  fiiam-light  nest ; 
Or  strand  them  on  illumined  shoals,  that  gleam 
like  driHed  gold  in  sumroer'd  cloudless  beam. 
Thus  would  thy  race,  beneath  their  parent's  eye, 
Live  without  luiowledge,  without  prospect  die. 

But  when  Religion  bids  her  spirit  breathe. 
And  opens  bliss  above  and  woe  beneath ; 
When  God  reveals  his  march  through  Nature's  night. 
His  steps  are  beauty,  and  bis  presence  light: 
His  voice  is  life : — the  dead  in  conscience  start ; 
They  feel  a  new  creation  in  the  heart 
Ah !  then.  Humanity,  thy  hopes,  thy  fears. 
How  changed,  how  wondrous! — On  this  tide  of  yearR, 
Though  the  frail  barks,  in  which  thine  offipring  sail 
Their  day,  their  hour,  their  moment,  with  the  gale, 
Must  perish ; — Shipwreck  only  sets  them  free ; 
With  joys  unmeasured  as  eternity. 
They  ply  on  seas  of  glass  their  golden  oan. 
And  pluck  immortal  fruits  along  the  shores ; 
Nor  shall  their  cables  fail,  their  anchors  rust. 
Who  wait  the  resurrection  of  the  just : 
Moor'd  on  the  rock  of  ages,  though  decay 
Moulder  the  weak  terrestrial  frame  away. 
The  trumpet  sounds, — and  lo !  wherever  spread, 
l^^arth,  air,  and  ocean,  render  back  their  dead, 
And  souls  with  bodies,  spiritual  and  divine. 
In  the  new  heavens,  like  stars  for  ever  shine, 
"l^hese  are  thine  Hopes ; — thy  Fears  what  tongue  can 

tell? 
Kehold  ihem  praven  on  the  pntes  of  Hell : 

The  wnith  of  God  abidolh  hero :  his  breath 
Kindlml  the  flames. — tM$  is  the  second  dealL  ' 


T  was  Mercy  wrote  the  lines  of  judgment  there; 
None  who  from  earth  can  read  ihem  may  despair ; 
Man ! — let  the  warning  strike  presumption  dumb^— 
Awake,  arise,  escape  the  wrath  to  come ; 
No  resurrection  from  that  grave  shall  be ; 
The  worm  within  is— immortality. 

The  tarrora  of  Jehovah,  and  his  grace. 
The  Brethren  bear  to  earth's  remotest  race. 
And  now,  exulting  on  their  swift  career, 
The  northern  waten  narrowing  in  the  rear. 
They  rise  upon  th'  Atlantic  flood,  that  rolls 
Shoreless  and  &thomless  between  the  poles. 
Whose  waves  the  east  and  western  world  divide. 
Then  gird  the  globe  with  one  cireumfluent  tide ; 
For  mighty  Ocean,  by  whatever  name 
Known  to  vain  man,  is  everywhere  the  same. 
And  deems  all  reg^ans  by  his  gul&  embraced 
But  vassal  tenures  of  his  sovereign  waste. 
Clear  shines  the  sun ;  the  surge,  intensely  blue. 
Assumes  by  day  heaven's  own  aerial  hue : 
Buoyant  and  beautiful,  as  through  a  sky. 
On  balanced  wings,  behold  the  vessel  fly ; 
Invisibly  impell'd,  as  though  it  felt 
A  soul,  within  its  heart  of  oak  that  dwelt. 
Which  broke  the  billows  \v\\h  spontaneous  force. 
Ruled  the  free  elements,  and  chose  its  course. 
Not  so . — and  yet  along  the  trackless  realm, 
A  hand  unseen  directs  th*  unconscious  helm ; 
The  Power  that  sojoum'd  in  the  cloud  by  day. 
And  fire  by  night,  on  Israel's  desert  way ; 
That  Power  the  obedient  vessel  owns : — Ilia  will. 
Tempest  and  calm,  and  death  and  life,  fulfil. 

Day  following  day  the  current  smoothly  flows ; 
Labor  is  but  refreshment  from  repose ; 
Perils  ore  vanish'd  ;  every  fear  resign 'd  ; 
Peace  walks  the  waves,  Hope  carols  on  the  wind ; 
And  Time  so  sweetly  travels  o'er  the  deep. 
They  feel  his  motion  like  the  fall  of  sleep 
On  weary  limbs,  that.  strotchM  in  stillness,  seem 
To  float  upon  (he  eddy  of  a  stream. 
Then  sink, — to  wnkc  in  some  transporting  dream. 
Thus,  while  the  Brethren  far  in  exile  roam. 
Visions  of  Greenland  show  their  future  home. 
— Now  a  dark  sf)e('k.  but  brightening  as  it  flies, 
A  vagrant  sea-fbwi  glads  their  enger  eyes ; 
How  lovely,  from  the  narrow  de<  k  to  see 
The  meanest  link  of  nature's  family. 
Which  makes  us  feel,  in  dreariest  solitude. 
Affinity  with  all  that  breathe  renew'd ! 
At  once  a  thousand  kind  emotions  start. 
And  the  blood  warms  and  mantles  round  the  heart! 
—O'er  the  ship's  lee,  the  waves,  in  shadow  seen. 
Change  from  deep  indigo  to  beryl  green. 
And  wreaths  of  frequent  weed,  that  slowly  float. 
Land  to  the  watchful  mariner  denote : 
Ere  long  the  pulse  beats  quicker  through  his 
When,  like  a  range  of  evening  clouds  at  rest, 
Iceland's  grey  cliffi  and  ragged  coast  he  sees. 
But  shuns  them,  leaning  on  the  southern  breeae , 
And  while  they  vanish  far  in  distance,  tells 
Of  lakes  of  fire  and  necromancers'  spells. 

Strange  Isle !  a  moment  to  poetic  gaze 
Rise  in  thy  miyeBty  of  rocks  aiid  baya, 
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G1en>fiiiinfBiai,eair0i,  tbat  Meiii  not  thingi  ofevth. 

But  the  wikl  tkmpm  of  loine  prodigious  birth ; 

As  if  the  krmken,  monarch  of  the  tea, 

Wallowing  abroad  in  his  immensity* 

By  polar  storms  and  lightning  shafls  assaird, 

Wedged  with  ice  mountains,  hero  had  fought  and  fiul*d; 

Perish'd     and  in  the  petrifying  blast, 

Hia  hulk  became  an  island  rooted  fiwt :  * 

— Rathar,  from  ocean's  dark  foundation  hurl'd. 

Thou  art  a  type  of  his  mj^sterious  world, 

BiMy*d  oo  the  desolate  abyss,  to  show 

What  wooden  of  creatkm  hide  below. 

Here  Heda's  triple  peaks,  with  meteor  lighti, 
Naturals  own  beacons,  cheer  hybemal  nights : 
Bat  when  the  orient  flames  in  red  array, 
like  ghosts  the  spectrsl  splendors  flee  the  day ; 
Mom  at  her  feet  beholds  supinely  spread 
The  carcass  of  the  old  chimera  dead. 
That  wont  lo  vomit  flames  and  molten  ore* 
Now  deft  asunder  to  th^  inmost  coro ; 
In  srooaMering  heaps, wide  wrecks  and  cinders strown, 
Lie  like  the  walls  of  Sodom  overthrown 
(Ere  from  the  &ce  of  blushing  Nature  swept. 
And  where  the  city  stood,  the  Dead  Sea  slept) ; 
While  inaccessible,  tmdition  feigns. 
To  human  foot  the  guarded  lop  remains. 
Wliere  binfai  of  hideous  shape  and  doleful  note* 
Fate's  ministers,  in  livid  vapors  float* 

Far  oS,  amidst  the  placid  sunshine,  glow 
Moanlains  with  hearts  of  Are  and  crests  of  snow. 
Whose  blacken*d  slopes  with  deep  ravines  intrench *d, 
Theirthundersrilenced.and  their  lightnings quench'd, 
Siill  the  dow  heat  of  spent  eruptions  breathe. 
While  embryo  earthquakes  swell  their  wombs  beneath. 

Hark !  from  yon  caldron  cave,  the  battle  sound, 
Of  Are  and  water  \«*arnng  luider  ground  ; 
Kack'd  on  the  wheels  of  an  ebullient  tide, 
Here  might  some  spirit,  fallen  from  bliss,  abide, 
Surh  fitfin  waiiings  of  intense  despair, 
Such  emanating  splendors  All  the  air.' 


1  Th^  mnst  horrible  of  fnhuloua  wt-monstera  ii  the  kraken 
nr  ktffm/m,  whirfa  many  of  tb^  Norwajr  ficli^ra  prrtend  to  hnrr 
•er«  w  pttft.  iMit  oooe  entire.  Thejr  snr,  that  when  thrjr  find  a 
r'arr  which  It  at  one  time  HO  or  100  raihonm  ileip.  and  at  nn 
othrr  onJf  iO  <»r  Hi),  and  abo  otMerrp  a  muttitude  of  fiahes,  al- 
htrvvt  by  a  delkioua  exhalation  which  the  krskeo  emifa,  they 
ronrladv  that  tborr  in  one  below  then.  They  therefore  Iwatra 
til  ermrr  a  Urfe  draught  of  the  fry  amaod  them ;  bat  aa  soon 
••  they  prrreive  thr  aoundinira  lo  rn>w  chanower,  th^j  aeud 
away,  aorf  from  a  aaft*  distance  liehoU  htin  rbinf  in  s  chain  of 
rvlr*^  ao'i  apirr*.  ihat  ihicken  aa  they  emerfe  till  they  reeemble 
"^  Ma»?B  of  inniimerabln  veaaeli  nMiored  on  a  rocky  coast  He 
t»<#«  rK*<a  upon  the  tah  thai  have  bn>o  etranded  and  eatsnsled 
m  iie  fijTfvt  of  iptkea  opon  hia  bark,  awl  harinf  aatiated  hia 
fcvncvr.  pbiwr^  uHo  the  depiba  with  s  viulent  sgitstioo  of  the 
waieca.    8«e  Crmmtt**  Ortenlmmd. 

t  Hrrla  ■  now  ths  laina  of  a  volcano.  The  thnw  peska  are 
9m\*.  to  tie  haimted  l>y  evil  apirita  in  the  ahape  of  birda.  The 
irfaa-l  aboands  with  volranir  aBoootaiia. 

3  The  Geyaera.  or  boifinf  fbaniaim,  of  l«^land,  have  been  ao 
fiwiwnrly  and  aii  iMppUy  deeerilied,  thnt  their  phenoaMns  are 
e«ffrH«tfty  familiar  to  general  rpad*>r«  not  to  requtm  any  par- 
ttcQ-ar  tlluitratinn  here.  The  Great  Gey »rr.  arcordiaff  to  Dr. 
Ii'm^^0.^  ''he  lai<<«(  tra%-etlrr  who  hiw  puMiMhed  an  account 
ttf  trplitMl'.  la  e^venty  eicht  fevt  in  per|)«>n«{i<*ulii/  depth,  and 
*^m  rtfht  to  t«^  (r>H  in  diameter:  the  miiuth  ta  a  conaidsrahle 
bMi.  frntn  which  the  citlumn  of  boibnc  water  ia  rjacoisled  to 
vanvM  baifbta .  aoawtimM  axcssdioff  100  IsaL 


— ^He  comes,  he  oomea ;  th'  infuriate  Geywn  iprinii 

Up  to  the  firmament  on  vapory  wings ; 

With  breathless  awe  the  mounting  gloiy  view ; 

White  whirling  douds  his  steep  ascent  pursue. 

But  lo !  a  glimpse ; — refulgent  to  the  gale, 

He  starts  dl  naked  through  his  riven  veil ; 

A  fountain-column,  terrible  and  bright, 

A  living,  breathing,  moving  fonn  of  light : 

From  centrd  earth  to  heaven's  meridian  thiowii» 

The  mighty  apparition  towers  alone. 

Rising,  as  though  for  ever  he  could  rise, 

Siorm  and  rosmne  his  palace  in  the  skies. 

All  foam,  and  turbulence,  and  wrath  below, 

Aroiuid  him  beams  the  recondling  bow, 

(Signd  of  peace,  whose  radiant  girdle  binds, 

Till  nature's  doom,  the  waters  and  the  winds  0 

While  mist  and  spray,  condensed  to  sudden  dewi» 

The  air  illumine  with  celestial  hues, 

As  if  the  bounteous  sun  were  raining  down 

The  richest  gems  of  his  imperial  crown. 

In  vain  the  spirit  wrestles  to  break  free. 

Foot-bound  to  fothomless  captivity ; 

A  power  unseen,  by  sympathetic  spell 

For  ever  working, — to  his  flinty  cell. 

Recalls  him  from  the  ramparts  of  the  spheres ; 

He  yields,  collapses,  lessens,  disappears ; 

Darkness  receives  him  in  her  vague  ab}'88. 

Around  whose  veige  light  froth  and  bubbles  hisi. 

While  the  low  murmurs  of  the  refluent  tide 

Far  into  subterranean  silence  glide. 

The  eye  still  gazing  down  the  dread  profound, 

W^hen  the  bent  ear  hath  wholly  lost  the  sound. 

— But  is  he  slain  and  sepulchred  ? — Again 

The  deathless  giant  sallies  from  his  den, 

Scsles  with  recruited  strength  the  ethered  walls. 

Struggles  afresh  for  liberty, — and  foils. 

Yes,  and  for  liberty  the  fight  renew'd. 

By  day,  by  night,  undaunted,  unsubdued. 

He  shall  maintain,  till  Iceland's  solid  base 

Fail,  and  the  roounldns  vanish  from  its  foce 


And  can  these  fail  ? — Of  Alpine  height  and  mould 
Schapta's  unshaken  battlements  behold : 
His  throne  an  hundred  hills;  his  sun-crown u  head 
Rrslinc:  on  clouds ;  his  robe  of  shadow  spread 
O'er  hdf  the  isle ;  he  pouis  from  either  hand 
An  unexhausted  river  through  the  land. 
On  whoBO  fair  banks,  through  \iilleys  warm  and  grevn 
Cattle  and  flocks,  and  homes,  and  spires  are  neen. 
Here  Nature's  earthquake  pangs  were  never  felt ; 
Here  in  repose  both  man  for  ages  dwelt ; 
The  everlantin-;  mountain  fcems  to  sny, 
"  1  am, — and  1  sholl  never  pass  away/' 

Yet  fifty  winters,  and  with  huge  uproar. 
Thy  pride  shall  perish , — thou  shalt  be  no  more ; 
Amidst  chaotic  ruins  on  the  plain, 
Thnse  cliflTs,  these  waters,  shall  be  sought  in  vdn!* 
— ^Through  the  dim  vista  of  unfolding  years, 
A  pageant  of  portentous  woe  appears. 


1  Thia  ima^nary  prophery  (1733)  wna  fulfilic*!  juvt  fifty  y**ani 
afierwnrda.  in  17H3.  Th«'  Scknpt/t,  Sckaptkn,  or  Skn  ftar  IViwI 
and  ita  adjacencioa  wore  the  mlr^Mji  nftbo  iiMwt  trrmrmloua 
volcanic  devii»iati<in  oo  rr<*i»rd.  Two  rivi-rn  wor«»  wink  or  rvnp 
orated,  and  their  rhnnm>la  fiiled  up  with  Uvn;  mnny  viHin^* 
were  utterly  dfelniyt-.l ;  and  iuii-lourth  part  of  iIm*  wiand  rati- 
dered  nearly  uninhabitable.    Faniiuo  mmI  pcttilt  n<*e  lollowod 
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Tiiii  roiy  groopi,  with  golden  lockf,  at  play, 
I  Bee  them^ — few,  decrepit,  nlent,  grey ; 
Their  fathers  all  at  rest  beneath  the  lod, 
Whoee  flowerlets  verdure  marlu  the  Hotue  of  God, 
Home  of  the  living  and  the  dead ; — where  meet 
Kindred  and  itrangeri.  in  eonmmni<«  iweet. 
When  dawni  the  Sibbatb  oo  the  block-built  pile ; 
The  kiM  of  peace,  the  weloone,  and  the  smile 
Go  round ;  till  oomea  the  Prieat,  a  father  there, 
And  the  liell  knoUe  hit  fiunily  to  prayer ; 
Angeb  might  atoop  from  thronea  in  heaven,  to  be 
Cc>-worshipperi  in  luch  a  fimiily. 
Whom  from  their  nooki  and  delk,  where'er  they  roam, 
The  Sabbath  gathen  to  their  common  home. 
Oh !  I  would  aland  a  keeper  at  this  gate, 
Rather  than  reign  with  kings  in  guilty  state ; 
A  day  in  sach  serene  enjo3rment  spent 
Were  worth  an  age  of  splendid  discontent ! 
— But  whither  am  I  hurried  from  my  theme  t 
Schapta  returns  on  the  prophetic  drram. 

From  eve  till  room  strange  meteors  streak  the  pole ; 
At  cloudless  noon  mysterious  thunders  roll. 
As  if  below  both  shore  and  ocean  hurl'd 
From  deep  convulsions  of  the  nether  world. 
Anon  the  river,  boiling  from  its  bed, 
^hall  leap  its  bounds  and  o'er  the  lowlanda  spfeed, 
Then  waste  in  exhalatioa, — leaving  void 
As  its  own  channel,  utterly  destroy'd. 
Fields,  gardens,  dwellings,  churches  and  their  graves, 
All  wreck'd,  or  disappearing  with  the  waves. 
The  fugitives  that  'scape  this  instant  death 
Inhale  slow  pestilence  with  every  breath ; 
Mephitic  steams  from  Sichapta's  smouldering  breast 
With  livid  horror  shall  the  air  infest ; 
And  day  fthall  glare  so  foully  on  tho  sight, 
IXirkness  were  refuge  from  the  curse  of  light 
Lo !  iar  among  the  glaciers,  wrapt  in  gloom. 
The  red  precursors  of  approaching  doom. 
Scattered  and  solitary  founts  of  firo, 
Unlock'd  by  hands  invisible,  anpire ; 
Ere  long  more  raj^dly  than  eye  can  count. 
Above,  beneath,  they  multiply,  they  mount. 
Converge,  condense, — a  crimson  phalanx  form. 
And  rage  alof^  in  one  unbounflcd  storm ; 
From  heaven's  red  roof  the  fierce  reflections  throw 
A  sea  of  fluctuating  light  below. 
—Now  the  whole  army  of  dentroyeni,  fleet 
As  whirlwinds,  terrible  as  lightninorii,  meet ; 
The  mountains  melt  like  wax  along  their  course. 
When  downward,  pouring  with  rcHMilcfts  force. 
Through  the  void  channel  where  the  river  roll'd. 
To  ocean's  verRe  their  flaming  march  they  hold ; 
While  blocks  of  ice,  and  crags  of  granite  rent, 
Tlalf  fluid  ore,  and  rugged  minerals  blent. 
Float  on  the  gulf,  till  molten  or  inffnerscd, 
Or  in  explosive  thunderbolts  disperacfl. 
Thus  shall  the  Schapta.  towering  on  the  brink 
i)f  unknown  jeopordy,  in  niin  sink ; 
And,  this  wild  porox\'sm  of  frenzy  past. 
At  her  own  work  shall  Nature  stand  aghast 

I/»k  on  this  desolation : — mark  yon  brow, 
Oiioo  adamant,  a  cune  of  ashes  now : 
Here  rivers  swamp'd  ;  there  valleys  levell'd,  plains 
Oervihelm'd ; — one  black-red  wildemets  remains, 


One  cmat  of  lava,  through  wboae  ciiider4ieet 
The  pulse  of  buried  streams  is  ielt  ID  beat ; 
These  form  the  frequent  fissures,  eddying  white 
Sublimed  to  vapor,  issue  forth  like  light 
Amidst  the  sulphury  fumea  tliat,  drear  and  don. 
Poison  the  atmosphere  and  Uind  the  sun. 
Above,  as  if  the  sky  had  felt  the  stroke 
Of  that  volcano,  and  consumed  to  ua6k9. 
One  cloud  appears  in  heaven,  and  one  akme. 
Hung  round  the  dark  horiaon's  craggy  sane. 
Forming  at  once  the  vast  encircling  wall. 
And  the  dense  roof  of  some  Tartarean  hall, 
Propt  by  a  thousand  pillars,  huge  and  strange. 
Fantastic  forms  that  every  moment  change. 
As  hissing,  surging  from  the  floor  beneath, 
Volimies  of  steam  th'  imprison'd  waters  breadie. 
Then  should  the  sun,  ere  evening  gloom  ascend. 
Quick  from  the  west  the  murky  curtain  rend. 
And  pour  the  beauty  of  his  beams  between 
These  hideous  archea.  and  light  up  the  scene ; 
At  the  sweet  touch  of  his  transforming  reya 
With  amber  lustre  all  the  columns  blaze. 
And  the  thick  folds  of  cumbrous  fog  aloof 
Change  to  rich  drapery  of  celestial  woof: 
With  such  enchantment  air  and  earth  wore  fraught 
Be>'ond  the  coloring  of  the  wealthiest  thought. 
That  Icelond  Scalds,  transported  at  the  view. 
Might  deem  the  legends  of  their  fathers  true. 
And  here  behold,  illumining  the  waste. 
The  palace  of  immortal  Odin  placed ; 
Till  rapt  imagination  joy'd  to  hear 
The  neigh  of  steeds,  the  clank  of  armor  near. 
And  saw,  in  barbarous  state,  the  tables  spread 
With  shadowy  food,  and  compass'd  with  the  deed. 
Weary  from  conflicts, — still  the  fierre  deUght 
Of  spectre-warriors,  in  the  daily  fight . 
Then  while  ihey  quafTd  the  mead  from  sculls  of  foear 
By  whirlwind  gusts  the  din  of  battle  roae; 
The  strife  of  tongues,  the  tournament  of  words 
Following  the  shook  of  shields,  the  clash  of  swordi 
Till,  gorged  arul  drunken  at  th'  enoimous  feast. 
Awhile  their  revels  and  their  clamors  ceased  ; 
Ceased  to  the  eye  and  ear; — yet  where  they  ley 
Like  sleeping  lions,  surfeited  with  prey. 
In  tawny  gTuu|S.  recumbent  through  the  den. 
In  dreams  the  heroes  drank  and  fought  again. 

Away  with  such  Divinities  I  their  birth 
Man's  brain-sick  superstition,  and  their  mirth 
Lust,  rapine,  cnielty ; — their  fell  employ 
God's  works  arul  their  ou-n  votaries  to  destroy. 
— The  Runic  Bard  to  nobler  themes  shall  string 
His  ancient  harp,  and  mightier  trinmf»hs  sing : 
For  glorious  days  are  risen  on  Iceland  :-~clear 
The  gospel-trumpet  sounds  to  ever>'  «»ar, 
An<l  deep  in  many  a  henrt  the  Spirit's  voice 
Bids  the  believing  soul  in  hope  rejoice. 
O'er  the  stern  face  of  this  tcm|)estuo«is  isle, 
Thouuh  briefly  Spring,  and  Aiitunm  never,  smile. 
Truth  walks  with  naked  foot  th'  unyielding  snomn. 
And  the  glnd  desert  blossonw  like  tlie  roue. 
Though  earthquakes  heave,  though  torrenta  dnmB 

his  cot. 
Volcanoes  waste  his  freldA. — the  peasant's  lot 
Is  blest  bevond  the  destiny  of  kinpfs : 
— Lifling  his  eyes  above  sublunar  things, 
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like  dyiitg  Stephen,  wlien  he  nw  in  prayer 
Heeven  opm*d,  and  hie  Stvior  beckoning  there, 
lie  criof,  and  daspe  his  Bible  to  his  breast, 
"  Let  the  earth  perish,^-Aere  ii  not  my  rest"  ' 


CANTO  ni. 


The  Voyage  to  Greenland  roncludod. — A  Fog  at  Smu 
— Ice-fiekls. — Edipee  of  the  San. — ^The  Greenland 
fahle  of  Malina  and  Aninga. — A  Storm. — ^The  Ice- 
Blink. — Northern  Lighta. — ^The  Brethren  land. 


How  speed  the  frithful  witnesses,  who  bore 
The  Bible  and  its  hopes  to  Greenland's  shore  ? 
— like  Noah's  ark,  alone  upon  the  vmve 
(Ot*  one  lost  world  the  immeasurable  grave). 
Yonder  the  ship,  a  solitary  speck. 
Comes  bounding  from  the  horiaon ;  while  on  deck 
Again  imagination  rests  her  wing, 
And  smoothes  her  pinions,  while  the  Pilgrims  sing 
Their  vesperorisons. — ^The  Sun  retires. 
Not  as  he  wont,  with  clear  and  golden  fires; 
Bewilder'd  in  a  labyrinth  of  haze, 
His  orb.  redoubled  with  disoolor'd  rays, 
Scniegles  and  vanishes; — along  the  deep. 
With  slow  array,  expanding  vapms  creep. 
Whose  Iblds,  in  twilight's  yellow  glare  uncurl'd. 
Present  the  dreams  of  an  unreal  world ; 
Islands  in  air  suspended ;  marching  ghosts 
Of  armiea,  shapes  of  castles,  winding  coasts, 
Na«  iea  at  anchor,  mountains,  woods,  and  streams. 
Where  all  is  strange,  and  nothing  what  it  seems ; 
Till  deep  involving  gloom,  without  a  spark 
Of  star,  moon,  meteor,  desolately  dark, 
Seab  up  the  visian : — then  the  Pilot's  fears 
Sla'^ken  his  arm ;  a  doulttful  course  he  steers. 
Till  mominc  Cfwnes,  but  ct)mcti  not  clad  in  light; 
T..'{4i*rn  day  is  but  a  paler  night, 
Revealinf  not  a  slimpse  of  iH>a  or  sky ; 
Tlie  ship's  circumference  br>iin(ia  the  sailor's  eye. 
So  cold  and  dense  ih'  impprviouH  (bg  extends, 
lie  might  have  touch'd  the  ptiint  where  being  ends. 
Iltf  hnrk  IS  all  the  universe ;  so  void 
The  prrnc, — an  thoiich  creation  wore  desitroy'd. 
And  he  and  his  few  niatcii,  of  all  their  race, 
Wrre  here  liecalm'il  in  everlasting  space.' 


I  Onp  nf  Hw  lini>fl«  »p««imnw  of  Irplandic  poetry  extant  it 
said  to  b»  Ihs  "  Ode  to  tka  Britttk  and  F'orrigm  Btblt  S^dfpf," 
«)rt«(Mi«Ml  by  tlH>  Rn>.  John  Tkorltknom,  of  Bwci**.  tbe  trana- 
latnr  fif  MiHon'i  Paradur  I^ant  into  hi«  nntir#  tonffW).  OTthw 
f  Mr  th«f<e  H  a  Ijatin  iranii!stion  hy  the  kanied  Irrland  Profnvnr, 
/  raa  M*f»*»*0n.  A  ■piriu-d  Rnrlmh  vemon  has  alao  appear- 
•d  Tlurla^Ma  m  a  veomible  old  man,  and  hoidt  churrh 
pp*  frrm^nt  tif  the  amount  of  mi  pound*  five  •hillinga  per  anDum, 
•«t  of  whK-h  be  allowa  a  •tipnid  to  a  curate. 

fi  7*he  incident!  dearrilied  in  thit  Cnnto  are  founded  upon  the 
v«aJ  ^veria  of  the  voyage  of  the  MiMionariea,  as  given  in 
C^wmfz't  Hiatnry. 

He  a^r*  — "(Hi  the  lOthof  Apnlth^Rrothren  went  no  board 
lb» kins'*  »hip  Oirf r««.  raptaui  Hildiehran,t.  Hm»mpaoisd  with 
miny  ein^err  wi»hr«  fttr  blemtns  from  thr  nmrt  (of  Drmiurit) 
■•d  ail  twne«n|fni  mimlt.  Thi>  r(>nrr«*rntfon  at  Hprrnbat  had 
a  rmfiim.  fmm  ih**  year  17tf ,  before  tlie  commenrenneal  of  a 
year,  to  rnin|Mt«>  a  little  manual,  contuining  a  text  0  Holy  8erip- 
Inre  r.>r  evi>rv  day  in  the  aame,  and  rarii  illmlrated  or  applwd 
Ky  a  ««"«p  ann*'ii'd.  tiulofthebrtnn  ImhiIi.  Thivti-vtwancaHed 
ttit  wont  of  the  day :  if  was  given  to  be  the  ■altK'Ct  of  ineditatioa 
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Silent  and  motionleaB,  abt»ve,  below, 
The  sails  all  struck,  the  wavea  unheard  to  flcAV, 
In  this  drear  blank  of  utter  solitude. 
Where  life  stands  still,  no  faithless  fears  intrude , 
Through  that  impervious  veil  the  Brethren  see 
The  6u*e  of  omnipresent  Deity ; 
Nor  him  alone ; — whate*er  his  hand  holh  made ; 
His  glory  in  the  firmament  disphty'd; 
The  sun  majestic  in  his  course,  and  aoila ; 
The  moon  and  stan  rejoicing  round  the  pole; 
Karth  o'er  its  peopled  realms  and  wastea  imknowc. 
Clad  in  the  wealth  of  every  varying  una ; 
Ocean  through  all  th'  enchantment  of  his  tanm. 
From  breathing  calms  to  devastating  ilonna; 
Heaven  in  the  vision  of  eternal  bliss. 
Death's  terroni.  hell's  unsearchable  afaya ; 
— ^Though  rapt  in  secrecy  from  human  eye. 
These  in  the  mind's  profound  sensorium  lie. 
And,  with  their  Maker,  by  a  glance  of  thought. 
Are,  in  a  moment  to  remembrance  brought ; 
Then  must,  when  most  reslrein'd  th'  imperfect  aigkt 
God  and  his  works  shine  forth  in  his  own  light 
Tet  clearest  through  that  veil  the  Pilgrims  trace 
Their  Father's  image  in  their  Savior's  face ; 
A  sigh  can  wafl  them  to  his  feet  in  prayer. 
Not  Gabriel  bends  with  more  acceptance  there. 
Nor  to  the  throne  from  heaven's  pure  altar  riae 
The  odors  of  a  sweeter  sacrifice, 
Thon  when  hefrre  the  mercy-seat  they  kneel, 
.And  tell  Him  all  they  fear,  or  hope,  or  feel : 
Perils  without,  and  enemies  within, 
Snian,  the  world,  temptation,  weakness,  sin ; 
Yet  rest  unshaken  on  his  sure  defence. 
Invincible  through  his  omnipotence. 
"Oh!  step  by  step,"  they  cry  "direct  our  way 
And  give  thy  grace,  like  maniui,  day  by  day; 
The  store  of  yesterday  will  not  suflfice, 
To-morrrow's  sun  to  us  may  never  rise ; 
Soft?  only,  when  our  aouls  are  staid  on  Thee ; 
Rich  only,  when  we  know  our  povert)'." 


with  earh  member  of  the  churrh  in  private,  atid  of  diarouraa 
by  the  niiniitera  in  the  pulMir  mt^mc  Many  a  time  it  has 
b*-en  found  that  the  word  of  tbe  day,  on  which  aome  peculiar 
event  occurred,  hni  remarkably  Cfiincided  with  it.  Thua  oa 
thii  Ukh  of  April,  when  our  brethren  ael  aail  (fmm  Copert- 
hagen)  on  a  miiwion,  whirh  oOcn  altfrwarrif  Meemed  to  batBa 
all  hope,  the  word  wai  iHeh.  xi.  1).  '  Fnitk  it  the  eiitetaacs 
ef  tkinga  hoped  f»r.  the  rndmee  t»f  ihingr  not  seen,* 

Wf  view  Him,  whom  no  eye  ran 

With  faiih'f  perviiortivft  Medfaatly. 
In  this  confidence  thry  fet  nail,  nor  did  th<*y  aufller  < 
to  be  confounded  by  any  of  the  uniip«<akable  diffieullmi  of  Ihs 
following  y**ari.  till  they  and  wr  at  Umi  bchrld  the  conipletioa 
of  what  they  hoped  for  br  ftitb.  Thi»y  had  a  ■P'^edy.  and,  ex- 
ceptinc  tome  »ti>rm«.  a  commiMiiou«  voyaire.  They  Railed  by 
8h«>tland.  April  ^\,  pniMin;  thnrr  out  of  the  North  into  the 
Weat  ^a.  or  long  reach,  and  pnt«-red  Davii'a  Siraitii  about  the 
beginning  of  May.  On  the  6ih  they  foil  among  aonne  ioatinff 
ico,  in  a  thick  fog.  and  the  fH>xt  day  wt^re  a««ailod  by  a  terrible 
tempeat;  but  thia  very  t<*mi>efit  drove  the  ire  lo  far  aaunder, 
that  it  alao  diwipatcd  their  fnar*.  Th<»  Llih  they  dr«cried  hnd, 
but  on  the  wme  day.  aAer  a  totnl  oclip^  of  the  aun.  there  arose 
S  violent  iiiorm.  tlint  lantod  four  di^a  nrMi  nights,  and  drove  them 
aixly  league*  bark.  Mny  the  "Ht'h.  they  entered  llall's  River, 
after  a  voyate  »f  wx  wwkt.  Thi*  word  of  the  d*y  waa  *Th» 
pence  e/  ff'erf,  ir*i>*  pa/ttelk  all  nudrrrtandin/r,  keep  i^ee" 
keiirtn  and  minth  through  .himt  Chrtut*  Ky  thi«  they  were 
fretiaaiitly  er>ronragfd  in  the  firnt  jfni*  rnvuiiig.  amidst  all  ihn 
oppoaition  whirh  ilier  rnrountrnHl,  and  tiio  aniall  proapecl  o* 
tbe  conveikion  uf  the  bcathena." 
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And  fiep  by  step  the  Lovd  thote  foppUnkli  led ; 
He  gave  them  daily  graee  like  daily  bread ; 
Bf  tea,  on  thore,  throogh  all  their  pilgrimage, 
In  rest  and  labor,  to  their  lateet  age. 
Sharp  though  their  trials,  and  their  oomibrti  scant, 
God  was  their  refuge,  and  they  knew  not  wont 

On  rustliog  pinkms,  like  an  unseen  bird. 
Among  the  yards  a  stirring  breexe  is  heard ; 
The  conscio«is  vessel  wakes  as  from  a  trance. 
Her  colon  float,  the  filling  sails  advance : 
White  from  her  prow  the  murmuring  surge  recedes: 
—So  the  swan,  startled  from  her  nest  of  reeds. 
Swells  into  beauty,  and  with  curving  chest 
Cleaves  the  blue  lake,  with  motion  soft  as  rest 
light  o'er  the  Uquid  lawn  the  pageant  glides ; 
Her  helm  the  well-experienced  pilot  guides. 
And  whilst  he  threads  the  mist-enveloped  maze. 
Turns  to  the  magnet  his  inquiring  gaze. 
In  whose  mute  oracle,  where'er  he  steers. 
The  pointing  hand  of  Providen<'e  appears ; 
With  this,  though  months  of  gloom  the  main  enrobe. 
His  keel  might  plow  a  furrow  round  the  globe. 

Again  the  night  ascends  without  a  star; 
Low  sounds  come  booming  o'er  the  waves  t&r. 
As  if  conflicting  navies  shook  the  flood, 
With  human  diunders,  in  the  strife  ot  blood. 
That  slay  more  victims  in  one  brief  campaign. 
Than  heaven's  own  bolts  through  centuries  have 

slain. 
The  seaman  hearkens ; — color  flies  his  cheek. 
His  stout  heart  throbs  with  fears  he  dare  not  speak : 
No  lightning-splendors  streak  th'  unbroken  gloom ; 
— His  bark  may  shoot  the  gulf  beyond  the  tomb^ 
And  he,  if  ere  it  come,  may  meet  a  light. 
Which  never  yet  hath  dawn'd  on  living  sight 
Fresher  and  fresher  blows  th'  insurgent  gale  ; 
He  reefs  his  tops,  he  narrows  sail  by  sail. 
Yet  feels  the  ship  with  sv^ifter  impulse  sweep 
O'er  mightier  billows,  the  recoiling  deep ; 
While  still,  with  doleful  omen  on  his  ear. 
Come  the  deaf  echoes  of  those  sounds  of  f(*ar. 
Distant, — ^yet  every  volley  rolls  more  near. 

Oh !  in  that  agony  of  thought  forlorn 
How  longB  th'  impatient  mariner  for  mom ! 
She  wakes, — his  eyes  are  wither'd  to  behold 
The  scene  which  her  disastrous  beams  unfold ; 
The  fog  is  vanish'd,  but  the  welkin  lowers. 
Sharp  hail  descends,  and  sleet  in  blinding  showers ; 
Ocean  one  bod  of  foam,  with  fnry  tost, 
In  undistingiiishable  whiteness  lost. 
Save  where  vast  fields  of  ice  their  sorfiice  show, 
Booyant,  but  many  a  frthom  sunk  below : 
Changing  his  station  as  the  fragments  pass. 
Death  stands  the  pilot  of  each  ponderous  mass ; 
Gathering  his  brow  into  the  darkest  frown, 
He  bolts  his  mfl  to  run  the  victim  down. 
But  shoots  astern : — the  shock  the  vessel  feels, 
A  moment  m  the  giddy  whirlpool  reels, 
rhen  like  an  arrow  soars,  as  through  the  air. 
So  high  the  salient  waves  their  burthen  bear. 

Quick  skirmishes  with  floating  batteries  past. 
Ruin  uievitable  threats  at  last 


Athwart  the  north,  like  ships  of  battle  sprtad. 

Winter's  flotilla,  by  their  captain  led, 

(Who  boasts  with  these  to  make  his  prowess  koown 

And  plant  his  foot  beyond  the  arctic  aone). 

Islands  of  ice,  so  wedged  and  grappled  he. 

One  moving  continent  appals  the  eye. 

And  to  the  ear  renews  those  notes  of  doom. 

That   brought   portentous  warnings  through  dia 

gloom; 
For  load  and  louder,  with  explosive  shocks. 
Sudden  convulsions  split  the  frost-bound  rocki. 
And  launch  loose  mountains  on  the  frothing 
As  pirate-barks,  on  summer  seas  to  cruise. 
In  front  this  periloos  array ; — ^behind. 
Borne  on  the  suign,  driven  by  the  wind. 
The  vessel  hurries  to  the  brink  of  6te ; 
All  efiSNts  ftil< — but  prayer  is  not  too  late : 
Then,  in  the  imminent  and  ghastly  &11 
Foul  on  destruction, — the  disciples  call 
On  Him,  their  Master,  who,  in  human  ftm. 
Slept  in  the  lap  of  the  devouring  storm ; 
On  Him,  who  in  the  midnight  watch  wai 
Walking  the  gulf  inefliibly  serene. 
At  whose  rebuke  the  tempest  ceased  to  roar. 
The  winds  caress'd  the  waves,  the  waves  the 
On  Him  they  call ; — their  prayer,  in  fkith  pnfarr^d* 
Amidst  the  frantic  hurricane  b  heard. 
He  gives  the  sign,  by  none  in  earth  or  heaven 
Known,  but  by  him  to  whom  the  chaiige  is  giwa. 
The  Angel  of  the  Wateis ; — be,  whose  wrath 
Had  huri'd  the  vessel  on  that  shipwreck  path. 
Becomes  a  minister  of  grace ; — his  breath 
Blows, — and  the  enemies  are  scatter'dn — Death* 
Reft  of  his  quarry,  plunges  throogh  the  wmve. 
Buried  himself  where  he  had  mark'd  their  grmv« 
The  line  of  battle  broken,  and  the  chain 
Of  that  armada,  which  oppress'd  the  main, 
Snapt  hopelessly  asunder,  quickly  all 
Th'  enormous  masses  in  disruption  fall. 
And  the  weak  vessel,  through  the  chaos  wild. 
Led  by  the  mighty  Angel, — as  a  child, 
Snatch'd  from  its  crib,  and  in  the  mother's  anm 
Borne  through  a  midnight  tumult  of  alarms^— 
Escapes  the  wTecks ;  nor  slackens  her  career. 
Till  sink  the  forms,  and  cease  the  sounds  of  ftar. 
And  He,  who  rules  the  universe  at  will. 
Saith  to  the  reinless  elements,  '*  Be  still.** 

Then  rise  sweet  h>'mns  of  gratulafion ;  praise 
From  hearts  and  voices,  in  bormoniuus  lays  ;^ 
So  Israel  sang  deliverance,  when  he  stood 
By  the  Reil  Sea,  and  saw  the  morning  flood. 
That  in  its  terrible  embraces  bore 
The  slain  ptusuers  and  their  spoils  on  shore. 

Light-breathing  gnles  awhile  their  course  propel. 
The  billou-s  roll  with  pleasurable  swell. 
Till  the  seventh  dawn ;  when  o'er  the  pure  erpanas 
The  mm,  like  lighming,  throws  his  earliest  ghmee, 
"  Land !  Land ! "  exclaims  the  ship-bo}*  from  tlie  mast, 
"Land!  Land!**  with  one  electric  shock  ha'h  pass*d 
From  lip  to  lip,  and  every  eye  hath  caught 
The  cheering  glimpse  so  long,  so  deariy  aonght  * 
Yet  mimt  imagination  half  supply 
The  doubtful  streak,  dividing  sea  and  sky ; 
Nor  clearly  known,  till  in  sublimer  day. 
From  icy  clifii  refracted  splendon  pU> 
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And  douds  of  left-lbwl  lagh  in  ether  tweefH 
Or  All  like  ■tan  through  lunflhine  on  the  deep^ 
Tw  Greenland!  but  to  deaolately  bare, 
Amphibioui  life  alone  inhabiii  there ; 
*T  is  Greenland !  yet  to  beautiful  the  tight. 
The  brethren  gaae  with  unditiurb'd  deUght : 
In  Mlenoe  (m  before  the  Throne),  they  itand, 
And  pray,  in  prospect  of  that  promised  land. 
That  He  vrho  sends  them  ttyther  may  abide 
Through  the  waste  howling  wilderness  their  guide ; 
And  the  good  shepherd  seek  his  straying  flocks, 
Loat  on  those  frasen  waves  and  herbless  rocks, 
By  the  still  waters  of  his  comlbrts  lead, 
And  in  the  pastures  of  salvation  feed. 

Their  fiuth  most  yet  be  tried : — the  sun  at  nooo 
Shrinks  from  the  shadow  of  the  passing  mooo, 
Till,  ray  by  ray,  of  all  his  pomp  bereft, 
(Save  one  sl^ht  ring  of  quivering  lustre  left), 
Total  eclipse  involves  his  peerless  eye ; 
Portentous  twilight  creeps  around  the  sky ; 
The  frighted  •ca-birds  to  their  haunts  repair ; 
There  is  a  freezing  stillness  in  the  air, 
As  if  the  blood  through  Nature's  veins  ran  cold, 
A  prodigy  so  iearful  to  behold ; 
A  few  &int  stars  gleam  through  the  dread  serene, 
Trembling  and  pale  spectators  of  the  scene ; 
While  the  rode  mariners,  with  stem  amaie. 
As  on  sosse  tragic  execution,  gaxe. 
When  calm  but  awful  guilt  is  stretch*d  to  feel 
The  torturing  Are,  or  dislocating  wheel. 
And  life,  like  light  from  yonder  orb,  retires, 
9park  after  spark,  till  the  whole  man  expires. 
Vet  may  the  darken'd  sun  and  mourning  skies 
IViint  to  a  higher,  holier  sacrifice ; 
fbe  Brethren's  thoughts  to  Calvary's  brow  ascend, 
Ronnd  the  Redeemer's  Crom  their  uptrits  bend. 
And  while  heaven  frowns,  earth  shudders,  graves 

disclose 
TTie  ferms  of  sleeperv.  startled  frtim  repose, 
They  ratch  the  blewinur  of  hix  latest  breath, 
Mark  his  lant  look,  and  through  the  eclipse  of  death 
SW  lovelier  beams  than  Tnbor'n  vision  shed. 
Wreathe  a  meek  halo  nMinti  h\n  racred  head. 
To  Greenland  thrn,  with  quirk  romparaion,  turn 
Their  deepest  s>'mpathies  ;  their  homms  bum 
To  her  barbarian  rare,  with  tonj^ies  of  flame, 
lis  love,  his  grieC  his  gIor>'.  to  proclaim. 

O  could  they  view,  in  this  alarming  hour. 
Those  wretched  ones,  themselves  beneath  the  power 
Of  d.trkness,  while  the  shallow  clips  the  sim ! 
How  to  their  dens  the  fierce  sea-hunters  run, 
Ulw  death  in  every  shape  of  peril  brave. 
By  storms  and  monsters,  on  the  faithless  wave. 
But  now  in  speechless  homtr  lie  aghast, 
Tdl  the  malignant  prodigy  be  past: 
While  bolder  females,  with  tormenting  spells, 
Tonsult  thf'ir  hoiisehf^d  d(»KS  as  oracles. 
And  by  the  yelpinir  of  their  curs  divine. 
That  still  iho  earth  may  stand,  the  sun  may  shine. 
Then  ferth  they  creep,  and  to  thrir  oflspring  tell 
What  fete  of  old  a  youth  and  maid  befell : ' 


1  TW  Grfrftlandm  hdiere  that  thf>  ran  and  moon  srs 
i»f  htvtk^r.  They,  with  oUier  rhibimi.  were  ooe«  pIsytBff  to- 
gt'hfr  m  tkt  dark,  when  Amimtm  hehavinc  mdely  to  hb  Mlar 
M4hmm.  rfw  nitibed  bar  handf  in  the  soot  ahoat  the  <>xtinmiab6d 
ha  fsos  that  aha  micht  discovsr  by  day-. 


How,  m  tiM  a0B  of  afi^  ci«  day  was  bora 

On  the  blue  hilli  of  nndiioi»v6r*d  mora. 

Where  one  pale  cit—it  twinkled  through  the  Aad^ 

Malina  and  her  gay  oompankms  play'd 

A  thousand  min^  sports,  as  children  wont ; 

They  hide,  they  seek,  they  shoot,  harpoon  aJMl  Ininti 

When  k> !  Aninga,  paaiionate  and  yvung. 

Keen  as  a  wolC  upon  his  sister  sprung, 

And  poimced  his  victim ; — gentler  way  to  woo 

He  knew  not,  or  he  soom'd  it  if  he  knew ; 

Malina  snatch'd  her  lamp,  and  in  the  dark 

Dash'd  on  his  felon*front  a  hideous  marit, 

Slipp'd  from  his  foul  embrace  (and  laogh'd  akmd). 

Soft  as  the  rainbow  melting  from  the  dood ; 

Then  shot  to  heaven,  and  in  her  wondrous  flight 

Transferm'd  her  image,  sparkled  into  light. 

Became  the  sun,  and  through  the  flunanMnt, 

Forth  in  the  glory  of  a  goddess  went 

Aninga  baflled,  madden'd,  unsubdued, 

By  her  own  beams  the  fugitive  pursued. 

And  when  she  set,  his  broad  disfigured  mien 

As  the  dim  moon  among  tho  stars  was  seen ; 

Thenceforward  doom'd  his  sister's  steps  to  chase, 

But  ne'er  o'ertake  in  heaven's  eternal  race. 

Yet  when  his  vanish'd  orb  might  seem  to  sleeps 

He  takes  his  monthly  pastime  on  the  deep, 

Through  storms,  o'er  cataracts,  in  his  Kayak  saiK 

Strikes  with  unerring  dart  die  polar  whales. 

Or  o'er  ice-mountains,  in  his  dog-drawn  car. 

Pursues  the  reindeer  to  the  ferthest  star. 

But  when  eclipse  his  baneful  disk  invades. 

He  prowls  for  prey  among  the  Greenland  maidi. 

Till  roaring  dmms,  belaboring  sticks,  and  cries 

Repel  the  errant  Demcm  to  the  skies. 

The  sun  hath  cast  aside  his  veil ; — ^he  shines 
With  purest  splendor  till  his  orb  declines ; 
Then  landv^'ard.  marshalling  in  black  array, 
Emptive  vapors  drive  him  from  the  day ; 
And  night  again,  with  premature  control. 
Binds  light  in  chains  of  darknem  o'er  the  pole ; 
Heaven  in  one  ebon  mass  of  horror  scowls ; 
— Anon  a  universal  whirlwind  howls : 


light  who  wai  her  tormentor ;  and  thm  the  doaky  ipots  on  the 
moon  had  their  orifin;  for  the.  utruKitlimt  to  eacape.  ■liopod 
oai  of  hia  armi,  aoared  aloH,  and  bHramt*  the  ■un.  He  followed 
DP  into  the  firmament,  and  wai  tranafurmod  into  the  mono ; 
but  aa  he  haa  never  been  able  in  ripe  no  hiffh  ai  ahe,  ha  eoo- 
tinaec  runninc  afler  her,  with  the  vain  hope  of  overtakinff  bar 
When  he  is  lirrd  and  hnnrry.  in  hia  la»t  quarter,  he  aeta  out 
from  hia  houae  a  aeal-huntinf .  on  a  uledge  drawn  by  four  frest 
dofa,  and  ataya  aeveral  daya  abnind  to  nrruit  and  fatten  ;  and 
this  producea  the  full  mooo.  He  rejoioea  when  the  women  die, 
ar>d  Jlfolnia.  in  revenfte,  r<-ioicea  whrn  the  men  die  :  therefiMS 
the  men  keep  at  homo  durinir  an  <K:lipite  of  tho  aun,  and  the 
women  durint  an  eclipae  of  the  moon.  When  he  is  in  eclipaei. 
Animgn  prowla  about  the  dwelliniia  of  the  Greenlandera,  to 
plaKue  the  femalea.  and  ateal  proviaiona  and  skina.  nay  evea  to 
kill  thoae  persona  who  have  rH>t  duly  obaer ved  the  laws  of  tem- 
peranee.  At  theae  limes  ihry  hide  their  moat  pri^iooa  eooda; 
and  tlie  men  carry  kettles  and  chests  to  the  top*  of  their  hooaoa, 
and  rattle  upon  th>>m  with  cud^eU  to  friihten  awny  the  moon, 
and  make  him  return  to  his  place  in  the  sky.  Diirinc  an  eclipaa 
of  the  auo,  the  men  skulk  in  terror  into  the  darkest  romera, 
while  the  women  pinrh  the  ears  of  ihtlr  di»r«:  and  if  theae  erf 
out,  it  ia  a  aure  omen  ihat  ihe  end  of  the  world  i*  rv>t  yet  rem* ; 
for  sa  doirs  exUted  before  men.  acmrdinc  tr  ^ruenland  lofrir, 
Ihey  most  h.ive  a  quirkrr  foresieht  into  futurity.  Hbould  the 
dofa  be  inutn  (whirh  of  c<»ur»o  ihey  never  are,  uniler  snc^  iJI 
treatment  \  then  the  disaolulioo  of  all  thinfa  must  be  si  hsad 
CVsatt  ^ ._, 
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With  lach  predpitAtkn  dadi'd  on  high. 
Not  (rom  one  point,  but  from  the  whole  dark  sky. 
The  aurget  at  the  onset  ■hrink  aghast. 
Borne  down  beneath  the  paralyzing  blast ; 
But  soon  the  mad  tornado  slants  its  ooone, 
And  rolls  them  into  mountains  by  main  ibrce, 
Then  utterly  embroil'd,  through  clouds  and  waves, 
As  'twixt  two  oceans  met  in  conflict,  raves. 
Now  to  the  passive  bark,  alternate  tost, 
Above,  below,  both  sea  and  sky  are  lost. 
All  but  the  giddy  summit,  where  her  keel 
Hangs  in  light  balance  on  the  billowy  wheel ; 
Then,  as  the  swallow  in  his  windward  flight. 
Quivers  the  wing,  returns,  and  darts  downright. 
She  plunges  through  the  blind  abyss,  and  o'er 
Her  groaning  masu  the  cavem'd  waters  roar. 
Ruled  by- the  hurricane,  no  more  the  helm 
Obeys  the  pilot ;    soos  ton  seas  overwhelm 
The  deck ;  where  oft  embattled  currents  meet. 
Foam  in  white  whirlpools,  flash  to  spray,  retreat. 
And  rock  the  vessel  with  their  huge  turmoils. 
Like  the  cork-float  around  the  flsher's  toils. 
Three  days  of  restlen  agony,  that  seem 
Of  one  delirous  night  the  waking  dream. 
The  mariners  in  vain  their  labors  ply, 
Or  sick  at  heart  in  pale  despondence  lie. 
The  Brethren  weak,  yet  Arm  as  when  they  faced 
Winter's  ice-legions  on  his  oun  bleak  waste, 
In  patient  hope,  that  utters  no  complaint. 
Pray  without  ceasing ;  pray,  and  never  faint ; 
Assured  that  He,  who  from  the  tempest's  neck 
Hath  loosed  his  grasp,  still  holds  it  at  his  beck. 
And  with  a  pulse  too  deep  for  mortal  sense, 
— ^The  secret  pulse  of  his  omnipotence. 
That  beats  through  every  motion  of  the  storm, 
^-Can  check  destruction  in  its  wildest  form : 
Bow'd  to  his  will, — their  lot  how  truly  blest. 
Who  live  to  serve  Him,  and  who  die  to  rest ! 

To  live  and  serve  him  is  their  Lord's  decree ; 
He  curbs  the  wind,  ho  calms  th'  infuriate  sea ; 
The  sea  and  wind  their  Maker's  yoke  obey. 
And  waf\  his  servants  on  their  destined  way. 
Though  many  a  league  by  that  disaster  driven 
Thwart  from  their  course,  with  plank  and  cordage 

riven. 
With  hands  disabled,  and  exhausted  strength. 
The  active  crew  reflt  their  bark  at  length ; 
Along  the  placid  gulf,  with  heaving  sails. 
That  catch  from  every  point  propitious  gales. 
Led  like  the  moon,  from  infancy  to  age. 
Round  the  wide  zodiac  of  her  pilgrimage, 
OnH'ard  and  smooth  their  voyage  they  pursue, 
Till  Greenland's  coast  again  salutes  their  view 

T  is  rinset :  to  the  Armament  serene, 
Th'  Atlantic  wave  reflects  a  gorgeous  scene; 
Broad  in  the  cloudless  we«t,  a  belt  of  gold 
(virds  the  blue  hemisphere ;  above  unroll'd. 
The  keen,  clear  air  grows  palpable  to  sight, 
Rmbodied  in  a  flush  of  crimtion  light. 
Through  which  the  evening  star,  uith  milder  gleam, 
Descends  to  meet  her  ima^e  in  the  stream. 
Far  in  the  east,  what  spectacle  unknown 
Allure*  the  eve  to  gaze  on  it  alone  ? 


— Amidst  black  rocks,  that  lift  on  either  hand  ' 

Their  countless  peaks,  and  mark  receding  land ; 

Amidst  a  tortuous  labyrinth  of  seas. 

That  shine  around  the  arctic  Cyclades ; 

Amidst  a  coast  of  dreariest  continent. 

In  many  a  shapeless  promontory  rent ; 

— O'er  rocks,  seas,  islands,  promontories,  ipwd. 

The  Ice-Blink  rears  its  undulated  head,* 

On  which  the  sun,  beyond  the  horizon  shrined. 

Hath  left  his  richest  garniture  behind ; 

Piled  on  a  hundred  arches,  ndge  by  ridge. 

O'er  fix'd  and  fluid,  strides  the  Alpine  bridge. 

Whose  blocks  of  sapphire  seem  to  mortal  eye 

Hewn  from  cerulean  quarries  of  the  sky ; 

With  glacier-battlements,  that  crowd  the  spheral. 

The  slow  creation  of  six  thousand  years. 

Amidst  immensity  it  towers  sublime, 

— Winter's  eternal  palace,  built  by  Hme : 

All  human  structures  by  his  touch  are  borne 

Down  to  the  dust ; — ^mountains  themselves  are  worn 

With  his  light  footsteps ;  here  for  ever  grows. 

Amid  the  region  of  unmelting  snows, 

A  monument ;  where  every  flake  that  faUi, 

Gives  adamantine  furmness  to  the  iK-alls. 

The  sun  beholds  no  mirror,  in  his  race. 

That  shows  a  brighter  image  of  his  fiioe ; 

The  stars,  in  their  nocturnal  vigils,  rest 

Like  signal-flres  on  its  illumined  crest : 

The  gliding  moon  around  the  ramparts  wheels. 

And  all  its  magic  lights  and  iriiades  reveals ; 

Beneath,  the  tide  with  idle  fury  raves 

To  undermine  it  through  a  thousand  carea ; 

Rent  from  its  roof,  though  thundering  fragmenli  iA 

Plunge  to  the  gulf,  immovable  alofl. 

From  age  to  age,  in  air,  o'er  sea,  on  land. 

Its  turrets  heighten,  and  iu  piers  expand. 

Midnight  hath  tnld  his  hour ;  the  moon.  )et  young 
Hangs  in  the  argent  west  her  bow  unstrung ; 
Larger  and  fairer,  as  her  lustre  fades. 
Sparkle  the  stars  amidst  the  deepening  shades  • 
Jewels  more  rich  than  night's  regalia  gem 
The  distant  Ice-Blink's  spangled  diadem ; 
Like  a  new  mom  from  orient  darkness,  there 
Phosphoric  splendors  kindle  in  mid  air. 
As  though  from  heaven's  self-opening  portals  cams 
Legions  of  spirits  in  an  orb  of  flame, 
— Flame,  that  from  every  point  an  arrow  sends. 
Far  as  the  concave  firmament  extends : 
Spun  ifinth  the  tissue  of  a  million  lines. 
Glistening  like  gossamer  the  welkin  shines : 
The  consiellations  in  their  pride  look  pale 
Through  the  qnick  trembling  brilliance  of  that  veii 
Then  suddenly  converged,  the  meteors  rush 
O'er  the  wide  south ;  one  deep  vormiIi<Mi  blush 
O'erspreads  Orion  glaring  on  the  flood. 
And  rabid  Siriua  foams  through  Are  and  blood; 
Again  the  circuit  of  the  pole  they  range. 
Motion  and  figure  every  moment  change. 


1  Thp  trrm  Ice- Blink  it  f«neniilf  applied  hj  tmr 
the  nocturnal  illumination  in  the  h<«%-cn«,  which 
Ihom  th«  proziraitr  of  ic«t  mountains.  In  thia  p)»c«  a 
tion  is  altemptti>d  of  thi*  mott  stupendous  accumolatkn  ofir* 
in  the  known  world,  which  has  been  long  diatiofoishsd  bf  Sus 
peculiar  osom  br  the  Danish  oavifaloia 
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lliioagli  all  die  oolon  of  the  ninbow  nin, 
Or  blue  like  wrecks  of  a  diatolving  lun ; 
Wide  ether  burns  with  glory,  conflict,  flight* 
Aad  the  glad  ocean  dances  in  the  light. 

The  seaman's  jealous  eye  oskance  sanreys 
pageantry  of  evanescent  rays, 
While  in  the  horror  of  misgiving  fear 
New  sioras  already  thunder  on  his  ear 
But  morning  comes,  and  brings  him  sweet  release ; 
Day  shines  and  sets ;  at  evening  all  is  peace : 
Another  and  another  day  is  past ; 
The  fourth  appears,! — the  loveliest  and  the  last ; 
The  sails  are  furi*d ;  the  anchor  drags  the  sand ; 
The  boat  hath  croas'd  the  creek  ^— the  Brethren  land. 


CANTO  IV. 


Retrospect  of  ancient  Greenland : — ^The  discovery 
of  Iceland,  of  Greenland,  of  Wineland. — ^The 
Nofwegian  colonies  on  the  eastern  and  western 
eoaais  of  Greenland ;  the  appearance  of  the  Skrael- 
lings,  or  modem  Greenlanden,  in  the  west,  and 
the  destruction  of  the  Norwegian  settlers  in  that 
quarter. 


HotK  while  in  peace  the  weary  Pilgrims  rest, 
Tom  we  our  voyage  from  the  new-(bund  west. 
Sail  op  the  current  of  departed  time. 
And  seek  akmg  its  banks  that  vanish'd  clime, 
Bf  ancient  scalds  in  Runic  verse  renown'd, 
Ifow  like  old  Babylon  no  longer  (bund. 
— >*Oft  waa  I  weary  when  I  toil'd  at  thee ;"  * 
Hiia  on  an  oar  abandon'd  to  the  sea. 
Some  hand  hod  graven  : — From  what  founder*d  boat 
It  fell — how  long  on  ocean's  ^^aves  afloat, 
— Who  mark'd  it  with  that  melancholy  line. 
No  record  tells  >—— Greenland !  such  fate  was  thine : 
Whate'er  thou  wast,  of  thee  remains  no  more 
Than  a  brief  legend  on  a  (bundling  oar ; 
And  he,  whose  song  would  now  revive  thy  fame 
Grasps  but  the  shadow  of  a  mighty  name. 

From  Asia's  fertile  worab.  when  Time  was  young, 
And  earth  a  wreck,  the  sires  of  nations  sprung ; 
In  Shiner's  land  of  rivers.  Babel's  tower 
Stood  the  lorn  relic  of  their  scatter'd  power ; 
A  broken  pillar,  snapt  as  from  the  spheres, 
Slow>wasting  through  the  silent  lapwc  of  years. 
While  o'er  the  regions,  by  the  flood  destroy'd. 
Hie  builders  breathed  new  life  throughout  the  void, 
SouU  passion,  intellect ;  till  blood  of  roan 
"nuough  every  artery  of  Nature  ran ; 
O'er  eastern  islands  pour'd  its  quickening  stream. 
Caught  the  warm  crimson  of  the  wentcm  beam. 
Beneath  the  burning  Line  mnde  fountains  start 
In  the  dry  wilderness  of  Afric'M  heart, 

1  Abool  Um  aiddle  of  the  Mrenteonth  rentary.  sn  omr  wu 
dhAad  oo  the  comat  of  Iceland.  iNtannr  Uiu  ioccriptioo  in  En- 
sic  dMfSCtkn: 

OA  var  ek  dssa.  dur  ek  drn  thik. 
"  Oft  m€»  Iwemrw  «Am  I  drew  tAee.'*    Thia  oar  waa  coo- 
to  hava  l>«en  brought  frnm  Ka«t  Grrenland.  a  bun- 
and  fAy  feaia  aiW  th«  lait  ihip  tailed  from  Norwaj  for 

"^  V2 


And  through  the  torpid  north,  with  . 

Taught  love's  exhilarating  pulse  to  beat , 
Till  the  great  sun,  in  his  perennial  round, 
Man,  of  all  climes  the  restless  native,  ibiind. 
Pursuing  iblly  in  his  vain  career, 
As  if  existence  were  immortal  here ; 
While  on  the  &thers'  graves  the  sons,  tmtaoght 
By  their  mischance,  the  same  illusions  sought. 
By  gleams  and  shadows  measured  woe  and  Mi^ 
AJs  though  unborn  for  any  world  but  this. 

Five  thousand  years,  unvisited,  miknown, 
Greenland  lay  slumbering  in  the  froien  aone,— 
While  heaven's  resplendent  host  pursued  their  mf 
Tb  light  the  wolf  and  eagle  to  their  prey, 
And  tempeats  o'er  the  main  their  terrors  spread 
To  rock  Leviathan  upon  his  bed ; — 
Ere  Ingolf  his  undaunted  flag  unfurl'd 
To  search  the  secrets  of  the  polar  world.  > 
*T  was  Liberty,  that  firea  the  coMeat  veins. 
And  exile,  fiunine,  death,  prefers  to  chains ; 
*T  was  Liberty,  through  floods  unpbw'd  before. 
That  led  his  gallant  crew  from  Norway's  shora ; 
They  cut  their  cable,  and  in  thunder  broke. 
With  their  departing  oars,  the  tyrant's  yoke ; 
The  deep  their  country,  and  their  bark  their  home 
A  floating  isle,  on  which  they  joy'd  to  roam 
Amidst  immensity ;  with  waves  and  wind. 
Now  sporting  and  now  wrestling  ^— unconfined. 
Save  t^  the  blue  surrounding  firmament. 
Full,  yet  for  ever  widening,  as  they  went : 
Thus  sail'd  those  mariners,  unheeding  where 
They  found  a  port,  if  Freedom  anchor'd  there. 

By  stars  that  never  set,  their  course  they  sfeer'd. 
And  northward  with  indignant  impulse  veer'd. 
For  sloth  had  lull'd  and  luxury  o'errun. 
And  bondage  seized^  the  realms  that  loved  the  stm. 
At  length  by  mountain-ice,  with  perils  strange, 
Menaced,  repell'd  and  forced  their  track  to  change^ 
They  bade  the  unimprison'd  raven  fly, 
A  living  compass  through  the  chartless  sky : 
Up  to  the  zenith,  swift  as  fire,  he  soar'd, ' 
Through  the  clear  boundless  atmosphere  explored 
The  dim  horiaon  stretch'd  beneath  his  sight ; 
Then  to  the  we«t  full-onward  shot  his  flight  : 
Thither  they  follow ;  till  from  Thule's  rocks. 
Around  the  bird  of  temi.ests  rose  the  flocks 
Of  screaming  sea-fbwl,  widening  ring  o'er  ring. 
Till  heaven  grew  dark ;  then  wheeling  on  the  wing 
Landward  they  whiten  ail  the  rocks  below, 
Or  diving  melt  into  the  gulf  Uke  snow. 
Pleased  with  the  proud  discovery,  Ingolf  gave 
His  lintel  and  his  door-fXMts  to  the  wave, 


1  Among  nomeroun  incnheirnt  traditions,  it  i«  r«<*orded.  that 
Iceland  waa  first  discovereil  bj  one  Flokkt,  a  pirate,  who  ba- 
ing  bewildered  at  w>h.  let  fly  (as  was  the  rostom  of  tlw  j^oi 
wegians  in  such  extreiniiies)  a  raven,  whiob,  s«>arinK  to  a  grea 
elevation,  discerned  Innd.  and  inmlf  for  it.  Finkko  fuilowod, 
and  arriving  at  a  inountn  inmis  roast  covered  with  snow  and 
glaciers,  called  it  Icfland.  Some  lime  HfiorwHrdri,  shout  th% 
fear  874.  Imgolf,  a  iNurwecian  esrl,  with  hi«  vshuU.  esciiping 
from  the  tyranny  of  Harold  H-irfagar,  piiriiued  tlie  name 
eourse  as  Flokko,  and.  hy  the  same  rxptrimrnt  with  a  ravao, 
discovered  Irelami :  which  he  and  his  followers  pei>i>le«l.  and 
there  be  established  a  commonwealth  that  rt>fl(<cied  bonoi  «« 
SB  Sffs  of  barbarism. 
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idihe  w 

Add  nilad  im  boide  wiih  pUwchtl  nray  i 
— Wban  jiatica  reign*,  'in  fieadooi  Wotof  i 
And  dMfV  hk  laee,  in  Icog  toociiiinn  blaK 
(Ukt  gansntiooi  in  tha  ttftt't  otM, 
Vpm  lluir  own  imtdlluy  rack), 
Fkmiiih'd,  m*inaU«  to  amy  riwek 
Of  linw,  chute*,  txagn  brm,  or  dvil  mge; 
A  doUb  dfUMr  Inan  aga  to  aga ; 
And  loaland  ilBaa,  Sir  gmaroua  lore  nnawn'd, 
A  Mtlham  ligfal.  when  all  mi  lioom  unmd. 
Ei«  long  bf  bnva  adTgntumn  on  Ihi  tids, 
A  iww  Heaperian  legiaa  wai  deacricd, 
Wbkh  frocj  dacBi'd.  or  bble  fcign'd  b  Air, 
FlaaM  fioni  oW  Norway  poor'd  tfieir  aetlleri  thera. 
Who  iracad  and  peopled  lar  thai  double  ihora. 
Raand  wfaoaa  repelling  Tocka  two  ocewa  roar, 
nil  at  Ihe  aonlhimi  promontory,  loal 
Br  tenpnB,  eKh  ii  in  in  rival  tvl, 
liaa  Greenlaiid  fia  thai  arclie  world  they  nuned) 
Waa  planted,  and  to  nDml  Calpe  bnted 
Far  wealdi  eihatwlea^  which  bar  teai  could  boaat. 
And  pfodigin  of  natare  en  her  coial  j 
When,  in  the  green  receM  of  erery  glen, 
nte  Home  of  Prayer  o'ertopC  Ih'  abodei  of  men. 
And  Bockf  end  cstde  grued  by  ■ummeratreaiDi, 
Tlat  nwsk'd  the  nlley*  with  nieandering  glean*  i 
WUla  on  Ihe  mmnlaini  tee  eirmil  frown'd, 
And  growing  glacier*  de^wn'd  tow'rdi  ihe  groand, 
Tear  afler  year,  a*  cenlorie*  raU'd  away. 
Nor  loil  one  nmnent  till  that  jiidgnHnt.dny. 


IngulTd,^ — or  fii'd  one  fr 

Twere  long  and  dreary  to  rrcounl  in  rhyme 
"He  crude  tradiiion*  of  Ihsl  long-lost  dim?, 
To  aing  of  wan,  by  barbamus  chicftalni  waged. 
In  which  M  fiercB  and  noble  jiansions  raged, 
Heroe*  ai  nubile,  bolci,  roinor»eltii«.  Ibu((hi, 
And  decUn  u  dark  and  terrible  wen  wmught, 
Ai  nHinil  Troy'i  wulli  bcramp  lbs  uplcnilid  (hentea 
Of  Homer'*  long,  and  Jovo'*  Olympian  dream* ; 
When  giant-pruwetfl.  in  the  iron  field. 
With  lingle  arm  madf  (ihaloni'd  IcRiom  yield  j 
When  hQiIle  wo*  bnl  mruRxrrc.— the  nHfo 
Of  murderer..— eKvl  to  Mcel.  nnd  life  to  life. 
—Win  IblloHi.  Komrr  lake*  the  field  ic«  late ; 
■niongh  "tout  an  Heebir.  aiire  of  lli^lnr'*  fate, 
A  wound  an  fmm  Achille*'  tprar  he  fi'cia. 
Fall*,  and  ailinri*  the  tlrerian'i  rhiiriol-wheel*. 

Nor  May  we  mmikiiih  le«orid!<  to  rnhrorae ; 
To  build  Ibrir  I'loiMcr-wnll*  in  (iotbic  verwi; 


-rrom  eanh'a  Mrifopeniiig  * 


Mode  lap  of  Terdure ;  like  Ihoae  ialea  of  iplca 

In  taatem  laa*;  or  richoaw^  graced 

With  AoweiB  and  fbiunaJrK  in  Ihe  libpa  wMk 

Elalher  die  non  wonld  Mreteh  a  migfaller  wfai^ 
or  anew  world  the  earl! eit  dawn  loiing; 
Hrwr-long  en  Science,  in  a  dream  of  ihongH 
Riinh'i  younger  daughier  In  Columboa  bnngb^ 
And  lent  bim,  like  Ihe  Faetie  Prince,  in  qust 
or  lite  " bright  virgin  Ihnined  in  tha  wen;"' 
— Greenland'!  hold  iona.  by  initinct.  aatlicd  (xth 
On  bark*,  like  ice-beii«  drilling  Ihni  Ihe  north, 
Cmai'd  wiihoulm 


snug 


ilhei 


Touch'd  on  Ihe  line  of  that  iwin-bodied  land. 
Thai  nnlchea  fonh  to  either  i»1e  a  hartd, 
Krarn  arcdc  wild*,  ihai  lee  no  winler-aan. 
To  where  the  ocenna  of  Ihe  world  are  one. 


^ 


Bigiowi  of  btm^  diert  Umw  iov«n  And* 
TIm  ftmw]f  UUi  witk  0BMm&d  WQodi  w«N  cravn'd ; 
Wjwri  o'er  Uw  tMl  «TunM»  bdBJolMvdi 
SH«td  witkoot  BMiw;  and  die  brighft.wiiV'd  Irii^ 
MmIo  ny  iIm0iiimIuiw  •■  diflv  >^if^?td  *^*— W| 
Or  twii*d  lh»  air  to  Biwe  with  their  nog. 


The  laptQW  ofa  OMNMnl^— fai  in  UMi 
It  peridiei.  iv  ever  ftom  die  eaith ; 
And  dpmbb  like  ihiiifvneGk'd  naii 
Eyeing  bf  tone  tlie  ocean  and  the  land* 

ITnTiiMiTifT  -    Tf If  Tirin  lh ■  itnuflliin  thnfighf  fielii»<L 
And  the  lomepirit  weepeilMlf  Ip 


Hen  fien  hie  aalM  a  Geman  yoolh  had  itoqrU 
Where  die  teoad  rifor  eM  die  iiireet  iM*i 
with  alligatffMiwalt,  the  flood 

in  the  ooii,  or  moired  indogdeof  blood{ 
The  wild  hoar  rartled  headlong  thnmgh  the  bnka; 
like  a  liva  arrow  lea|ii  the  rattlesnake ; 
^Hm  nnooQlh  diadow  of  the  dimfaiMr  beer 
CrawI'd  on  the  gren*  while  he  aepired  in  air; 
Anon  with  hoofi^  like  hail,  the  graeo-wood  rwg^ 
AnHBg  the  leatleniv  deer  a  panther  eprang: 
Tlie  eiriplii^  tmfd  not^ — yet  he  trod  with  awa^ 
Aa  if  eiirtMntment  breathed  o*er  aU  he  «w. 
Tdl  in  hie  path  nDiooe  a  wilding  vine; 
— !%«  o*er  hii  fd^mory  raih'd  the  noble  ShoM; 
HoBM  and  ilijaya,  widi  Ihlbieai  of  delight. 
8d  lapl  hie  epiiit,  ee  beguiled  hie  eight, 
T1«t  in  thoee  giene  of  aaTage  lolitode, 
Viaeyaide  end  ooni4iekk,  lowne  and  spirei  he  Tiaw'd, 
And  threngh  the  iiaaga  f  hamher  of  hieioolt 
The  dqp  of  other  yean  like  ofaadowe  Hole; 
All  that  he  onoe  had  been  egain  he  grew, 
nroqgh  avaiy  Mage  of  liie  he  paH'd  anew; 
The  piaynaiM  of  hii  in6ncy  were  theve, 
Wirii  dnnpled  cheeki,  bloe  eyeikand  flaien  hair; 
TW  Uiihe  eonpamooi  of  hie  riper  yooth. 
And  ana  whoee  heart  wee  knre,  whoee  eool  wee  tinth. 
—When  the  quick-mingling  picture!  of  that  dream 
(Like  broken  ocenery  on  a  troubled  fltreem. 
Where  oky  end  liindtcepe.  light  and  darknoM,  run 
Tlimafh  widening  circlee),  harmonized  in  one; 
Uia  fiuher'a  cot  appeer'd,  with  vine-lcavea  drest. 
And  closten  pendent  round  the  awallow'a  nest; 
In  front  the  liule  iparden,  at  whoae  gate, 
4audat  their  pioj^eny  his  irercnu  late. 
He  only  abacnt  i — but  hia  mother's  eye 
IiH>k*d  thnxigh  a  tear  ;•— she  reach'd  him  with  a  aigh  : 
Then  in  n  moment  vanish 'd  time  and  space, 
And  with  e  shout  he  nish'd  tr>  her  crabrace ; 
Roand  hills  and  dalt^s  the  jm'fiil  tidings  sprMul, 
Ali  ran  to  welcome  Tyrker  from  the  dead. 
With  bliss  inebriate,  in  that  giddy  trance, 
lie  leil  his  m-altzing  penner  through  the  dance; 
And  while  he  pluck'd  the  grapes  that  blush'd  at  hand, 
Trod  ih<!  rich  wine-{iresM  in  his  native  land, 
Qiaff'd  the  full  flowing  sohlet,  loosed  hia  tongue, 
And  mnes  of  vintage,  harvest,  Imttle  sung. 
At  leneth  his  shi|Hnates  ontiie ;  their  laughter  broke 
The  gay  deliisi'm ;  in  ainnn  ho  'wc»ke  ; 
Trans;ii*rt  to  silent  molanrholy  <  htiriee<l ; 
At  imcf'  from  love.  aiMl  .i<)v.  nnil  hope  estranged. 
O'er  1ii«  blank  mind,  with  ct>l(l  lierraving  spell, 
CanM  tiiat  heart-aickneiis,  which  no  tongue  ean  tell ; 
—felt  when,  in  foreign  clinien,  'midst  sonnds  nn- 

kiii>wn. 
We  hrir  the  speech  or  mr.tiic  of  our  own, 
Kiousvd  Id  delight  from  drear  Dbatractiim  starts 
Aod  SmI  ear  oonntiy  beating  ai  our  heart; 


Wimkmi  die  gtod  dkooverMi  eall*d  dwl  Aon^ 
And  baek  the  tklagi  of  ite  richaa  boia ; 
But  aooo  retiim.*d  with  '*«''»*»*»^g  handle 

—BlfB  that  at  hone  woold  Hgh  iv  anknowB  kodu 
Men  of  all  weadieiBi  fit  fiv  ereiy  lofl. 

War,  ooenaoeroe,  paotime,  peace,  advemare,  apofl; 

Bold  martetapirite,  where  diey  tonch'd  diej  gahiV 

Aaoandanoe ;  where  diey  fix'd  dieir  fiiot.  duqr  riipM 

Bodi  ooaelB  diay  kia«  inharited,  ihovfh  wida 

Diaaever'd ;  etemining  to  and  fio  the  tidob 

Free  ee  the  Syrian  dove  eiploiae  the  tkf. 

Their  helm  their  hope,  their  omnpaM  in  their  Cf% 

They  fiNind  at  will,  where'er  they  pleaaad  to 

The  porta  of  atiangeia  or  thnr  northern  hoBMb 

Sdll 'midst  tempettuDoe  aoM  and  aoDOi  of  ieiW 
LoTod  ae  dieir  own,  their  uttton  Buadiaeb 
— ^Yet  was  their  Paradiee  lor  oTor  k»t  t 
War,  fiunine,  peatilenee,  the  power  of  fioi^ 
Their  woee  combining,  witber'd  fion  the  eaiA 
Thk  late  craatkm,  like  a  timelcaa  birth. 
The  fitnt  of  age  and  weakncaa,  iwved  to  light, 
Bkeadiing  awhUe^^-rehipBing  into  night. 

Agee  bed  teen  die  vigorouB  race,  that  tipnn^ 
From  Norway'a  atormy  forelanda,  rock'd  when ; 
In  ocean's  cradle,  hardening  aa  they  roee 
•Uke  moontain-pinea  amidat  perennial  anowa'; 
—Agee  had  aeen  theae  sturdiait  aona  of  Tiato 
Strike  root  end  flonriah  in  that  rnffien  diaok 
Commerce  with  lovelier  lands  and  wealthier  hold. 
Yet  spurn  the  lures  of  luxury  and  gold. 
Beneath  the  umbrage  of  the  Gallic  vine. 
For  moonlight  snows  and  caveni-shelter  pine. 
Turn  from  Campenian  fields  a  lofty  eye 
To  gaze  upon  the  gl(»rious  Alps,  and  sigh. 
Remembering  Greenland ;  more  and  more  endear'd* 
As  far  and  farther  from  its  shores  tbey  steer'd ; 
Greenland  their  world, — and  all  was  strange  besida 
liUsowhere  they  wandered ;  here  tbey  lived  end  diaiL 

At  length  a  swarthy  tribe,  without  a  name. 
Unknown  tlie  point  of  windward  whence  they  caai% 
The  power  by  which  stu{>endous  gul6i  they  CRMi^di 
Or  compess'd  wilds  of  everlasting  frost. 
Alike  mysterious ; — found  their  sudden  way 
To  Greenland ;  poiir'd  along  the  western  bay 
Their  straggling  families ;  and  seized  the  soil 
For  their  domain,  the  ocean  (or  their  spoil. 
Skraellinffs  the  Normans  cnll'd  these  hordes  in  aooin, 
That  seem'd  rrt'ated  on  the  spot, — though  bom 
In  trans-Atlantic  climes,  and  thither  brought 
By  paths  as  covert  as  the  hinh  of  thought ; 
They  were  at  onre ; — the  swallow-tribes  m  apnng 
Hiiis  dnily  multiply  upon  the  wing. 
As  if  the  air,  their  element  of  flicht, 
Broucht  forth  new  hnMkls  frmii  dnrknrss  every  lught 
Slipp'il  from  the  i^errel  hand  nC  J'roviilenco 
Tbey  come  we  see  not  how,  nor  kiKiw  we  whence. 


1  Ths  aoesilofs  of  ths  aiodsra 


iahsbiiaati  finrt  tppsaisi  < 
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A  itunted,  item,  uncouth,  amphibioiis  itock. 
Hewn  from  the  living  marble  of  the  rock. 
Or  tprong  from  mermaids,  and  in  ocean's  bed, 
With  orcN  and  seals,  in  sunless  caverns  bred, 
They  might  have  held,  from  unrecorded  time. 
Sole  patrimony  in  that  hideous  clime. 
So  lithe  their  limbs,  so  fenced  their  frames  to  bear 
The  intemest  rigors  of  the  polar  air ; 
Nimble,  and  muscular,  and  keen  to  run 
The  reindeer  down  a  circuit  of  the  sun ; 
To  climb  the  slippery  cliffi,  explore  their  cells. 
And  storm  and  sack  the  sea-birds*  citadels ; 
In  bands,  through  snows,  the  mother-bear  to  trace, 
Slay  with  their  darts  the  cubs  in  her  embrace, 
And  while  she  lick'd  their  bleeding  wounds,  to  brave 
Her  deadliest  vengeance  in  her  inmost  cave : 
Train'd  with  inimitable  skill  to  float. 
Each,  balanced  in  his  bubble  of  a  boat. 
With  dexterous  paddle  steering  through  the  spray. 
With  poised  harpoon  to  strike  his  plunging  prey, 
As  though  the  skifi*,  the  seaman,  oar,  and  dart 
Were  one  compacted  body,  by  one  heart 
With  instinct,  motion,  pulse,  empowered  to  ride, 
A  human  Nautilus  upon  the  tide ; 


ths  western  oossi  of  GreenliiDd  is  the  fonrtoeiith  eentBir,  sod 
are  leoerftlljr  Mppoeed  to  hmve  overpowered  the  few  Norwe- 
ItiuM  scsttered  id  that  quarter.  They  wrere  called  SkradUngt, 
a  word  of  uncertain  etymology,  but  nuMt  probably  a  corruption 
of  KMralUt  or  People,  by  which  they  deaignatcd  thenuelTOC. 
<>f  their  orif  in  nothing  can  be  aaeertained.  It  eeemt,  oo  the 
whole,  not  incredible  (fVom  evidence  and  arffumeota  which  need 
not  be  quoted  here),  that  they  are  the  deeeendantt  of  TarUr- 
sao  rovers,  gradually  emigrating  from  the  heart  of  Asia,  croet- 
Ing  over  into  West  America,  travernng  the  northern  latitudes 
of  that  continent,  and  settling  or  wanderinc.  as  suited  their 
convenience,  till  the  foremost  hordes  reached  Canada  and  Lab> 
Tador ;  from  whence  the  first  Skraellinfi  may  have  found  a  pss- 
safe,  by  land  or  sea.  to  Greenland.  That  the  Greenlanders  sre 
of  the  same  ftc»ck  with  the  Esquimaux,  is  obvious  from  the  re- 
markable correspondence  between  their  persons,  dress,  habita- 
tions, boats,  and  implements  of  hunting  and  fishinr.  as  well  as 
the  similarity  of  manners,  customs,  superptitions,  and  language. 
Of  tliese  more  may  be  said  hereafter,  should  the  poem  of  Green- 
land ever  be  completed.  Meanwhile  the  iliirht  sketch  given  in 
the  context  may  suffice.  The  following  description  of  aGreen- 
lander^s  fishing-bont.  nr  kayak,  will,  however,  be  useful  to  il- 
Instrate  the  passage.  The  kayak  is  six  yards  in  length,  pointed 
at  the  head  and  stem,  and  shaped  like  a  weaver's  shuttle ;  it  is 
at  the  same  time  scarcely  a  foot  and  a  half  broad  over  the  mid- 
dle, and  not  more  than  a  foot  deep.  It  is  built  of  a  slender  skel- 
•too  of  wood,  consisting  of  a  keel,  and  long  side-laths,  with 
ero«*-rib»,  like  hoops,  but  not  quite  round.  The  whole  is  cov- 
ered with  seal's  skin.  In  the  middle  of  this  coveting  there  is  a 
round  aperture,  supported  with  a  strong  rim  of  wood  or  bone. 
Tl*be  Greenlander  slips  into  the  cavity  with  his  feet,  end  sits  down 
apoo  a  board  covered  with  snf\  akin ;  he  then  tucks  his  water- 
pelt,  or  great  coat,  so  tight  about  him  (the  rim  of  the  opening 
funning  a  girdle  round  his  loins),  that  no  water  can  penetrate 
into  hb  little  skiff.  His  lance,  harpoon,  and  fishing-tackle,  are 
all  arranged  in  due  order  before  him.  His  pttutik,  or  oar  (made 
of  red  deal,  and  strengthened  with  bone  inlaid),  he  uses  with 
admirable  dexterity.  This,  exoept  whfu  he  is  using  his  weap- 
ons, he  grasps  with  both  hands  in  the  middle,  striking  tho  water 
on  either  side  alternately,  by  which  means  he  ran  sail  at  the 
.a!e  of  twenty  or  even  twenty-four  leacues  a  day.  In  his  ksyak 
the  Greenlander  fears  no  storm,  so  long  as  he  csn  keep  his  oar. 
which  enables  him  to  sit  uprisht  among  the  roushest  breakers, 
•»r  if  overturned,  while  the  head  is  downward  under  water,  with 
un«  stroke  lie  can  recover  himself;  but  if  he  loses  hi*  oar.  in  a 
Mich  sea.  he  *aen«  sli.  No  European  has  ever  yet  been  able  to 
learn  to  mnnsge  a  kayak  except  in  calm  weather,  and  when  he 
had  nothinx  to  do  but  to  row :  to  fish  in  it  has  been  found  im- 
liracticiible  >o  any  hut  the  natives  themselves,  trained  from  their 
infancy  to  ell  the  hardy  exerrltos  which  constituted,  before  the 
tmrrduetioo  of  Clmaiianity,  the  wbols  education  of  the  poor 


Or  with  a  fleet  of  Kayaks  to  assail 

The  desperation  of  the  stranded  whale, 

When  wedged  'twixt  jagged  rocks  he  writhes  and  rolli 

In  agmiy  among  the  ebbing  shoals, 

Lashing  the  waves  to  fiiam ;  until  the  flood. 

From  wrounds,  like  geysers,  seems  a  bath  of  blood. 

Echo  all  night  dumb-pealing  to  his  tokt  ; 

Till  mom  beholds  him  slain  along  the  shore. 

Of  these, — ^hereafYer  should  the  lyre  be  strung 
To  arctic  ihemes, — may  glorious  days  be  song ; 
Now  be  our  task  the  sad  reverse  to  tell. 
How  in  their  march  the  nobler  Normans  fell ;  * 
— Whether  by  dire  disease,  that  tiun*d  the  breath 
Of  botmteotis  Heaven  to  pestilence  and  death. 
In  number,  strength,  luid  spirit  worn  away. 
Their  lives  became  the  cool  assassin's  prey ; 
— Or  in  the  battle-fleld,  as  Skraellings  boast. 
These  pigmios  put  to  flight  their  giant-host. 
When  front  to  front  on  scowling  clifls  they  stood. 
And  shot  their  barbs  athwart  the  parting  flood ; 
Arrow  smote  arrow,  dart  enooimter'd  dart. 
From  hand  to  hand,  impaling  heart  for  heart ; 
'nil  spent  their  missiles ;  qtiick  as  in  a  dream 
The  images  are  changed ;  across  the  stream 
The  Skraellings  rush'd.  the  precipices  scaled ; 
^-0*erwhelm*d  by  multitudes  the  Normans  fiui'd ; 
A  scattered  remnant  to  the  south  retired. 
But  one  by  one  along  their  route  expired : 
They  perish'd ; — History  can  no  more  relate 
Of  their  obsciu«  and  uiilamented  fate ; 
They  perish 'd ; — ^yet  along  that  western  shore 
Where  Commerce  spread  her  colonies  of  yore. 
Ruins  of  temples  and  of  homes  are  traced, 
— Steps  of  magnificence  amidst  the  waste. 
Where  time  hath  trod,  and  left  those  wrrrks  to 
That  life  hath  been,  where  all  is  Death  below. 


CANTO  V. 


The  depopulation  of  the  Norwegian  Colonies  on  the 
eastern  coast  of  Greenland,  and  the  abandonmeo* 
of  intercourse  with  it  from  Europe,  in  coiwequence 
of  the  increase  of  the  arrtic  ices,  about  the  begin 
ning  of  the  fifteenth  century. 


Launch  on  the  gulf  my  little  Greenland  bark ! 
Bear  me  through  scenes  unutterably  dark  ; 
Scenes  with  the  mystery  of  Nature  soal'd. 
Nor  till  the  Jay  of  doom  to  be  reveal'd  : 
What  though  the  spirits  of  the  arctic  gales 
Freeze  round  thy  prow,  or  fight  agninitt  thy  soils. 
Safe  as  Anon,  whom  the  dolphin  bore, 
Enamour'd  of  his  music,  to  the  shore. 


1  The  incidents  alluded  to  in  this  risuse  sre  presumed  to  have 
occasioned  the  extinction  of  the  Norwerian  coloniiita  nn  the 
western  roast  of  Gre<>nhnd.  Cramti  say».  that  ther«>  n  a  dir' 
trict  on  RalPs  Kiver.  railed  PimtikMnrhtk,  or  the  pi  n^t^farrmwt; 
where  it  is  believed,  that  the  8kmellinr«  artd  Norwegians  fooghl 
a  battle,  in  which  the  latter  were  defeated.  The  modem  Greea- 
landers  atftrm.  that  the  name  is  derived  from  the  rircumstaaee 
of  the  partie*  liavins  nhot  their  amiwt  at  one  another  from  op* 
po«'»te  banks  of  the  stream.  Many  rmder*,  or  ruins  of  ai 
buildings,  priocipaily  supposed  to  have  bees  rhmeaea. 
foand  along  th«  ooasl,  froa  Diako  Bsy  to  Cape  Parewal. 
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On  ihM  advOTlaiinf  o'er  u  vnknowa  nniii, 

i  niM  to  curing  elflOMOta  a  «nun 

or  Inndivd  huoKM^  >-0  leiid  yoar  biMtfa, 

T«  Hiumti !  while  I  niif  Ihk  ftign  of  daadi* 

Uttir  dark  nfingi  of  the  dajn  of  old. 

In  pofihloi  upon  mjr  harp  imiild 

Piidi  |niHli*d  fron  fomembnuioo .  tnidi,  amf'dt 

lAit  Iwivon  bgr  Hght.  in  amblenwtio  ihado^ 

WImu  ihinM  ibo  boraooopo,  and  star  oo  Mar, 

Bf  whai  they  are  noc,  led  to  what  thay  ara ; 

AtoaH^  thai  twinkle  in  an  in&nt'a  eye» 

Am  woridi,  nuii,  tytnmm  in  th*  unboonded  ikyi 

Tha^  the  Aw  fiibted  woet  my  ■tiaiw  create 

Afo  hieiQglyphioi  in  a  book  of  Fate, 

And  while  the  ■faadowy  lymbob  I  mvoll, 

laaginalkMi  raadi  a  direr  icrolL 

Wakiiw  ye  wikl  Tiaooi!  o*er  the  nordiem  deepi, 

On  dottdi  and  windi,  like  warnorepeetno  iweep; 

Bhnw  ky  what  plafnas  and  honicanot  deotmy'd, 

A  bmri^im  naln  heeame  a  torpid 


T¥e  floodi  aro  nging,  and  the  galea  blow 
Low  ■■  a  dimgenn-roof  impenda  the  aky ; 

of  hope,  between  the  cloude  and  waTOi^ 
aaikm  man  yon  boat,  that  fanvea 
Poffl  radoabling  upon  peril  poett 

Tw  *^"»»"^  nonlii^  of  the  waywaid  blaai; 
Akft  ■■  o'er  a  boojrant  areh  they  go^ 
Wk— keyHMjebreekij    ae  deep  they  plunge  below; 
UnyieHing  though  the  atrength  of  man  be  vain; 
8Upggling  thoogh  home  like  surf  along  the  main: 
1b  front  a  battlement  of  rcKka ;  in  rear, 
IBIlew  on  billow  bounding ;  near,  more  near, 
Thay  veige  to  ruin ; — lile  and  death  depend 
On  die  neit  impulae ;  ahrieka  and  piayera  aaeend ; 
Whan,  like  the  fiah  that  mounia  on  drialing  wingi. 
Sheer  fi«n  the  gulf  the  ejected  vesMl  ■priiiga. 
And  grounds  on  inland  ice,  beyond  the  track 
Of  hiaainf  fiiam  Trrmihi  whence  the  tide  ruU'd  back; 
llieB  ere  that  tide,  returning  to  the  charge. 
Swallows  the  wreck,  the  captives  aro  at  large. 
On  either  hand  steep  hills  obstruct  their  path ; 
Behind,  the  ocean  rooring  in  his  wrath. 
Mad  aa  a  Libyan  wilderness  by  night. 
With  all  its  lions  up,  in  chime  or  fight 
The  fugitives  right  onward  shun  the  beach. 
Nor  tarry  till  the  inmost  cove  they  reach, 
Reduded  in  the  labyrinthine  dell, 
lake  the  last  hollow  of  a  *|iiral  shell. 
There,  with  the  ax  or  kiiiiv  which  haste  could  aave. 
They  build  a  house ; — perhaps  they  dig  a  grave : 
Of  aobd  arow,  well-equared.  and  piled  in  bkxka, 
Bnlliant  as  hewn  ftom  alahosior  rocks, 
1%eir  palace  risea,  narrowing  to  the  roof. 
And  fieeacs  into  marble,  tempesupivof ; 
Night  closing  round,  within  its  shade  they  creeps 
And  weary  Nature  sinks  at  onco  to  sleeps 

Oh !  eould  we  walk  amidst  their  dreams,  and  see 
All  that  they  have  been,  are,  or  wish  to  be. 
In  6ncy*s  world !— «och  at  his  own  (ire«de ; 
One  greets  a  parent :  one  a  ncw-miide  bride ; 
Another  clasps  his  babe  with  fimd  embrace, 
A  annle  in  alumber  mantling  oVr  hia  £kce ; 
All  dangers  are  Ibrgutlen  in  a  kiss, 
Olr  but  re»ember*d  to  exalt  the  bliaL 


wounded  nmner  waka^  irith  peiii 
Tet  are  hia  thou^ita  at  hone  among  the  niCf 
Then  beama  hia  eye,  hia  heart  dilatod  bam^ 
Till  the  dark  vigil  to  a  virion  imiH, 
That  viakm  to  reality;  and  hone 
ia  ao  endeared,  he  vowa  no  mora  to  roa^ 
Ha!  suddenly  he  atarta;  with  tranbliog  Upi, 
Salt  aliower4hopa,  ooiing  Ihroqgh  the  rooC  he  djfB^ 
Aware  that  inatant,  yet  alarmM  too  lato^ 
—The  aaa  Uath  burat  iia  barrier,  fix'd  their  frto; 
Eacape  impoarible;  the  tempeata  urge 
Through  the  deep  dell  the  immdating  aoige; 
Nor  wall  nor  roof  th'  impettMoa  flood  ooaa6k. 
Above,  around,  vrithin,  llie  deluge  rolls; 
He  eaUa  hia  comradea;    ere  thetf  doom  be  kauwiib 
T  ia  paat; — the  now-lioan  utterly  o'erthiowiw 
Its  inmatea  vanirii ;  never  to  be  fiNnid, 
living  or  dead,  oo  habitable  gnmnd. 

Hiera  ia  a  beauteooB  hamlet  in  the  vale; 
Green  are  the  fielda  around  it;  sweetly  aail 
The  twilight  ahadowa  o*cr  the  darkening 
Earth,  air,  and  ocean,  all  alike  aerane. 
Dipt  in  the  huea  of  auiMet,  wreathed  in 
The  elooda  are  reeling  oo  their  nountain-ihroMai 
One  peak  alone  eialta  ila  glacier  creat, 
A  golden  paradiae,  above  the  reat; 
Thither  the  day  with  lingering  atepa  ralirea. 
And  in  its  own  blue  element  eipirea; 
Thua  Aaron  laid  hia  goigeoua  roiiea  aakle 
On  Horeb*8  consecrated  lop,  and  died. 
The  moon,  meanwhile,  o*er  ocean'a  aombre  bed, 
New-riaen,  a  thouaand  glow-worm  lights  hath  apieada 
From  eaat  to  weat  the  wildfire  aplendora  glanoe^ 
And  all  the  billowa  in  her  glory  dance ; 
Till,  in  mid-heaven,  her  orb  might  eeem  the  eye 
Of  Providence,  wide-watching  from  the  aky. 
While  Nature  al umbers  ;—emUem  of //it  graoob 
Whose  presence  fills  the  infinite  of  space. 

The  clouds  have  left  the  moiuitains;  oddly  bri^ 
Their  icy  summits  shed  cerulean  light ; 
The  steep  declivities  between  assume 
A  horror  of  unfathomable  gloom : 
The  village  sleeps ; — from  hoitte  to  house,  the  ear 
Of  yonder  sentinel  no  sound  can  hear : 
A  maniac  ^— ho,  while  calmer  heads  repose. 
Takes  his  night-round,  to  tell  the  stars  his  woaa* 
Woes,  which  his  noble  heart  to  frenzy  stung ; 
— He  hath  no  ban!,  and  CAey  remain  unsung. 
A  warrior  once,  victorious  arms  he  bore ; 
And  bears  them  still,  although  his  wars  are  o*er. 
For  *t  is  his  boast,  with  shield  and  sword  in  hand 
To  be  the  guardian  Angel  of  the  land. 
Mark  with  what  stem  solemnity  he  stalka^ 
And  to  himaelf  as  to  a  legion  talks ; 
Now  deep  in  council  with  his  chieft ;  anon. 
He  starts  as  at  the  trumpet,  leods  them  on. 
And  wins  the  day ; — his  battlenihout  alarms 
None  but  the  in&nt  in  the  nune*s  arms ; 
Soon  hush*d,  but  closet  jo  her  side,  it  sleeps  * 
While  he  abroad  his  watch  in  siltmce  keens 

At  every  door  he  halts,  and  brings  a  sigh. 
But  laavee  a  bleaaisg,  when  he  marrh^  by 
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He  ttopi;  from  that  low  looC  •  deadly  groan 

Uatfa  made  unutterable  anguish  known ; 

A  apirit  into  eternity  hath  paai'd ; 

A  apouae,  a  fiither,  there  hath  breathed  hk  laat 

TIm  widow  and  her  little  onei  weep  noi ; 

In  its  excefli  their  miaery  ia  forgot. 

One  dumb,  dark  moment ; — then  from  all  their  eyea 

Rain  the  nit  tears,  and  loud  their  wailin^i  liae  t 

Ah!  little  think  that  family  ibrlom 

How  brief  the  partings— they  shall  meet  ere  mom! 

For  lo !  the  witness  of  their  pangs  hath  caught 

A  sight  that  startles  madness  into  thought; 

Back  from  their  gate  unconsciously  he  reels; 

A  resurrection  of  his  soul  he  feels ; 

Thare  is  a  motion  in  the  air ;  his  eye 

Blinks  aa  it  fear'd  the  fidling  of  the  sky. 

The  splendid  peak  of  adamantine  ice, 

At  son-set  like  an  earthly  paradise. 

Abd  in  the  moon  of  such  empyrean  hue. 

It  aeem'd  to  bring  the  unseen  world  to  view; 

—That  splendid   peak,  the  Pbwer  (which  to  the 

spheres 
Had  piled  its  turrets  through  a  thousand  years). 
Touches,  as  lightly  as  the  passing  wind. 
And  the  huge  mass,  o*erbalanced,  undermined. 
And  dislocated  from  its  base  of  snow. 
Slides  down  the  slope,  miyestically  slow. 
Till  o'er  the  precipice,  down  headlong  sent. 
And  in  ten  thousand,  thousand  spangles  rent 
It  piles  a  hill  where  spread  a  vale  before : 
—From  rock  to  rock  the  echoes  round  the  shore. 
Tell  with  their  deep  artillery  the  late 
Of  the  whole  village,  cnish'd  beneath  its  weight 
.^The  sleepers  wake, — their  homes  in  ruins  hurl'd^ — 
They  wake — ^from  death  into  another  world. 
The  gazing  maniac,  polaied  into  stone. 
Amidst  the  wreck  of  ice,  survives  alone ; 
A  sudden  interval  of  reoiion  gleams, 
Steady  and  clear,  amidst  his  wildering  dreams. 
But  shows  reality  in  such  a  shajw, 
*T  were  ranttire  beck  to  frenzy  u»  escape. 
tVgain  the  clouds  of  desolation  roll. 
Blotting  all  old  remembrance  from  his  soul ; 
Whate'er  his  sorrows  or  liis  joys  have  been, 
Ilis  spirit  grows  embodied  through  this  scene : 
With  eyes  of  agony,  and  clenching  hands, 
Fix'd  in  recful,  a  frozen  form  he  stands. 
And  smit  with  wonder  at  his  people's  doom. 
BfHX>mes  the  monument  upon  their  tomb. 


Behold  a  scene,  magnificent  and  new ; 
Nor  land  nor  water  meet  th'  excursive  view; 
The  round  horizon  girds  one  frozen  plain. 
The  mighty  tudibstone  of  the  buried  main. 
Where  dark,  and  silent,  and  unfdt  to  flow, 
A  dead  sea  slrein  with  all  its  tril)e8  below. 
But  heaven  is  Mtill  itself;  the  deefvblue  sky 
Comes  down  wita  smiles  to  meet  the  glancing  eye. 
Though  if  a  keener  sight  its  bound  would  trace, 
The  arch  frc<Hl(»s  through  everlasting  s|iQce. 
The  Mill,  in  mommg  glor>'.  mounts  his  throne. 
Nor  shmes  he  here  in  solitutio  unknown ; 
North,  iiouth.  and  west,  by  dogs  or  reindeer  drawn, 
rareeriiig  slotlgos  cixws  the  unbroken  lawn, 
\nd  bring,  from  bays  and  forelands  round  the  coast, 
Vouth  lifauiy,  valor.  Greenland's  proudest  boost. 


Who  thus,  in  winter's  long  and  aodal  reign. 
Hold  feasts  and  tournaments  upon  the  main. 
When,  built  of  solid  floods,  his  bridge  eztendi 
A  highway  o*er  the  gulf  lo  meeting  friends^ 
Whom  rocka  impassable,  or  winds  and  tide. 
Fickle  and  (alse,  in  summer  months  divide. 

The  scene  runs  round  with  motion. rings  wilhmiftk 
— No  happier  spot  upon  the  peopled  earth ; 
The  drifted  snow  to  dust  the  travollera  beat, 
Th*  imeven  ice  is  flint  beneath  their  foet. 
Here  tenta,  a  gay  encampment,  rise  around. 
Where  ransic,  song,  and  revelry  resound ; 
There  the  Uue  amoke  upwreathes  a  hundred  apiraa. 
Where  humbler  groups  have  Ut  their  pine-wood  ' 
Ere  long  they  quit  the  tablee ;  knights  and 
Lfttd  the  blithe  multitude  to  boisteroos 
Bears,  wolves,  and  lynxes  yonder  head  the  rhaaa; 
Here  start  the  hamoss'd  reindeer  in  the  race; 
Borne  without  wheels,  a  flight  of  rival  can 
Track  the  ice-flrmament,  like  shooting  staia, 
Right  to  the  goal,  converging  as  they  run. 
They  dwindle  through  the  distance  into  on*. 
Where  smoother  waves  have  form'd  a  aea  of  glan. 
With  pantomimic  change  the  skaiters 
Now  toil  like  ships  'gainst  wind  and  stream; 
Like  flames  blown  suddenly  asunder ;  reel 
Like  drunkards ;  then  dispened  in  tangenta  wide. 
Away  with  s})eed  invisible  they  glide. 
Peace  in  their  hearts,  death-weapons  in  theb  hMidi 
Fierce  in  mock-battle  meet  fraternal  banda. 
Whom  the  same  chiefs  erewhile  to  conflict  led. 
When  friends  by  friends,  by  kindred  kindred  bled. 
Here  youthful  rings  nvith  pipe  and  drum  advancSb 
And  foot  the  mazes  of  the  g^iddy  dance ; 
Grey-beard  spectators,  with  illumined  eye. 
Lean  on  their  staves,  and  talk  of  days  gone  by ; 
Children,  who  mimic  all,  from  pipe  and  drum 
To  chase  and  bottle,  dream  of  years  to  come. 
Those  years  to  come  the  young  »hall  ne'er  behold ; 
The  days  gone  by  no  more  rejoice  the  old. 

There  is  a  boy,  a  solitary  boy. 
Who  takes  no  part  in  all  this  whirl  of  joy. 
Yet  in  the  speechless  transjxjrt  of  his  soul. 
He  lives,  and  moves,  and  brcallies  throughout  the 

whole : 
Him  should  destruction  spare,  the  plot  of  earth. 
That  forms  his  play-gn>und,  gave  a  poet  Urth, 
Who  on  the  wings  of  his  immortal  la>'8. 
Thine  heroes,  Greenland  !  to  the  stare  shall  raise 
It  must  not  l)e : — abruptly  from  the  show 
lie  turns  hid  eyes ;  his  ihnughls  are  gone  below 
To  sound  the  depths  of  o<'ean,  where  his  mind 
Creates  the  wonders  which  it  canitot  find. 
Listening,  as  oft  he  liHlens,  in  a  KJiell, 
To  the  mock  tide's  alternate  full  and  swell. 
He  kneels  uj)on  the  ice. — inclinc-s  his  ear. 
And  hears. — or  does  he  only  seem  to  hear  ? — 
A  sound,  as  though  the  Cienius  of  the  Deep 
Heaved  a  long  sigh,  awaking  out  of  sleep. 
He  starts ; — 't  was  but  a  pulfe  w  ithin  his  brain ! 
No; — for  he  feels  it  l)eat  thnMiph  every  vein; 
Groan  following  groan  (as  fnim  a  Giant's  breast, 
Beneath  a  burning  mountain,  ill  at  rest). 
With  awe  iiiefrahle  his  sj)irit  thrills. 
And  rapture  fires  his  blood,  while  terror  chilla 
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of  hb  «;•  tkraii 
>;  the  bath  GMght  him  m  Imt  Mm^ 

Fnm  lip  to  lip^  oW  mucf  a  league  ii  floim; 

Veieae  to  voieaiH  pRNBpC  aa  ngnab,  na 

In  nhrieka  of  oonataraatioii  to  the  akiea: 

TlMia  akiaib  neaawhile,  with  gaiherim  darkiw 

aoDwl; 
Honow  and  winlarlj  the  bleak  winda  bowL 
— ^niai  wm  till  noon  had  ether  (wnilfd  wrnint^ 
SiYe  one  bbelb-baltad  cloud,  &r  eaMward  aaao^ 
Like  a  aoow-iBoantain )— there  in  amburii  laf 
Th*  ondreaded  tempert,  panting  ior  bia  pray : 
That  ckiud  bf  itaalth  bath  through  the  welkin 

apread, 
And  hangi  in  mateor^wilight  orer-head ; 
At  fcot,  beneath  the  adamantine  floor. 
Loon  in  their  prinn-houie  the  raigea  mart 
To  eteiy  eye,  ear,  heart,  the  alarm  is  giTen, 
And  landward  erowda  (like  flocka  of  leiklbwl  diiTen, 
When  atorma  are  oo  the  wing),  in  wild  affiighl^ 
On  loot,  in  tledgei,  nige  their  panic  ffigh^ 
In  hope  the  refoge  of  the  ahore  to  gain 
Ere  the  diaraption  of  the  atmggling  mafai. 
Foretold  hy  man;  a  atroke,  like  lightning  aant 
la  thunder,  throogh  th*  onatable  continent. 
Which  now,  elaiiic  oo  the  swell  below, 
BoUa  high  in  undulation  to  and  fio. 
Men.  reindeer,  dogi,  the  giddy  impulse  leel. 
Aadjostfi^g  heMikmg,  back  and  forward  reel: 
While  MMW,  sleet,  bail,  ur  whirling  gusts  of  wind, 
FThairfi  bewilder,  stop  the  breath,  and  blind. 
All  ia  dbmay  and  uproar;  some  have  ibund 
Death  fir  deli¥erance,  aa  they  leap'd  oo  gromd. 
Swept  bark  into  the  fioud ;— 4Nit  hope  is  vain : 
Ere  half  the  fugitivca  the  beach  can  gain. 
The  fii*d  ice,  severing  from  the  shore,  with  shocks 
Of  earthquake  violence,  bounds  against  the  rocks ; 
Then  suddenly,  while  on  the  verge  they  stand, 
The  whole  recuil<i  for  ever  from  the  land, 
And  leaves  a  gulf  of  foam  along  the  shore. 
In  which  whoever  plunge  arc  seen  no  more. 

Orean.  meanwhile,  abroad  hath  burst  the  roof 
That  srpulihred  his  waves ;  he  bounds  aloof 
In  boUing  cataracts,  as  volcanoes  Rpout 
Their  fiery  fountains,  gush  the  viaten  out ; 
The  frame  of  ic-c,  with  dire  explosion  rends. 
And  doun  th*  abyw  the  roinsled  crowd  descends. 
Heaven!  from  this  clotung  horror  hide  thy  light; 
t'nst  thy  tliick  mantle  o'er  it,  gracious  Night! 
These  screanM  of  mothcn  with  their  infiinls  lost, 
ThrsK^  aruaiu  of  agcmy  from  wretches,  tost 
f  >n  itirk*  and  whirljiools— in  thy  storms  be  drown'd. 
Tbe  cnuh  of  mountain-ice  to  atoms  ground. 
Ami  ru^  of  elements! — while  winds,  that  yell 
f ukr  dcavnw,  peal  the  uiiiverval  knell. 
The  ^limiiding  u^ves  around  their  limba  shall  spread, 
"And  UarkneM  be  the  burier  of  the  dead.*' 
Tlu'ir  {ongs  arc  o'er;— -at  moni  the  tempests  cease. 
And  tli<!  freed  ocean  rolls  himself  to  peace; 
Bmnd  b>  (he  aim  his  heaving  breast  expands, 
lf«^  hr>kls  his  mirror  to  a  Uiuulred  lands ; 
Whilo  r-hcering  gales  piinue  the  caf;er  chare 
or  billuMY  round  immeasurable  space.' 

I  The  ariorip*!  ph«MMneiM  describMl  in  this  diavptioa  of 
a  kfsadik  of  icv,  SIS  Mliodooed  oa  tJM 


Where  are  tha  —Mtiidaa  of  yaalariay  f 
At  mom  they  cama ;  at  are  dMy  paai'd  vmj 
Tat  some  aurviY*  9— yoo  caalellatad  piU 
Fkmiaoo  ihe  aoigea,  like  a  ftiry  Ida ; 
PM-aminant  upoo  iia  peak,  behold, 
With  walla  of  amethyst  and  nmft  of  gold. 
The  samUanee  of  a  d^ ;  towanandapini 
Glance  in  the  firmament  with  opal  firaa; 
Frana  fiom  thow  haigbta  palliidd  foimtajnt  flow 
O^ar  pearly  meoda,  through  anmnld  valre  balofw 
No  loTolior  pageant  movea  beneath  the  tkf,* 
Nor  00a  ao  iwwmfiil  to  tha  nearer  ajrt; 
Hare,  when  tha  bittemen  of  death  bad  paai'd 
0*er  others,  with  their  aladga  and  reindaar  oaaC. 
Five  wretdiad  ooea,  in  dumb  deapondanea^  wait 
Tlie  lingering  issue  of  a  namelea  Ihta; 
A  bridal  party  >— mark  yoo  rerarand  saga 
In  the  blown  vigor  of  autumnal  age ; 
Hia  daughter  in  her  prime ;  die  yoath,  who  worn 
Her  lo^w  by  miraclea  of  prowem  done ; 
With  there,  two  meet  oompaniooB  of  their  joy, 
Her  yoimger  sister,  and  a  gallant  boy. 
Who  hoped,  like  iUw,  a  gentle  heart  to  gain 
By  valoroQB  oiterprire  00  land  or  main. 
— Theae,  when  this  oceanr-paveinant  fiiil'd  diair  foal 
Sought  00  a  glader*i  oaga  a  aafo  retreat. 
But  in  the  shock,  flom  its  foondatioo  torn. 
That  mass  is  sfewly  o'er  the  watera  borne. 
An  ice-berg !— on  whore  verge  all  day  they  atand 
And  eye  the  blank  horiaon's  ring  for  land. 
All  night  around  a  dismal  dame  they  weep;    ■ 
Their  sledge,  by  piecemeal,  Kgfals  the  hoary  deep^ 
Mom  brings  no  comfort ;  at  her  dawn  aipira 
The  latest  emben  of  their  laleat  Are ; 
Fof'wannth  and  food  the  patieot  reindaar  Msad» 
Happier  in  death  than  thoaa  ha  waiwa  ami  foadk 
— How  long,  by  that  precarioua  laft  upbnoy'd. 
They  blindly  drifted  00  a  shoreless  void ; 
flow  long  they  sufifer'd,  or  how  soon  they  found 
Rest  in  the  gait,  or  peace  on  Uving  ground : 
— Whether,  by  hunger,  cold,  and  grief  consumed 
They  perish'd  miserably — and  unentomb'd 
(While  on  that  frigid  bier  their  corws  lay). 
Became  the  sea-fowl's  or  the  sea-bear*s  prey ; 
— Whether  the  wasting  mound,  by  swill  degrees, 
Exhaled  in  mist,  and  vnnish'd  from  the  seas. 
While  they,  too  weak  to  struggle  even  in  death, 
Lock'd  in  each  other's  arms  resigned  their  breath. 
And  their  white  skeletons,  beneath  the  wave. 
Lie  intertwined  in  one  sepulchral  cave :  • 
— Or  meeting  some  Norwegian  bark  at  sea. 
They  deemeid  its  deck  a  world  of  liberty ; 


an  suthentie  nsmtive  of  a  joonwy  00  iMf  m  stuns  the  eosM 
of  Labnulor,  by  two  Mornvian  miiuiimarim  and  a  numbv  of 
Eaquimoux.  in  Um  f oar  I7t>i.  Th*<  finit  inrideRt  in  ih^  Casto. 
tkm  deatnictioo  of  1h»  aoow-bouae,  ia  iMrtly  borrowad  rcoB  lbs 


1  Tha  ke-hrrMM.  both  find  and  flnaiinc.  prraeot  the  nioal  Aa 
taatie  and  majtniticent  forma,  which  an  artivp  imavinatioa  OMV 
oaaly  eoovert  into  landnenpa-aomvry.  CraHtt  Myi.  Uial  aone 
of  UiMe  look  lik«  rhurrkea,  wiUi  iNllara.  arrh«^  portaia,  and 
iBwninaird  wtndowa;  uUiura  hke  cavtiea.  with  aquarr  and  apiiml 
lomtab  A  Uiiid  claiv  aMumn  the  apfwarance  ol'  ahiiM  ia  fUl 
aail,  tt>  whieli  piluta  hara  ocraatonally  f  om;  out.  fui  tho 
poaa  of  conduriinv  \\wm  into  harbor:  mnnf  aaain 
laria  ialanda,  with  hili  and  dak*.  a«  w^ll  aa  vi'laiim,  and 

'  citiea,  built  upon  thn  ntamin  of  thu  Mra.    Two  of  iheae 
for  aaanr  jreara  in  Di^co  Bar.  which  tha  Dutch  wbalen  eaVsi 

I  AsMlsidsBi  sad  Hsirhtnn 
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— ^Or  tun  ward  lailing,  on  green  Erin*t  mm], 
They  kneerd  and  wonhippM  a  delivering  God, 
Where  yet  the  blood  they  brought  from  Greenland 

runs  ^ 
Among  the  noblest  of  our  niter't  tons 
— b  all  unknown ; — their  ice-berg  disappean 
Amidit  the  flood  of  unretoming  years. 

Agea  are  fled ;  and  Greenland's  hour  draws  nighS 
Seal'd  is  the  judgment ;  all  her  race  must  die ; 
Commerce  forsakes  th'  unvoyageable  seas. 
That  year  by  year  with  keener  rigor  freeze ; 
Th'  embargoed  waves  in  narrower  channels  roll 
To  blue  Spitsbergen  and  the  utmost  pole ; 
A  hundred  colonies,  erewhile  that  lay 
On  the  green  marge  of  many  a  sheltered  bay, 
liapse  to  the  wilderness ;  their  tenants  throng 
Where  streams  in  summer,  turbulent  and  strong, 
With  molten  ice  from  inland  Alps  supplied, 
Ifold  free  communion  with  the  breathing  tide. 
That  from  the  heart  of  ocean  sends  the  flood 
()f  living  water  round  the  world,  like  blood ; 
But  Greenland's  pulse  shall  slow  and  slower  beat. 
Till  the  last  spark  of  genial  warmth  retreat. 
And,  Uke  a  palsied  limb  of  Nature's  frame, 
Greenland  be  nothing  but  a  place  and  name 
That  crisis  comes ;  the  wafted  fuel  fails ;  * 
The  cattle  perish ;  famine  long  prevails ; 
With  torpid  sloth,  intenser  seasons  bind 
The  strength  uf  muscle  and  the  spring  of  mind ; 
Man  droops,  his  spirits  waste,  his  powers  decay, 
— Hia  generation  soon  shall  pass  away. 

At  moonless  midnight,  on  this  naked  coast. 
How  beautiful  in  heaven  the  starry  host ! 
\^th  lambent  brilliance  o'er  these  cloister>walIs, 
Slant  from  the  firmament  a  meteor  falls ; 
A  steadier  flame  from  yonder  beacon  streams. 
To  light  the  vesnel,  seen  in  golden  dreams 
By  many  a  pining  wretch,  whose  slumbers  feign 
The  bliss  for  which  he  looks  at  mom  in  vain. 
Two  years  are  gone,  and  half  expired  a  third 
(The  nation's  heart  is  sick  with  hope  deferr'd), 
Since  lost  for  Europe  sail'd  a  Greenland  prow, 
Her  whole  marine, — so  shorn  is  Greenland  now. 
Though  once,  like  clouds  in  ether  uncontined. 
Her  naval  wings  were  spread  to  every  wind. 
The  monk,  who  sits  the  weary  hours  to  count. 
In  the  lone  block-house,  on  the  beacon  mount. 
Watching  the  east,  beholds  the  morning  star 
Eclipsed  at  rising  o'er  the  waves  afar, 
As  if,  fbr  so  would  fond  expectonce  think, 
A  sail  had  cross'd  it  on  the  horizon's  brink. 
His  fervent  soul,  in  ecstasy  outdrown. 
Glows  with  the  nhfidows  kindling  through  the  dawn. 
Till  every  bird  that  flashes  through  the  brine 
Appears  an  arm'd  and  gallant  brigantine ; 

I  Greenhnd  has  b^en  nupplied  wiUi  ftHi(,  from  time  imme- 
morial, bmuitht  by  tlip  tide  from  the  northern  ahorct  of  Atis. 
sod  other  resiont,  probnbly  ^von  from  Califoroia.  and  the  ooaat 
of  America  towanit  R^hrinr't  Straits.  This  annual  provision. 
however,  ban  rradiialljr  b«*en  decrearinir  for  lome  years  past 
(heioff  partly  intrrrei>ted  by  the  arctimulntion  of  ire),  on  the 
•bores  of  mtfrf^ni  Grefnlnnd  towards  Davis's  Biraits.  Should  it 
fiiil  altogether,  that  country  (like  the  east)  must  booomo  unin- 
habitable :  as  thrt  nativ(>s  themselves  employ  wood  in  the  con- 
•traetion  of  tlK>ir  houses,  their  boats,  and  their  implements  of 
flshinc,  hLntinK.  and  shootinr,  and  could  not  find  any  adequats 
sahsUtbta  for  it  at  boms  | 


And  every  sound  along  the  air  that  cornea, 

The  voice  of  clarions  and  the  roll  of  drumi. 

— T  is  she !  't  is  she !  the  well-known  keel  at  ImC, 

With  Greenland's  banner  streaming  at  the  mast; 

The  full-swoln  soils,  the  spring-tide,  and  the  bre«a» 

Wafl  on  her  way  the  pilgrim  of  the  seas. 

The  monks  at  matins  issuing  (rom  their  cells. 

Spread  the  glad  tidings;  while  their  convenl-belb 

Wake  town  and  country,  sea  and  shore,  to  blisa 

Unknown  fbr  years  on  any  mom  but  this. 

Men,  women,  children  throng  the  joyous  strand. 

Whose  mob  of  moving  shadows  o'er  the  sand 

Lengthen  to  giants,  while  the  hovering  sim 

Lights  up  a  thousand  radiant  points  from  one. 

The  pilots  launch  their  boats : — a  race !  a  race ! 

The  strife  of  oars  is  seen  in  every  face ; 

Arm  against  arm  puts  forth  its  might  to  reach. 

And  gtiide  the  welcome  stranger  to  the  beach. 

— Shouts  from  the  uhore,  the  clifK,  the  boats,  mae ; 

No  voice,  no  signal  from  the  ship  replies ; 

Nor  on  the  deck,  the  yards,  the  bow,  the  stem, 

Ctm  keenest  eye  a  human  form  discern. 

Oh !  that  those  eyes  were  open'd,  there  to  see. 

How,  in  serene  and  dreadful  majesty. 

Sits  the  destroying  Angel  at  the  helm ! 

— He,  who  hath  lately  march'd  from  realm  to  realm. 

And  from  the  palace  to  the  peasant's  shed. 

Made  all  the  living  kindred  to  the  dead : 

Nor  man  alone,  dumb  nature  fell  his  wrath. 

Drought,  mildew,  murrain,  strew'd  his  camage-pslh; 

Harvest  and  vintage  cast  their  timeless  frait. 

Forests  before  him  wither'd  from  the  root. 

To  Greenland  now,  with  unexhausted  power. 

He  comes  comraission'd ;  and  in  evil  hour 

Propitious  elements  prepare  his«w*ay; 

His  day  of  landing  is  a  festal  day. 

A  boat  arrives ; — to  those  who  scale  the  deck 
Of  life  appears  but  one  dirastrous  wreck ; 
Fall'n  from  the  nidder  which  he  fain  had  grojtp'd 
But  stronger  Death  his  wrestling  hold  unclusp'd. 
The  film  of  darkness  freezing  o'er  his  eyes, 
A  lukeu-arm  corpse,  the  brave  commander  lies ; 
Survivor  sole  of  all  his  buried  crew. 
Whom  one  by  one  the  rife  contagion  slew. 
Just  when  the  cliffs  of  Greenland  cheer 'd  his  sight. 
Even  from  their  pinnacle  his  soul  took  flight. 
Chill'd  at  the  spectacle,  the  pilots  gaze 
One  on  another,  lost  in  blank  amaze ; 
But  from  approoching  boats,  when  rivals  throng. 
They  seize  the  helm,  in  silenre  steer  along. 
And  cast  their  anchor,  'midst  exulting  cries. 
That  make  the  rocks  the  echoes  of  the  skies. 
Till  the  mysterious  signs  of  woes  to  come. 
Circled  by  whispers,  strike  the  uproar  diirab^ 
Rumor  affirms,  that  by  some  heinous  spell 
Of  Lapland  witches,  crew  and  captain  fell ; 
None  guess  the  secret  of  perfidious  fate, 
Which  all  shall  know  too  soon, — yet  know  toe  late 

The  monks,  who  claim  the  ship,  divide  the  storas 
Of  food  and  raiment,  at  their  convenl-duors. 
— A  mother,  hastening  to  her  cheerless  shed. 
Breaks  to  her  little  ones  untested  bread  ; 
Clamorous  as  nestling  birds,  the  h unary  band 
Receive  a  mortal  portion  at  her  hand. 


GREENI.AND. 
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On  each  would  equal  love  the  beet  oooier, 

Elech  bf  dbiinct  aflection  dear  to  her ; 

One  the  firrt  pledge  that  to  her  spouse  she  gaT« 

And  one  unborn  till  he  was  in  his  grave ; 

This  m-as  kit  darling,  that  to  her  most  kind ; 

A  fifth  was  once  a  twin,  the  sixth  is  blind : 

In  each  she  lives; — in  each  b^  turns  she  dies ; 

Smitten  by  pestilence  before  her  eyes, 

Three  days  and  all  are  slain ; — the  heaviest  doom 

In  hen ,  iheir  iee-barr'd  cottage  is  their  tomlx 

— ^The  wretch,  whose  limbs  are  impotent  with  cold. 

In  the  warm  oomlbrt  of  a  mantle  rolled, 

Lies  down  u>  slumber  on  his  soul's  desire ; 

But  wakes  at  mom,  as  wrapt  in  flames  of  fire. 

Not  Hercules,  when  from  his  breast  he  tore 

The  rlook  envenom'd  with  the  Centaur's  gore. 

Felt  shariier  pangs  than  he,  who,  mad  with  rage, 

Dives  in  the  gulC  or  rolls  in  snow,  t'  assuage 

Hi*  quenchless  agony ;  the  rankling  dart 

Wiihin  htm  bums  till  it  consumes  his  heart 

From  vale  to  vale  th'  affrighted  victims  fly. 

But  catch  or  give  the  plague  with  every  sigh ; 

A  touch  contaminates  the  purest  veins. 

Till  the  Black  Death  through  all  the  region  reigns.* 

Comes  there  no  ship  again  to  Greenland's  shore? 
There  comes  another : — there  shall  come  no  more ; 
Nor  this  shall  reach  an  haven . — What  are  these 
Stupendous  monuments  upon  the  seas  7 
Works  of  Omnipotence,  in  wondrous  forms^ 
Immovable  as  mountains  in  the  storms  f 
Far  ss  Imagination's  eye  can  roll, 
One  range  of  Alpine  glaciers  to  the  pole 
Flanks  the  whole  eastern  coast ;  and  branching  wide, 
Arches  o'er  many  a  league  th'  indignant  tide, 
That  works  and  frets,  with  unavailing  flow, 
To  mine  a  passage  to  the  beach  below ; 
Thrnce  fruin  its  neck  that  winter-yoke  to  rend, 
And  down  the  ^ulf  the  crashing  frapnnonts  send. 
TNore  lien  a  vei«»el  in  this  realm  of  frost. 
Not  wre«ke<l,  nor  stranded,  yet  for  ever  lost ; 
1 1*  keel  imbedded  in  the  solid  mam ; 
lu  Rli^ieiiin^  sails  appear  expanded  glass ; 
Tlie  ireriHvene  ropes  with  pearls  enormous  strung. 
The  ynni»  with  icicles  gn>tf>M]uely  hung. 
Wrapt  in  the  topmost  shrouds  there  rests  a  boy, 
f  I  in  old  sea-taring  Other's  only  joy ; 
Sjininii  fn»m  a  race  of  rovere,  ocean-bom, 
Ni!r*e<i  at  the  helm,  he  trod  dr>'-land  with  scorn; 
ThnMjirh  ftwiricore  years  from  j)ort  to  port  he  vecr'd, 
(^ijK k*aiid,  nor  nxk,  nor  foe,  nor  tempcHt  fear'd; 
Niivv  mxt  a«hore,  though  like  a  hulk  he  lie, 
Hi*  •»»  at  "^-n  is  ever  in  his  eye, 
Ani]  hi«  pruphrtir  thouglit,  from  age  to  age, 
F>rr<  nts  the  uaves  his  ofllspriug's  heritage : 
//#  rtf'er  nhnll  know,  in  his  Norwegian  cot, 
ll'>\%  l>rief  that  son's  career,  how  strango  his  lot; 
Wriih'-<!  rvMjtid  the  mosit.  and  iM>pnlrhred  in  air. 
Him  Khali  no  wonn  devour,  no  vulture  tear; 
('•■njcard  to  ml.iniaiit  Win  frume  shrill  last, 
l'h.».:g*i  empires  cliange,  till  time  and  tide  bo  post 


1  T^|»'^•*pol•ll'■t^on  iif  oW  Grrfniand  iifupptwrd  to  have  b#en 
gr^Atlf  MTilrratpd  Uj  \hf  intruHurtion  of  the  planum,  which. 
«in«{tr  Uh>  nntn^  of  the  Blmek  D^mtk.  made  drvadrnl  havoc 
ArBUffkoot  Europe  lowsfdstte  clow  of  th«foaftMatbr«otnnr. 
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On  deck,  in  groups  embracing  as  they  died, 
Singly,  erect,  or  slumbering  side  by  side, 
Behold  the  crew ! — ^They  sail'd,  with  hope  elata^ 
For  eastern  Greenland ;  till,  ensnared  by  hie, 
In  toils  that  mock'd  their  utmost  strength  and  ikilt 
They  felt,  as  by  a  charm,  their  A\p  stand  still ; 
The  madness  of  the  wildest  gale  that  blows, 
Were  mercy  to  that  shudder  of  repose. 
When  withering  horror  struck  from  heart  to  hevt, 
The  Uunt  rebound  of  Death's  benimibing  dart. 
And  each,  a  petrifiiction  at  his  post. 
Looked  mi  yon  fiither,  and  gave  up  the  ghost ; ' 
He,  meekly  kneeling,  with  his  hands  upraised. 
His  beard  of  driven  snow,  eyes  fix'd  and  glaied. 
Alone  among  the  dead  shall  yet  survive, 
— ^Th'  imperishable  dead  that  seem  alive ; 
— ^Th'  immortal  dead,  whose  spirits,  breaking  fiee. 
Bore  his  last  words  into  eternity. 
While  with  a  seraph's  zeal,  a  Christian's  love. 
Till  his  tongue  &il*d,  he  spoke  of  joys  above. 
Now  motionless,  amidst  the  icy  air. 
He  breathes  from  marble  lips  imutter'd  prayer. 
The  clouds  condensed,  with  dark,  unbroken  hue 
Of  stormy  purple,  overhang  his  view. 
Save  in  the  west,  to  which  he  strains  hit  sight. 
One  golden  streak,  that  grows  intensely  brif^t. 
Till  thence  th'  emerging  sun,  with  lightning  blaie. 
Pours  the  whole  quiver  of  his  arrowy  rays ; 
The  smitten  rocks  to  instant  diamond  ttim. 
And  round  th*  expiring  saint  such  visimis  bun. 
As  if  the  gates  of  Paradise  were  thrown 

Wide  open  to  receive  his  soul ; ^"t  is  flown ! 

The  glory  vanishes,  and  over  all 
Cimmerian  darkness  spreads  her  fimeral  palL 

Alom  shall  return,  and  noon,  and  eve,  and  night 
Meet  here  with  interchanging  shade  and  light ; 
But  from  this  bark  no  timber  shall  decay. 
Of  these  cold  forms  no  feature  pam  away ; 
Perennial  ice  arotmd  th'  incrusted  bow 
The  peopled  deck,  and  full-rigg'd  masts  shall  grow, 
Till  from  the  sun  himself  the  wholo  be  hid. 
Or  spied  beneath  a  cr}*8lal  pyramid ; 
As  in  pure  amber,  with  divergent  lines, 
A  rugged  shell  emboss'd  with  sea-weed  shines. 
Fn>m  age  to  ago  increased  with  annual  snow, 
Tliis  new  Mont  Blanc  among  the  clouds  may  glow 
Whose  conic  peak,  that  earliest  greets  the  dawn, 
And  latest  from  the  sun's  shut  eye  withdrawn. 
Shall  from  the  zenith,  through  incumbent  gloom. 
Bum  like  a  lamp  upon  this  naval  tomb. 
But  when  th'  archangel's  trum|)et  sounds  on  high 
1^0  pile  shall  burst  to  atoms  through  the  sky. 
And  leave  its  dead,  upstarting,  at  the  call. 
Naked  and  pale,  before  the  Judge  of  alL 

Once  more  to  Greenland's  long-forsaken  beach. 
Which  foot  of  man  again  sliall  never  reach. 


1  Th«  Danish  Ckntmitfe  aar*.  (i)«t  thn  Givpnland  miooiitt 
were  tnbutarj;  to  ih«  kinnor  Norway  from  Un'  year  10*^3 ;  aoua 
af\er  which  Oiey  cmbrarrd  rhrwtianity.  In  it;,  inorr  flonrithiug 
period  this  proviiKt*  i«  ttated  In  ha%'p  h*i>n  divxicil  into  a  hun 
drwi  parwhN,  undi^r  the  inpfrint»*ndi'nr«»  of  a  bishop.  From 
1120  to  140^,  thf  iurcfHwon  of  »iv«-iiii-en  bmhopa  la  recorded. 
In  the  lajfl-im'ntHMicd  y^sr,  .imdrrtr,  nrduinrd  hmhop  of  tireeo- 
hod  by  Ji*ktH,  arrhbiahop  uf  I>ritnibfiiii.  aniM  for  hiadiocoaa, 
but  whether  he  arrived  Iht'ie,  or  waa  rant  away,  was  mv^p 
knowo.  To  hii  imafbed  fato  thia  epiaods  alludes. 
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Inmginttion  wingt  her  flight,  explorai 
TIm  march  of  Pestilence  along  the  ihorea. 
And  iMa  how  Famine  in  his  etepe  hath  paced, 
While  Winter  laid  the  toil  for  ever  waate. 
Dwtti^faigi  are  heapa  of  fall'n  or  fidling  aioaBt, 
The  charnel«houMa  of  poburied  bonei, 
On  which  obscene  and  prowling  monsters  fed, 
Bat  with  the  ravin  in  their  jaws  fell  dead. 
Thns  while  DestrtictiGn,  blasting  youth  and  age, 
Raged  till  it  wanted  victims  for  its  rage ; 
Love,  the  last  feeling  that  from  life  retires, 
Blew  the  feint  sparks  of  his  unfaeU'd  fires. 
In  the  oold  sunshine  of  yon  narrow  dell 
Afieetion  lingers ; — tktrt  two  lovers  dwell, 
Greenland's  whole  family;  nor  long  forlorn. 
There  cornea  a  visitant ;  a  babe  is  bora. 
O'er  his  meek  helplessness  the  parents  smiled ; 
T  was  Hope — for  Hope  is  every  mother's  child; 
Then  seem'd  they,  in  that  world  of  solitnde, 
Thf»  Eve  and  Adam  of  a  race  renewed. 
Brief  happiness!  too  perilous  to  last; 
The  moon  hath  wax'd  and  waned,  and  all  is  past : 
Behold  the  end :— «ne  mora,  athwart  the  wall. 
They  mark'd  the  riiadow  of  a  reindeer  fell. 
Bounding  in  tameless  freedom  o'er  the  snow : 
The  felher  track'd  him,  and  with  fatal  bow 
SoioCe  down  the  victim ;  but  before  his  e3res, 
A  rabid  Ae-bear  pounced  upon  the  priae ; 
A  shaft  info  the  spoiler's  flank  he  sent. 
She  tom'd  in  wrath,  and  limb  from  limb  had  rent 
The  hunter ;  but  his  dagger's  plunging  steel. 
With  riven  bosom,  made  4he  monster  reel ; 
Unvanquish'd,  both  lo  closer  combat  flew. 
Assailants  each,  till  each  the  other  slew ; 
Mmgling  their  blood  from  mutual  wounds,  they  lay 
SCrateh'd  on  the  carcass  of  their  antkr'd  prey. 


Meanwhile  his  partner  waits,  her  heart  at  i«l 
No  burthen  but  her  infent  on  her  breast : 
With  him  she  slumbers,  or  with  him  she  play% 
And  tells  him  all  her  dreams  of  future  days. 
Asks  him  a  thousand  questions,  feigns  ref^ies^ 
And  reads  whale'er  die  wishes  in  hk  eyas. 
— Red  evening  comes ;  no  husband's  shadow  ftBi 
Where  fell  the  reindeer's  o'er  the  latticed  walls : 
Tis  night;  no  footstep  sounds  towaids  her  door; 
The  day  returns^-— but  he  returns  no  more. 
In  firensy  forth  she  sallies ;  and  with  cries. 
To  which  no  voice  except  her  own  replies 
In  frightful  echoes,  starting  all  around. 
Where  human  voice  again  shall  never  sound. 
She  seeks  him,  folds  him  not ;  some  angeUguida 
In  mercy  turns  her  from  the  corpse  aside ; 
Perhaps  his  own  freed  spirit,  lingering  near 
Who  waits  to  waft  her  to  a  happier  sphere. 
But  leads  her  first,  at  evening,  to  their  rot. 
Where  lies  the  litde  one,  all  day  forgot ; 
Imparadised  in  sleep  she  finds  him  there. 
Kisses  his  che^,  and  breathes  a  mother's  prayer 
Three  da}^  she  languishes,  nor  can  she  shed 
One  tear,  between  the  living  and  the  dead ; 
When  her  lost  spouse  comes  o'er  the  widow's  thnu^i 
The  pangs  of  memory  are  to  madness  wrought: 
But  when  her  suckling's  eager  lips  arc  felt. 
Her  heart  would  fein — but  oh !  it  cannot — melt ; 
At  length  it  breaks,  wliile  on  her  lap  he  liea. 
With  baby  wonder  gazing  in  her  eyes. 
Poor  orphan !  mine  is  not  a  hand  to  trace 
Thy  little  story,  last  of  all  thy  race ! 
Not  long  thy  suflerings ;  cold  and  colder  grown, 
llie  arms  that  clasp  thee  chill  thy  limbs  to  stone. 
— *T  is  done : — ^frora  (Srrenland's  coast,  the  latest  sigh 
Bore  infant  innocence  beyond  the  sky. 


£onsfii  of  Zfon. 


PREFACE. 


In  the  following  Imitations  of  portions  of  the  trae 
**  Smg*  of  Zicn^"  the  author  pretends  not  to  have 
succeeded  better  than  any^hat  have  gone  before  him ; 
but,  having  followed  in  the  track  of  none,  he  would 
venture  to  hope,  that,  by  avoiding  the  rugged  Uteral- 
ity  of  some,  and  the  diffusive  paraphrases  of  others, 
he  may,  in  a  few  instances,  have  approached  nearer 
than  either  of  them  have  generally  done,  to  the  ideal 
model  of  what  devotional  poems,  in  a  roodera  tongue, 
groimdcd  upon  the  subjects  of  ancient  psalms,  yet 
suited  for  Christian  edification,  ought  to  be.  Beyond 
tiiis  he  dare  not  say  more  than  that,  whatever  symp- 
ItHOS  of  feeblenesn  or  bad  toAte  mny  be  betrayed  in 
the  execution  of  those  pieces,  he  ufiers  not  to  the 
fiublic  the  premature  fruits  of  idleness  or  haste.  So 
6r  as  ho  recollects,  he  has  endeavored  to  do  his  best, 
and,  in  doing  so,  he  has  never  hesitated  to  sacrifice 
ambitious  ornament  to  simplicity,  dearaess,  and  force 
•f  thought  and  azpressiun     *f  in  tha  avent,  it  shall 


be  found  that  he  has  added  a  little  to  the  snudl 
tional  stock  of "  psalms  and  hymns,  and  spiritual  songs,** 
in  which  piety  speaks  the  lanii^age  of  jioetry,  and 
poetry  the  langvoge  of  inspiration,  he  trusts  that  ha 
will  be  humbly  contented,  and  unfeignedly  thankfuL 

Shefpield,  ^fay  21,  1822. 


PSALM  I. 

Thrice  happy  he,  who  shuns  the  way 
That  leads  ungodly  men  astray ; 
^Vho  fears  to  stand  where  sinners  meet. 
Nor  with  the  scomer  takes  his  scat 

The  law  of  God  is  his  delight ; 
That  cloud  by  day,  that  fire  by  night. 
Shall  be  his  comfort  in  distress. 
And  guide  him  through  the  wilderness 

His  works  fhaW  prosper ; — ^he  shall  be 
A  fruitful,  fair,  unwithering  trc-e, 
Th.it,  planted  where  the  river  flows. 
Nor  drought  nor  feost,  nor  mildew  knows 
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IJIhi  cfadT  upon  the  eddying  blanti 
Id  Ja4|iiMat  they  ihall  quaka  6r  drmd. 
Hot  with  Ae  lighteoia  lift  tfaair  liead. 

Fbr  God  hath  ipied  their  lecret  path, 
Aad  they  ihall  peiiih  in  hie  wrath ; 
Ht  leo  hath  narii'd  hie  peaple*e  road, 
And  brinfi  them  to  hie  own  abode. 


FSALM  m. 

Ita  Ten|ilar  to  my  eool  hath  eeid, 
'There  ie  no  help  in  Ciod  6r  dMex** 

Lord,  lift  thoQ  up  thy  eervantli  head. 
My  glory,  shield,  and  eolaoe  be. 

Thgi  tolheLord  I  raiaed  my  ay: 
He  heard  me  from  hii  holy  hill ; 

At  hie  eommand  the  waree  roll'd  by-* 
HiB  beckfla'd,  and  the  winds  were  stiH 


I  laid  me  down  and  slept 

TTkni,  Lord,  my  spirit  didst  sustain ; 
Bright  from  the  eest  the  rooming  broke, 

Thy  oomfiirts  rose  on  me  again. 

I  will  not  ftar,  Uiough  armed  throngs 
Compass  my  steps,  in  all  their  wrath ; 

fldralien  to  the  Lord  belongs. 
His  ptieence  guards  his  people'e  peih. 


FSALM  IV. 
NaL 

Bow  long,  ye  sons  of  men,  will  y9 
The  servant  of  the  Lord  despise. 

Delight  jroorMlves  with  vanity, 
And  trust  in  refuges  of  lies  7 

Know  that  the  Lord  hath  eet  apart 

The  godly  man  in  every  age : 
He  loves  a  meek  and  lowly  heart— 

His  people  are  his  heritage. 

Thra  stand  in  awe,  nor  dare  to  sin ; 

CooMDune  with  your  own  heart ;  be  still ; 
The  Lord  requireth  truth  within. 

The  sacrifice  of  mind  and  wiU. 


PSALM  IV. 

No,  2. 

Whils  many  cry,  in  Nature's  ni^t. 
Ah !  who  will  show  the  way  to  bliss  1 

Lord,  lift  on  us  thy  lavuig  light — 
We  seek  no  other  guide  than  this. 


Gladness  thy  sacred  pretence  brings. 
More  than  the  joyful  reaper  knows ; 

Or  he  who  treads  the  grapes,  and  sings, 
\Vhile  with  new  wine  his  vat  o'crflowa. 

In  peace  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep ; 

Thine  arm,  O  I/wd.  shall  stay  my  head ; 
TMm  angel  spread  his  tent,  and  keep 

His  midnighl  watch  aiomid  my  bad. 


FSALM  Vm. 


O  Loam  our  King,  how  etceDent, 
Thy  name  on  eaith  is  knownl 

Thy  gkMy  in  the  fiimament 
How  wonderftilly  shown ! 

Tet  are  the  hafldda  dear  to  Tliea; 
Thy  praises  are  oonfest 

wa__   •     ^      ..^   !•        •  ^•^        a_ 

By  iBianls  lisping  on  the  knee. 
And  snrklilsgs  at  the  breast. 

When  I  behold  the  heavens  on  high. 

The  work  of  thy  right  hand ; 
The  moon  and  stars  amid  the  sky* 

Thy  lighti  in  eveiy  land  >— 

Lord,  what  is  man,  that  thoo  shonldst  deign 

On  him  to  set  thy  love» 
Give  him  on  earth  awhile  to  reign. 

Then  fill  a  throne  aborat 


O  Lord,  how  aioelleot  thy 
How  manifold  thy  ways! 

Let  Time  thy  saving  tmth  pnchdaw 
Eieinity  thy  praise. 


FSALM  KL 

Tm  Lord  hi  in  Us  holy  plaee 
And  fiom  his  throne  on  high 

He  looks  upon  the  human  raoe 
With  onmipresent  eye. 


He  proves  the  lighteois,  marks  Ihar  path  • 

In  Him  the  weak  are  etvong ; 
But  violence  provokes  nis  wratli. 

The  Lord  abhorreth  wrong. 

God  on  the  wicked  will  ra:n  down 
Brimstone,  and  fire,  and  snares ; 

The  gk»m  and  tempest  of  h^  irown 
— ^This  portion  shall  be  theirs. 

The  righteous  Lord  wiU  take  drlight 

Alone  in  righteoosnees ; 
The  just  are  pleasing  in  his  sight. 

The  humble  He  will  blcsn. 


FSALM  XIX. 
NaL 

TiiT  glory.  Lord,  the  heavens  declare, 
The  firmament  displays  thy  skill ; 

The  changing  clouds,  the  viewless  air. 
Tempest  and  calm,  thy  ww6  fulfil  ,* 

Day  unto  day  doth  utter  speech. 

And  night  to  night  thy  knowledge  tea<*h 

Though  voice  nor  sound  inform  tlie  ear 
Well-known  the  language  of  their  sung 

When  one  by  one  the  stan  appear, 
Le«l  by  the  silent  moon  along, 

Till  round  the  earth,  ijpom  all  ihe  sky. 

Thy  beauty  beams  on  every  eye. 
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¥f  aked  bgr  dij  tondi,  die  moniiig  nm 
Comet  like  a  bridegioom  from  hit ' 

And,  like  a  gknt,  glad  lo  ran 
Hii  brig^  cueer  with  ipeed  and 

—Thy  fluaing  memenger,  lo  dart 

life  thiough  the  depdi  of  Natureli 


While  iheie  tiamportmg 
Akmg  the  path  of  Proridenea, 

Glory  etemaU  joy  diTine, 
Thy  woid  reveak,  tiameendiog 

— My  eoul  thy  goodneai  hmgi  to  lee^ 

Thy  love  to  man,  tlqr  lofe  to  ma. 


PSALM  XIX. 

Na9L 

Tbt  law  ii  peHeet,  Loid  of  light. 

Thy  tcatimaniei  ■me. 
The  ttatuiei  of  thy  realm  are  right. 

And  thy  eoomandoMnia  para. 

Holy,  inviolate  thy  ftar. 
Enduring  as  thy  throne ;     . 

Thy  jndgnMnii,  chastening  or  eevere^ 
Juiticeand  tnilh  alone. 


BIbre  priaed  dun  gDld,r— than  gold 

Refining  fire  expeb  { 
Sweeter  than  honey  to  my  teete^ 

Then  honey  ikom  the  oelb. 

Let  theee,  O  God,  my  lotil  oonveft^ 
And  make  thy  eenrant  wiie ; 

Let  theee  be  gladnem  to  my  heart. 
The  day^epring  to  mine  eyee. 


By  theee  may  I  be  wam*d  betimee ; 

Who  knowi  the  guile  within  T 
liordt  save  me  from  preeumptuoue  crimei^ 

Cleanee  me  from  aecret  sin. 

So  may  the  words  my  lipe  express, 
The  thoughti  that  throng  my  mind, 

0  Lord,  my  strength  and  righteot""—  * 
With  thee  acceptance  find. 


PSALM  xxm. 

The  Lord  is  my  shepherd,  no  vimnt  shall  I  know; 

I  feed  in  green  pastures,  saie4blded  I  rest ; 
He  leadeth  my  soul  where  the  still  waters  flow. 

Restores  me  when  wandering,  rcdeeme  when  op* 
presL 

Through  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death  thooghlMmy, 
Since  thou  art  my  guardian,  no  evil  I  fear; 

Tliy  rod  shall  defend  me,  thy  stefiT  be  my  stay. 
No  harm  can  befidl,  with  my  Comforter  near. 

Ii«  th«  midst  of  aflliction  my  table  is  spread ; 

With  t>lessingB  unmeasured  my  cup  runneth  o*er. 
With  perfume  and  oil  thou  anointeet  my  heed ; 

O  wiiai  snail  I  ask  of  thy  providence  mure  t 


Let  goodaem  and  mefcy*  my  boamiAl  God, 
Still  fi>lk>w  my  steps  till  I  meet  diaa  abov^t 

I  seek<    by  the  path  whidi  my  ferefiithaw  tnd 
Throogh  die  land  of 
of  kyveu 


F8AIM  XXIV. 
NaL 

Tbi  earth  is  thine,  Jehovah^— duna 
Iti  peopled  realms  and  wealthy 

Boilt  on  the  flood,  by  power  divine. 
The  waves  are  lamparts  to  the  shoiea. 

Bat  ndw  shall  reach  diine  holy  plaoOk 
Or  ndw,  O  Lord,  asrend  diine  hiUf 

Tlie  pure  in  heart  shall  see  thy  &ce. 
The  perfect  man  diat  dodi  diy  wilL 


He  who  to  bribes  hadi  doeed  his  hand. 
To  idob  never  bent  the  knee. 

Nor  sworn  in  faMkoodv — he  shall  sliiid 
Redeem'd,  and  own'd,  and  kept  by 


PSALM  XXIV. 
NcS. 

Lirriip yoor heads, ye gates^ and  widf 
Your  everiasting  doors  display ; 

To  angel-guards,  like  flames  dividob 
And  give  the  King  of  Gkxy  way 

Who  is  the  King  of  Gloiyl— He 
The  Lord  Omnipotent  to  save. 

Whose  own  right^arm  in  victory 
Led  captive  Death,  and  spoil*d  the  grava 

liA  up  your  heads,  ye  gates,  and  higjh 
Your  everlasting  portals  heave ; 

Welcome  the  King  of  Gloiy  nigh^— 
Uira  let  the  heaven  of  heavens  reoeiveu 

Who  is  die  King  of  Glory  f— -who  1 
The  Lord  of  Hosts^behold  his  name: 

The  kingdom,  power  and  honor  due 
Yield  him,  ye  saints,  with  glad  arrlaiM. 


PSALM  xxvn. 

NaL 

God  is  my  strong  salvation. 

What  foe  have  1  to  fear? 
In  darknees  and  temptation 

My  light,  my  help,  is  near : 
Though  hosts  encamp  around  me. 

Firm  to  the  fight  1  stand ; 
What  terror  can  confoiuid  me. 

With  God  at  my  right  hand  f 

Place  on  the  Lord  reliance. 
My  soul,  with  courage  wait , 

His  truth  be  thine  affiance. 
When  iaint  and  deeolate  i 


SONGS  OF  ZION. 
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Hm  a)^  diiiM  hMrt  ifaaU  ttrangdifli^ 

Hii  lov  thy  joy  incroaie ; 
Mercy  thy  days  ihall  lengthen^ 

The  liMd  will  give  diee  peeoe. 


PSALM  xxvn. 

Na3. 

On  diing,  with  ell  my  foal*i  dedn, 

I  eoiifht  end  will  piinue ; 
Whet  thine  own  Spirit  doth  inepife» 

Lord,  for  thy  lervsnt  da 

Grant  me  within  thy  ooarte  a  plaoe» 

Among  thy  nunti  a  eeat. 
For  oTier  to  behold  thy  &ce. 

And  wonhip  at  thy  feet  :— 

In  thy  pavilion  to  abide 

When  eionm  of  trouble  blow. 

And  in  thy  tabenuude  hide, 
Secure  fiom  every  he. 

"Seek  ye  my  &ce;'* — without  delay, 
When  thtti  I  hear  Thee  ipeak. 

My  heart  would  leap  lor  joy,  and  ny, 
*«Thy  iace.  Lord,  will  I  teek." 

Tlien  leave  me  not  when  grieft  ■lil, 
And  earthly  comforti  flee ; 

When  frther,  mother,  kindred  &il. 
My  God,  remember  me. 

Oft  had  I  &tnted,  and  reugn'd 

or  every  hope  my  hold, 
But  mine  afflictiona  brought  to  mind 

Thy  benefits  of  old. 

Wait  on  the  Lord,  with  courage  wait ; 

My  eoul,  diidain  to  fear; 
llie  righteous  Judge  is  at  the  gate. 

And  thy  redemption  near. 


PSALM  XXIX. 

Givv  glory  to  God  in  the  highest :  give  praise, 
Te  noble,  ye  mighty,  with  joyful  accord ; 

All-wiM  are  his  counsels,  all-perfect  his  ways : 
In  die  beauty  of  holiness  worship  the  Lord. 

The  voice  of  the  Lord  on  the  ocean  is  known. 
The  God  of  eternity  thundereth  abroed ; 

TIm  voice  of  the  Lord,  from  the  depth  of  his  throne. 
Is  terror  and  power : — all  nature  is  awed. 

At  die  voice  of  the  Lord  the  cedars  are  bow*d. 

And  towen  from  their  base  into  ruin  are  hurl'd ; 
Hie  voice  of  the  I/>rd,  from  the  dark-bosom'd  cloud, 
the  lightning  in  flames  o'er  the  world. 


Lebanon  bound,  like  the  kid  on  his  rocks. 
And  wild  as  the  unicorn  Sirion  appear; 
The  wikiemem  quakes  ^ith  the  resonant  shocks; 
The  hinds  cast  their  young  in  the  travail  of  fear. 
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The  voice  of  the  Lord  diroagfa  the  calm  of  die 
Awakens  iti  echoes,  strikes  light  throogh  its 

The  Lord  sitteth  King  on  the  turbulent  flood ; 
Tlie  windi  are  his  servants,  his  servanti  the 


Tlie  Lord  b  the  strength  of  his  people ;  the  Loid 
Gives  health  to  his  people,  and  peace  evermore , 

Then  throng  to  his  temple,  his  glory  record 
But,  Oh!  when  he  speaketh,  in  silence  adore 


PSALM  XXX. 

Tba,  I  will  extol  Thee, 

Lord  of  life  and  light. 
For  thine  arm  upheld  me, 

Tum*d  my  foes  to  flight: 
I  implored  thy  succor. 

Thou  wert  swift  to  save; 
Heal  my  wounded  spirit. 

Bring  me  from  the  grave. 

Sing,  ye  samta,  ring  praisei, 

Call  his  love  to  mind. 
For  a  moment  angry, 

But  for  ever  kind ; 
Grief  may,  like  a  pilgrim. 

Through  the  night  sojoum, 
Tet  shall  joy  toHnorrow 

With  the  sun  return. 

In  my  wealth  I  vaunted, 

**  Nought  shall  move  me  Hence  ' 
Thou  hadst  made  my  mountain 

Strong  in  my  defence : 
— Then  thy  fiice  was  hidden. 

Trouble  lakl  me  low, 
"  Lord,**  I  cried  moat  humbly, 

**  Why  forsake  me  so  7 

**  Would  my  blood  appease  Thee 

In  atonement  shed  ? 
Can  the  dust  give  glory, — 

Praise  employ  the  dead  7 
Hear  roe.  Lord,  in  mercy ! 

God,  my  helper,  hear :  ** 
—Long  Thou  didst  not  tarry. 

Help  and  health  were  near. 

Thou  hast  tum*d  my  mourning 

Into  minstrelsy, 
Girded  me  with  gladness. 

Set  from  thraldom  freet 
Thee  my  ransom*d  powers 

Henceforth  shall  adore,r— 
Thee,  my  great  Deliverer, 

Bless  for  evermore. 


PSALM  XXXIX 

Loant.  let  me  know  mine  end. 
My  days,  how  brief  their  dai* 

That  I  may  timely  comprehend 
How  irail  my  best  Miate. 
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ify  lift  is  but  a  tpan, 

Ifine  age  u  nougii'  with  Thee  s 
Mtn,  in  his  highest  honor,  man 

b  dasi  end  vanity. 

▲  shadow  eren  in  health, 
Disqaieisd  with  pride ; 
0^,  raek'd  with  eare,  he  heaps  up  waaldw 
unknown  hetra  divide. 


What  seek  I  now,  O  Loidf 
My  hope  is  in  thy  name; 

Blot  oat  my  sins  from  thy  reooidr 
Nor  give  bm  up  to 


Dmnb  at  thy  feet  I  tie* 

For  thou  haet  brougte  me  lawi 
Remove  thy  judgments,  lest  I  die  ; 

I  &int  beneath  thy  blow. 


At  thy  rebuke,  the  bkxmi 
Of  man's  vain  beauty  flies. 

And  grief  sbsll,  like  a  moth. 
All  that  delights  our  eyeSb 


Have  pity  on  my  fears. 

Hearken  to  my  request. 
Turn  not  in  silence  from  my  tean^ 

Bui  give  the  mouiuer  rest. 

A  stranger.  Lord,  with  Tliee, 

I  walk  on  pilgrimage, 
Where  all  my  fethen,  once  like  m» 

Bc^ounM  irom  age  to  age^ 

O  spare  me  yet,  I  pray ; 

Awhile  my  ntrpngih  restore. 
Ere  I  am  fnimmon'd  hence  away. 

And  seen  on  earth  no  mora. 


PSALM  XUL 

NaL 

As  the  hart,  with  eager  looks^ 
Pinteth  for  the  watcr-bnioks. 
So  my  soul,  ai hirst  (ur  Thee, 
PiuntB  the  living  (kxl  to  Koe : 
When,  O  when,  nith  filial  fear. 
Lord,  sliall  I  to  Thee  draw  nearf 

Teara  my  fiMNl  by  night,  by  day 
Grief  oonnumeii  my  stmigth  awftyi 
While  bin  cmn  iho  Tempter  plies, 
"Where  in  rv>w  thy  did/'*  he  cries; 
This  would  fiink  me  lu  despair, 
But  I  pour  my  imul  in  prayer 

for  in  '..appior  timen,  I  went 
Where  the  iii>iltinule  freqnent: 
.,  with  tliom,  wns  wunt  to  bring 
l^miagr  tci  ihy  rourtu,  my  King ; 
J,  with  theni,  won  wont  to  raise 
Ffs*f>l  h villi m  ou  holy  days. 


Why  art  dion  cast  down,  nj  soul  f 
Ck)d,  thy  God,  shall  make  thee  wfaoUi 
Why  ait  thou  disquieted? 
God  shaU  lift  thy  &nen  head ; 
And  his  countenance  benign 
Be  the  saving  health  of  thine. 


1>8ALM  XLQ. 

NaS. 

Hbabkbi,  Loid,  to  ny  ooaqdaiBli^ 
For  my  soul  widiin  ma  feinli; 
Thee,  &r  oflC  I  call  to  mmd. 
In  tiia  land  I  left  bdund. 
Where  the  streams  of  Jofdan  flow 
Where  the  heighti  of  Hermoo  |^ow 

Tempest4ost,  my  ftiling  baik 
Founders  on  the  ocean  dark ; 
Deep  to  de^  around  me  caHs^ 
With  the  rush  of  water^fidls; 
While  I  plunge  to  lower  eaves^ 
Overwhelmed  by  all  thy  wavea. 

Onee  die  morning's  earliest  fight 
BkoDght  diy  mercy  to  my  sight. 
And  my  wakefiil  song  was  heard 
Later  than  the  evening  bird ; 
Hast  thou  all  my  prayeis  feffotf 
Dost  Thou  scorn,  or  hear  diem  nolt 

Why,  my-soul,  art  thou  perplesVit 
Why  with  feithless  trouble  vaz'd  f 
Hope  in  God,  whose  saving  name 
Thou  shalt  joyfully  proclaim. 
When  his  countenance  shall  shine 
Through  the  clouds  that  darken  thina 


PSALM  LXm. 
(CootiiMiatioa  oT  Psalm  ZLILJ 

Na3. 


JuiMK  me.  Lord,  in  righti 
Plead  for  me  in  my  distress ; 
Good  and  merciful  Thou  art. 
Bind  this  bleeding  broken  he^rt; 
Cast  me  not  despairing  hence. 
Be  thy  love  my  confidence. 

Send  thy  light  and  truth  to  guida 
Me,  too  prune  to  turn  aside. 
On  thy  holy  hill  to  rest. 
In  thy  tabernacles  Uest ; 
There,  to  God,  my  chiefest  joy. 
Praise  shall  all  my  poweis  employ. 


Why,  my  soul,  art  thou  di«nay*d  t 
Why  of  earth  or  hell  afraid  7 
Trust  in  God  ^— -disdain  to  yield. 
While  o'er  thee  He  casts  his  siiiald. 
And  his  countenance  divine 
Sheds  the  light  of  Heaven  on  thina. 
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PSALM  XLVL 

Nal. 

Goo  ■  our  refuge  and  defence, 

In  trouble  our  un&iling  aid ; 
Secofe  in  his  omnipotence, 

What  loe  can  make  our  soul  afraid  ? 

Yea,  though  the  earth'i  foundationi  rock. 
And  mountains  down  the  gulf  be  hurl'd, 

His  people  smile  amid  the  shock, 
Tliey  look  besrond  this  transient  world. 

Ttee  is  a  riTer  pore  and  bright, 

Whose  streams  make  glad  the  heavenly  ^laina; 
Where,  in  eternity  of  light, 

Tlie  aty  of  our  God  remains. 

BoOt  by  the  word  of  his  command. 
With  his  unclouded  presence  blest. 

Firm  as  his  throne  the  bulwarks  stand ; 
Tliere  is  our  home,  our  hope,  our  rest 

Thither  let  fervent  faith  aspire. 

Oar  treasure  and  our  heart  be  there ; 

0  for  a  seraph's  wing  of  fire ! 
No^-— oo  the  mightier  wings  of  prayer, — 

We  reach  at  once  that  last  retreat. 
And.  rsnged  among  the  ransom'd  throng. 

Fall  with  the  Elders  at  hU  feet. 
Whose  name  alone  inspires  their  song. 

Ah,  soon,  how  soon !  our  spirits  droop ; 

Unwont  the  air  of  Heaven  to  breathe : 
Yet  God  in  very  deed  will  stoop, 

And  dwell  Ilimself  with  men  beneath. 

Came  to  thy  living  temples,  then, 

As  in  the  ancient  times  appear ; 
Let  earth  be  paradise  afrain. 

And  man,  O  God,  thine  image  here. 


PSALM  XLVI. 

No.  2. 

CoMZ  and  behold  the  works  of  God, 

What  desolations  Ife  will  make; 
In  vengeani-^  when  He  wields  his  rod. 
The  heathen  mi^.  their  kingdoms  quake : 
He  utters  forth  his  voice ; — 't  is  felt  ; 
Like  wax  the  worid's  foundations  melt ; 
The  Lord  of  hosts  is  in  the  field, 
The  God  of  Jacob  is  our  shield. 

Arain  He  maketh  wars  to  cense. 

He  breaks  the  bow,  unpoints  the  spear. 
And  burns  the  chariot ; — joy  and  peace 
In  all  his  glorious  march  ap{)ear : 
Silence,  O  Earth !  thy  Maker  own ; 
Ye  Gentiles,  He  is  God  alone  ; 
The  Lord  of  Hosts  is  in  the  field. 
The  God  of  Jacob  is  our  shield. 


PSALM  XLVn. 

Extol  the  Lord,  the  Lord  most  htgh» 

King  over  all  the  earth ; 
Exalt  his  triumphs  to  the  rity 

In  songs  of  sacred  mirth. 

Where'er  the  sea-ward  rivers  nm, 

His  banner  shall  advance. 
And  every  realm  beneath  the  sun 

Be  his  inheritance. 

God  is  gone  up  with  loud  acclaim, 
And  trumpets'  tuneful  voice : 

Sing  praise,  sing  praises  to  his  name ; 
Sing  praises,  and  nyoice. 

Sing  praises  to  our  God ;  sing  praiae 

"To  every  creature's  King ; 
His  wondrous  works,  his  glorious  ways. 

All  tongues,  all  kindred  sing. 

God  sits  upon  his  holy  throne, 
God  o'er  the  heathen  reigns ; 

His  truth  through  all  the  worid  is  known. 
That  truth  his  throne  sustains. 

Princes  around  his  footstool  throng. 

Kings  in  the  dust  adore ; 
Earth  and  her  shields  to  God  belong; 

Sing  praises  evermore. 


PSALM  XLVm. 

Jehovah  is  great,  and  great  be  his  praise ; 

In  the  city  of  God  He  is  King ; 
Proclaim  ye  his  triumphs  in  jubilant  lays 

On  the  mount  of  his  holiness  sing. 

The  joy  of  the  earth,  from  her  beautiful  height. 

Is  Zion's  impregnable  hill ; 
The  Lord  in  her  temple  still  taketh  delight, 

God  reigns  in  her  palaces  still. 

At  the  sight  of  her  splendor,  the  kings  of  the  earth 
Grew  pale  with  amazement  and  dread ; 

Fear  seized  them  like  pangs  of  a  premature  birth ; 
They  came,  they  beheld  her,  and  fled. 

Thou  breokest  the  ships  from  the  sea-ciroled  climes 
When  the  storm  of  thy  jealousy  lowers ; 

As  our  fathers  have  told  of  thy  deeds,  in  their  times. 
So,  Lord,  have  wc  witness 'tl  in  ours. 

In  the  midst  of  thy  temple,  O  God,  hath  our  mind 

Remember'd  thy  mercy  of  old  ; 
Let  thy  name,  like  thy  praise,  to  no  realm  be  confined 

Thy  power  may  all  nations  behold. 

Let  the  daughters  of  Judah  be  glad  for  thy  lo\e. 

The  mountain  of  Zion  rejoice, 
For  Thou  wilt  establish  her  seat  from  above, 

— Wilt  make  her  the  throne  of  thy  choice. 

Go.  walk  about  Zion,  and  measure  the  length. 
Her  walls  oml  her  bulwarks  mark  well , 

Contemplate  her  pnlaces,  glorious  in  strength 
Her  towers  and  their  piniiacles  telL 
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nMnnytoyoardifldren: — Onr  ■traogliold  is  tried; 

Thk  God  is  our  God  to  the  end ; 
Hii  people  for  ever  his  oouniels  ihell  guide, 

Hia  vm  shall  for  ever  defend. 


PSALM  LL 

Hate  mercy  on  me,  O  my  God, 
In  loving-kindneei  heer  my  prayeri 

Withdraw  the  temn'  of  thy  rod ; 
Lord,  in  thy  tender  mercy,  epereb 

Ofiencei  riie  whereVr  I  look; 

Bat  I  confew  their  guilt  to  Thee : 
Blot  my  transgremom  fiom  thy  bode. 

Cleanse  me  from  mine  iniqui^. 

Whither  fiom  vengeance  can  I  run? 

Just  are  thy  judgments,  Lord,  and  ri^t; 
For  all  the  evil  I  have  done, 

I  did  it  only  in  thy  sight 

Shapen  in  firaflty,  bom  in  sin, 
fVom  error  how  shall  1  depart! 

Lo,  thou  requireat  truth  within ; 
Lord,  write  thy  truth  upon  my  heart 

Me  through  the  Uood  of  sprinkling  make 
Pure  firom  defilement,  white  as  snow ; 

Heal  me  ibr  my  Redeemer's  sake ; 
Then  joy  and  gladness  I  shall  Imow. 

A  perfect  heart  in  me  create, 
Renew  my  soul  in  innocence ; 

Cast  not  the  suppliant  from  thy  gate. 
Nor  take  thine  holy  spirit  hence. 

Thy  consolations,  as  of  old, 

Now  to  my  troubled  mind  restore ; 

By  thy  free  Spirit's  might  uphold 
And  guide  my  steps,  to  &I1  no  more. 

Then  sinners  will  I  teach  thy  ways. 
And  rebels  to  thy  sceptre  bring ; 

— Open  my  lips,  O  God,  in  praise, 
So  shall  my  mouth  thy  goodness  sing. 


O  that  it  were  as  it  hath  been. 
When,  prajring  in  the  holy  plaoe^ 

Thy  power  and  glory  1  have  seen. 
And  mark'd  the  footsteps  of  thy  giMS. 


Not  streaming  blood,  nor  purging  fire. 
Thy  righteous  anger  can  appease ; 

Bumt^oflerings  thou  dost  not  require. 
Or  gladly  I  would  render  these. 

The  broken  heart  in  sacrifice 

Alone  may  thine  acceptance  meet ; 

My  heart,  O  God,  do  not  despise. 
Broken  and  contrite,  at  thy  feet 


PSALM  LXra. 

0  CyOD,  Thou  art  my  God  alone, 
Early  to  Thee  my  soul  shall  cry, 

A  pilgrim  in  a  land  unknown, 

4  thuBty  land  whose  springs  are  dry. 


Tet  through  this  rough  and  thorny 
I  follow  hard  on  thee,  my  God ; 

Thine  hand  unseen  upholds  my  ways, 
I  safely  tread  where  Thou  hast  tnd. 

Thee,  in  the  watchea  of  the  night. 
When  I  remember  on  my  bed. 

Thy  presence  makea  the  darkness  light, 
Thy  guardian  wings  are  round  my  baad 

Better  than  life  itself  thy  love. 

Dearer  than  all  beside  to  me; 
For  whom  have  I  in  heaven  above. 

Or  what  on  earth,  compared  with  Thet  t 

Praise  with  my  heart,  my  mind,  my  rokoB, 
For  all  thy  mercy  I  will  give; 

My  soul  shall  still  in  God  rqoice. 

My  tongue  shall  bless  Thee  while  I  liv« 


PSALM  LXDL 

GoD,  be  merciful  to  me. 
For  my  spirit  trusts  in  Thee, 
And  to  Tliee  her  refiige  springs; 
Be  die  shadow  of  thy  wingi 
Round  the  trembling  sinner  cael» 
Till  the  storm  is  overpast 

From  the  water-floods  that  roll 
Deep  and  deeper  round  my  soul. 
Me,  thine  arm  almighty  take. 
For  thy  loving  kindness'  sake; 
If  thy  truth  from  me  depart. 
Thy  rebuke  would  break  my  heart 

Foes  increase,  they  close  me  round. 
Friend  nor  comforter  is  found ; 
Sore  temptations  now  assail, 
Hope,  and  strength,  and  courage  feil: 
Turn  not  from  thy  servant's  grieC 
Hasten,  Lord,  to  my  relief 

Poor  and  sorrovi-ful  am  I ; 
Set  mo,  O  my  God !  on  high : 
Wonders  Thou  for  me  hast  wrought , 
Nigh  to  death  my  soul  is  brought ; 
Save  me.  Lord,  in  mercy  save. 
Lest  I  sink  below  the  grave. 


PSALM  LXX. 

Hasten,  Lord,  to  my  release. 
Haste  to  help  me,  O  my  God! 

Foes,  like  armed  bands,  increase ; 
Turn  them  back  the  way  they  trod 

Dark  temptations  round  me  press. 
Evil  thoughts  my  soul  assail ; 

Doubts  and  fears,  in  my  distrees. 
Rise,  till  flesh  and  spirit  feiL 
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Hhm  dnt  M6k  ITiee  diaU  ngoice : 
I  um  bow**!  with  miwry ; 

Tel  I  make  thy  law  my  choio»— 
Turn,  my  God,  and  look  oq  ma. 

Thou  miiie  only  Helper  art. 
My  Bedeemer  from  the  grave ; 

8lnngth  of  my  desiriiig  heart, 
Do  not  tany,  haste  to  tave. 


PSALM  LXXL 

LoBD,  I  have  pat  my  tmit  in  ITiee, 
Turn  not  my  confidence  to  ahame; 

Thy  promiae  iaarock  tome, 
A  tower  of  refuge  ia  thy  name. 

Thou  halt  upheld  me  from  the  womb; 

Tlioa  wert  my  atrength  and  hope  in  youth; 
Now,  trembling,  bending  o*er  the  taab, 

I  lean  upon  thine  arm  of  truth. 

Though  I  have  loog  outlived  my  peen, 
And  stand  amid  the  world  alone 

(A  stranger,  left  by  former  years), 
I  know  my  Gody — by  Him  am  known. 

Cast  me  not  off  in  mine  old  age, 
Fonake  me  not  in  my  last  hour ; 

The  foe  hath  not  forgone  his  rage. 
The  lion  ravens  to  devour. 

Not  for,  my  God,  not  hi  remove : 

Sin  and  the  world  still  spread  their  snarea ; 
Stand  by  me  now.  or  they  will  prove 

Too  crafty  yet  fiw  my  grey  hairs. 

Me.  through  what  troubles  hast  Thou  brought! 

Me,  with  what  consolations  crown'd ! 
Now  be  thy  last  deliverance  wrought ; 

My  soul  in  peace  with  Thee  be  found ! 


PSALM  LXXn. 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  anointed ! 

Great  David's  greater  Son ; 
Hail,  in  the  time  appointed, 

His  reign  on  earth  begun ! 
He  comes  to  break  oppression. 

To  let  the  captive  free ; 
To  take  away  transgression. 

And  rule  in  equity. 

He  comes,  with  succor  speedy. 

To  those  who  sufler  wrong; 
To  help  the  poor  and  needy, 

And  bid  the  weak  be  itrong : 
To  give  them  songs  for  sighing. 

Their  darkness  turn  to  light. 
Whose  souls,  oondemn'd  and  dying, 

Were  pcecious  in  his  sighL 

^  such  shall  He  be  feared 
While  sun  and  moon  endure.— 

Beloved,  obey'd,  revered : 
For  He  shall  judge  the  poor. 


Tluongh  changing  geoentiana, 
Witi^  justice,  mercy,  truth. 

While  stara  maintain  their  statwoa, 
Or  mooDB  renew  their  youdi. 

He  shall  come  down,  like  showoa 

Upon  the  firuitful  earth. 
And  hive,  joy,  hope,  like  flowen. 

Spring  in  hia  path  to  birth : 
Before  Him  on  die  mounfiaina^ 

Shall  Peace  the  hemld  go; 
And  righteouaneas  in 

FtouL  hill  to  valley  flow. 


Arabia's  desert-rsnger. 

To  Him  shall  bow  tha  knee ; 
The  Ethiopian  stranger 

Hb  gloiy  come  to  aee : 
With  offiwUigs  of  devotion. 

Ships  from  the  isles  shall  meet, 
To  pour  the  wealth  of  ocean 

In  tribute  at  hia  foot 

Kmga  ahall  foil  down  before  Hun, 

And  gold  and  incense  brag; 
All  nations  ahall  adore  Him, 

His  praise  all  people  ring : 
For  He  shall  have  dominion 

O'er  river,  sea,  and  ahore. 
Far  as  the  eagle's  pinion 

Or  dove's  light  wing  can  soar 

For  Him  shall  prayer  unceasing. 

And  daily  vows,  ascend; 
Hia  kingdom  still  increasing, 

A  kingdom  without  end : 
The  mountain-dews  shall  nourish 

A  seed  in  weakneas  sown. 
Whose  fruit  shall  spread  and  flourish. 

And  shake  like  Lebancm. 

O'er  every  foe  victorious, 

He  on  his  throne  shall  rest. 
From  age  to  age  more  glorioua. 

All-blessing  and  all-blest : 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove; 
His  name  shall  stand  for  ever ; 

That  name  to  us  is— Love. 


PSALM  LXXm. 

TatTLT  the  Lord  is  good  to  those. 
The  pure  in  heart,  who  love  his 

But  as  for  me,  temptation  rose. 
And  well-nigh  cast  me  down  to  shame. 

For  I  was  envious  at  their  state. 
When  I  beheld  the  wicked  rise, 

And  flourish  in  their  pride  elate, 
No  foar  of  death  before  their  eyes. 

Not  troubled  they,  as  others  are, 

Nor  plagued,  with  all  their  vain  ^iretenoa; 
Pride  like  a  chain  of  gold  they  weer. 

And  clothe  themselves  with  violence 
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Swdln  are  dieir  «yw  with  wiM  tad  IhC. 

For  more  than  heut  MO  wkh  iMEve  tfiej; 
In  ftuid  and  tymuqr  thay  triMi 

To  make  thia  naltUade  their  pngr* 


Their  mooiii  mmik  the  heayana;  Ihair  loiigiie 
Walki  arrogandy  thioiigh  the  earth ; 

FleMore^b  fall  enpa  to  then  are  iawm$ ; 
They  reel  in  leralry  and  adMi. 

"  Who  18  the  Load,  that  wa  AonU  ftai^ 
Leat  He  our  dark  deneea  know  f 

Who  the  Bloat  High,  that  He  ihaiiM  haw. 
Or  heed,  the  worda  of  men  bebwl** 

Thm  07  the  modMiib  flnrii'd  wick  hadth. 
Exulting  while  their  joyaineraaaat 

TheM  are  the  nngodly    man,  indMiaa  wealth 
Flowa  like  a  rirer,  ne'er  to 


f 


And  have  I  rleanted  my  heart  in  Tai^ 
And  wath*d  in  innooence  niy 

All  day  afflicted,  I  oomphun. 
All  night  I  mmim  in  attaitMniDf 

Too  painfol  diia  ftr  me  to  view. 
Till  to  diy  tenqile^  Lord,  I  ww^ 

And  then  their  fteifhl  end  I  knew. 
How  aoddenly  their 


Sorely  in  ilippery  plaeaa  aet, 
Down  to  perdition  iheoe  are  hoiTd  s 

Snand  in  the  toila  of  their  own  aa^ 
A  apectade  to  all  the  worid. 

At,  from  a  dream  when  one  awakea, 
The  phantoma  of  the  brain  take  flight; 

Sa  whni  thy  wrath  in  thunder  braaka, 
Their  image  ahall  dinolve  in  night. 

Abesh*d,  my  iblly  then  I  saw ; 

I  aeem'd  before  Thee  like  a  brat*; 
Smit  to  the  heart,  o'erwhelm'd  with  awe, 

I  bow*d,  and  wonhipp*d,  and  waa  mntob 

Tet  Thoa  art  ever  at  my  ride : 
O,  atill  uphold  me,  and  defend ; 

Me  by  thy  ooumel  Thou  ahalt  guide. 
And  biing  to  glory  in  the  end. 

Whom  have  I,  Lord,  in  heaven  but  Thee  f 
On  earth  shall  none  divide  my  heart ; 

llien  fail  my  fleih,  my  spirit  flee^ 
Hkni  mine  eternal  portion  art 


PSALM  LXXVn. 

Tn  ome  of  tribulation. 

Hear,  Lord,  my  feeble  criea; 
With  humble  aupplication. 

To  Thee  my  spirit  flies : 
My  heart  with  grief  is  bieakinf  , 

Scarce  can  my  voice  complain ; 
Mme  eyes,  with  teaia  kept  waking^ 

Siikl  waieh  and  weep  m  vain. 


The  daya  of  old,  in  Timi, 

Bring  vanish'd  bUsa  to  viawi 
The  yean  of  hnt  ftoitioo 

Thdr  Joya  in  pangs  reaawi 
Remember'd  songs  of  gladness^ 

Through  night* a  lone  aflenea 
Strike  noiaa  of  deeper  aartnea^ 

And  Btir  daapondfaig  thoo^ 


Hath  God  cast  off  fir  ever  t 

Can  time  his  oiifh  impairt 
Hia  tender  mercy,  never 

Shan  I  preaume  to  share  t 
Hath  Ha  hia  tofing  Mndneaa 

Ant  np  in  endleaa  wrathf 
-»No ;  this  fai  mine  own  bUndnai^ 

That  oannot  aee  hia  path. 


loan  to 

The  years  of  his  right  hand ; 
And,  atrang  in  hia  proteetMO, 

Again  throogh  ftith  I  stand. 
Thy  deeds,  O  Lord,  are  wonder 

Holy  are  all  diy  ways; 
The  secTBt  plaee  of  thunder 

Shan  utter  firth  thy  pndaa. 

lliee,  with  the  tribes  assembled 

O  God,  the  biUowa  saw; 
They  saw  Thee,  and  they  trcnfaM, 

Tum'd,  and  stood  still,  with  «w«{ 
The  clouds  shot  hail — they  l%hfaa(V' 

The  earth  reel'd  to  and  fin; 
Thy  fiery  pillar  biighten'd 

The  guU*  of  gkiom  below. 

Thy  way  is  in  greet  waters, 

Thy  ibotiteps  are  not  known ; 
Let  Adam*8  sons  and  daughten 

Confide  in  Thee  alone ; 
Through  the  wiM  sea  Thou  leddart 

Thy  chosen  fiock  of  yore ; 
Still  on  the  waves  Thou  treadeat. 

And  thy  redeemed  pass  o'er. 


PSALM  LXXX. 

Op  old.  0  God,  thine  own  right  hand 
A  pleasant  vine  did  plant  and  train; 

Above  the  hills,  o'er  all  the  land. 
It  sought  the  sun,  and  drank  tha  rafak- 

Its  boughs  like  goodly  cedars  spread. 
Forth  to  the  river  went  the  root ; 

Perennial  verdure  crown'd  its 
It  bore,  in  every  seaaoo,  fruit. 


That  vine  is  desolate  and  torn. 
Its  scions  in  the  dust  ate  laid ; 

Rank  o'er  the  ruin  springs  the  thoiiw 
The  wild  boar  wallows  in  the 


Lord  God  of  Hoeti,  thine  ear  inclin% 
Change  into  songs  thy  people's  fean* 

Return,  and  visit  this  thy  vine. 
Revive  thy  work  amidst  tha  yeanL 
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TIm  plentaoos  and  continued  dew 
Of  thy  rich  blening  here  deecend  ; 

So  shall  thy  vine  Hi  leaf  renew, 
TUl  o'er  iha  earth  its  branchet  band. 

Than  ihaU  it^aocmih  wide  and  &r. 
While  raahns  beneath  its  shadow  real; 

The  morning  and  the  evening  star 
Shall  mark  its  bounds  fiom  east  to  wait 

So  shall  thine  enemies  be  dumb, 
Tliy  banish'd  ones  no  mora  enslaved, 

llie  fuUneas  of  the  Gentiles  come, 
And  Israel's  youngest  bom  be  saved. 


PSALM  LXZXIV. 

How  amiablet  how  ftir, 

O  Lord  of  Hosts,  to  me. 
Thy  tabernacles  are ! 

My  flesh  cries  out  ibr  Thee ; 
My  heart  and  soul,  with  heaven-ward  fire, 
To  Thee,  the  hving  God,  aspire. 

The  sparrow  here  finds  place 

To  build  her  little  nest; 
The  swallow's  wandering  race 

Hither  return  and  real : 
Beneath  thy  roof  their  young  ones  cry, 
And  round  thine  altar  learn  to  fly. 

Thrice  blessed  they  who  dwell 

Within  thine  house,  my  God, 
Where  daily  praises  swell. 

And  still  the  floor  is  trod 
By  those,  \%-ho  in  thy  presence  bow, 
By  those,  whose  King  and  God  art  Thou. 

Through  Baca's  arid  vale. 

As  pili^iinii  when  they  pass. 
The  well-springB  never  fiiil, 

Frenh  rain  renews  the  grass ; 
From  strength  to  strength  they  journey  still. 
Till  all  appear  on  Zion's  hill 

Lord  God  of  Hosts,  give  ear, 

A  gracious  answer  yield ; 
O  God  of  Jacob,  hear ; 

Behold,  O  God,  our  shield  ; 
liook  on  thine  own  Anointed  One, 
And  save  through  thy  beloved  Son. 

Lord.  I  would  rather  stand 

A  keeper  at  ihy  gate, 
Tlian  on  the  king's  right  hand 

In  tents  of  wv)rldly  state ; 
One  day  within  thy  courts,  one  day. 
Is  worth  a  thousand  cast  away. 

God  is  a  sun  of  light. 

Glory  and  grace  to  shed  ; 
God  is  tt  shield  of  mieht. 

To  riinrd  the  faithful  head  ; 
O  L/>rd  of  Hosts,  how  happy  he. 
The  man  who  puts  his  trust  in  Thee ! 


PSALM  XC. 

LoM>,  Thou  haat  been  thy  peopla*^  rm. 

Through  all  their  genmtxma, 
Their  refuge  when  1^  danger  prsat, 

Tfaair  hope  «n  tribulationa ; 
Thou,  ere  the  mountains  sprang  lo  hirllu 
Or  ever  Thou  hadst  ferm'd  the  earth. 

Art  Gad  fiom  everlasting. 

Tlie  aoQi  of  men  return  to  day, 
WhenThoo  the  word  haatqiokeii, 

Aa  with  a  tonent  borne  away, 
Gone  like  a  dream  when  broken : 

A  thousand  years  are,  in  thy  sight. 

But  as  a  watch  amid  the  night. 
Or  yeaterday  departed. 

At  mom,  vre  flourish  like  the  grasa 
With  dew  and  aonbearas  lifted. 

But  ere  tiie  cool  of  evening  pass, 
The  rich  array  ia  blighted : 

Thus  do  thy  chastisements  consume 

Youth's  tender  leaf  and  beauty's  bkxMBt 
We  ftde  at  thy  displeasure. 

Our  life  ia  Uke  the  transient  breath 

That  tells  a  mournful  story. 
Early  or  late,  stopt  short  by  death : 

And  where  is  all  our  glory  f 
Our  days  are  threescore  yean  and  ten. 
And  if  the  span  be  lengthen'd  then. 

Their  atrength  ia  toil  and  aorrow. 

Lo,  ttwu  haat  set  before  dune  eyea 

All  our  misdeeds  and  erron : 
Our  secret  sins  from  darkress  rise. 

At  thine  awakening  terrors : 
Who  shall  abide  the  trying  hour  T 
Who  knowa  the  thunder  of  thy  power  ? 

We  flee  unto  thy  mercy. 

Lord,  teach  us  so  to  mark  our  days. 
That  we  may  prize  them  duly ; 

So  guide  our  feet  in  Wisdom's  ways, 
That  we  may  love  thee  truly : 

Return,  O  Lord,  our  griefs  behold, 

And  with  thy  goodness,  as  of  old, 
0  satisfy  us  early. 

Restore  our  comforts  as  our  fears. 

Our  joy  as  our  aflliction ; 
Give  to  thy  church,  through  changing  yeaia 

Increasing  benediction ; 
Thy  glorious  beauty  there  reveal. 
And  with  thy  perfect  image  seal 

Thy  servants  and  their  lakwrs. 


PSALM  XCl 


Call  Jehovah  thy  sahntion. 

Rest  beneath  the  Almighty's  shade ' 

In  his  secret  habitation 

Dwell,  nor  ever  be  dismay'd  * 
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TImto  no  tumult  can  akim  ihte, 
Thoo  ahalt  dfead  no  hidden  nare ; 

Oinl*  nor  Tiolenee  can  hann  tfaee^ 
In  eienal  Mftgnaid  there. 

lYom  the  iwoid  at  noonday  WMlinft 

FtouL  the  noiaome  peatilence, 
In  the  depth  of  midnight  bleating^ 

God  ahall  be  thy  aure  defenoei 
Fear  not  thoa  the  deadly  quiver, 

When  a  thouaand  feel  tiie  blow; 
Mercy  ahall  thy  aoul  deUver, 

Though  ten  thouaand  be  laid  low. 

Only  with  thine  eye,  the  anguiah 

Of  the  wicked  thou  ahalt  aee. 
When  by  alow  diioaae  they  languidi, 

When  they  perafa  aoddenly : 
ITiee,  though  winda  and  warea  be  aweUing, 

God,  thiniB  hope,  ahall  bear  through  all ; 
Plague  ihall  not  come  nigh  thy  dwiUltngt 

Thee  no  oyU  diaU  befiOL 


He  ahall  chaige 

Watch  and  ward  o*er  thee  to  keep^ 
Though  thou  walk  through  hoatile  regiooa. 

Though  in  deaert-wilda  thou  aleepi 
On  the  lioo  vainly  roaring. 

On  Ub  young,  thy  ibot  ihall  tread. 
And,  the  dragon'a  den  exploring. 

Thou  ahalt  bruiae  the  aerpeot'a  head. 

Since,  widi  pure  and  fiim  afiectioB» 

Thou  on  God  haat  aet  thy  love. 
With  the  wingB  of  his  proCecti<Ha, 

He  will  ihield  thee  from  above: 
Thou  ahalt  call  on  Him  in  trouble^ 

He  will  hearken.  He  will  save. 
Here  for  grief  reward  thee  double. 

Crown  with  life  beyond  the  grave. 


PSALM  xcin. 

The  Lord  ia  King ; — upon  his  throoe 
He  sits  in  garments  glorioos ; 

Or  girds  for  war  his  armor  on, 
In  every  field  victorious  : 

Fhe  world  came  forth  at  his  command  i 

Built  on  his  word,  its  pillars  stand ; 
They  never  can  be  shaken. 

Hie  Lord  was  King  ere  time  began. 

His  reign  is  everlasting ; 
When  high  the  floods  in  tumult  ran. 

Their  foam  to  heaven  up^rasting. 
He  made  the  raging  ^-aves  hit  path ; 
—The  sea  is  mighty  in  its  wrath. 

But  God  on  high  is  mightier. 

Thy  testimonies,  £brd,  are  sure  t 
Thy  realm  foars  no  commotion. 

Firm  as  the  earth,  whose  shores  endure 
The  eternal  toil  of  ocean. 

An*\  Thuii  with  perfect  peace  wilt  hi 

1  hy  fiuihful  flock ; — for  holiness 
Becomes  thine  house  for  ever. 


PSALM  XCV. 

O  OOMX,  let  UB  sing  to  the  Lord, 

In  God  our  aalvation  ngoice ; 
In  paalma  of  thanksgiving  reooid 

Hia  praiae,  with  one  spirit,  one  voieei 
For  Jehovah  ia  King,  and  He  raigni, 

llie  God  of  all  gods,  on  hia  duooe ; 
The  strength  of  the  hiUs  He  matntain% 

The  enda  of  the  earth  are  hia  own 


The  aea  is  Jehovah's— He  made 

Tlie  tide  its  dominion  to  know ; 
The  land  ■  Jehovah's— He  laid 

Iti  solid  foundationa  below. 
O  come  let  us  woiahip^  and  kneel 

Before  our  Creator,  our  God ; 
^-The  people  who  aerve  Him  with 

—The  flock  whom  He  guidea 


hiaiod 


As  Moaea,  the  frthers  of  old. 

Through  the  aea  and  the  wild< 
Hia  wonderful  works  to  behold. 

With  manna  from  heaven  are  fodi 
To-dvy,  let  ua  hearken,  to-day. 

To  the  voice  that  yet  speaks  from  abov% 
And  all  his  commandmenti  obey. 

For  all  his  commandmenti  are  kyveu 

Hia  wrath  let  us  fear  to  provoke. 

To  dwell  in  his  iavor  unite ; 
His  service  is  fi«edom,  his  yoke 

Is  easy,  his  burden  is  light : 
But,  oh !  of  rebellion  beware. 

Rebellion,  that  hardens  the  breast. 
Lest  God  in  his  anger  should  swear 

That  we  shall  not  enter  his  rest 


PSALM  C. 

Be  joyful  in  God,  all  ye  lands  of  the  earth, 
O  serve  him  with  gladness  and  fear ; 

Exult  in  his  presence  with  music  and  mirth. 
With  love  and  devotion  draw  near. 

For  Jehovah  is  God, — and  Jehovah  alone. 

Creator  and  ruler  o'er  all ; 
And  we  are  his  people,  his  sceptre  we  own ; 

His  sheep,  and  we  follow  his  calL 

O  enter  his  gates  with  thanlogiving  and  aoQg, 
Your  vows  in  his  terofJe  proclaim ; 

His  praise  with  melodious  accordance  piolon|^ 
And  bless  his  adorable  name. 


For  good  is  the  Lord,  inexpressibly  good. 
And  we  are  the  work  of  his  hand ; 

His  mercy  and  truth  from  eternity  stood. 
And  shall  to  eternity  stand. 


PSALM  cni. 

O  MY  soul,  with  all  thy  powera. 
Bless  the  Lord's  most  holy  name ; 

O  my  soul,  till  life's  last  hoiua. 

Bless  the  Lord,  his  pniae  proclana ; 
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Thine  infinniliM  He  heel'd; 
He  thf  peace  end  pankm  lesl'd. 

He  widi  loving  IdndneM  erown'd  diee, 

Setiified  thy  moudi  widi  good ; 
From  die  meret  of  deeth  tmboand  diee. 
Eagle-like  thy  yoath  renew'd : 
Rich  in  tender  mercy  He, 
Slow  to  wrath,  to  &vor  free. 

He  will  DOC  retain  diepleasore,  ' 

Hkoogh  awhile  He  hide  hia  fiioe ; 
Nor  hit  God-like  bounty  meaaore 
By  our  merit,  bat  his  grace ; 
Aa  the  heaven  the  earth  tranacend^ 
Over  08  hia  care  eztenda. 

Far  aa  eeac  and  weat  are  parted. 
He  our  aina  hath  aever'd  thua ; 
Ai  a  &ther  loving-hearted 
Sparea  hia  aon.  He  aparetb  ua ; 
For  He  knuwa  our  feeble  frame. 
He  remembera  whence  we  came. 

Mark  the  field-flower,  where  it  groweth, 

FfaO  and  beandful  ^-«non. 
When  the  touth-wind  •ofUy  bloweth. 
Look  again^ — the  flower  b  gone : 
Such  ia  man ;  hia  honon  pan, 
the  glory  of  the 


From  eternity,  enduring 

To  elemity^ — the  Lord, 
fldlt  his  people's  bUss  inaaring, 
Keepa  his  covenanted  word ; 

Yea,  with  truth  and  righteousneas. 
Children's  children  He  will  bless. 

As  in  hea%'en,  his  throne  and  dwelling, 

King  on  earth  He  holds  his  sway ; 
Angels,  ye  in  strength  excelling. 
Bless  the  Lord,  his  voice  obey  ; 
All  his  works  beneath  the  pole. 
Bless  the  Lord,  with  thee,  my  souL 


PSALM  CIV 

Mr  aoul,  adore  ihe  liord  of  might ; 

With  uncreated  glory  erown'd. 
And  clad  in  royalty  of  li^ht. 
He  drawa  the  curtain'd  heavena  around ; 
Dark  waters  his  pavilion  form. 
Clouds  are  hia  car,  his  wheels  the  storm. 

liffhtning  befiire  Ilim,  and  behind 
Thunder  rebounding  to  and  fro ; 
He  walks  upon  the  wingod  wind. 
And  reins  the  blast,  or  lets  it  go: 
— ^This  goodly  globe  his  wisdom  plann'd. 
He  fix'd  the  bounds  of  sea  and  land. 

When  o'er  a  guilty  worUl,  of  old, 

He  sunimon'd  the  avenging  main. 
At  his  rebuke  the  billo\%s  roll'd 
Bark  to  their  parent  gulf  again  ; 

The  mountains  raised  their  joyful  heada. 
Like  new  crcatiom,  from  their  beds. 
U  X 


TheneafcA  the  aell^revolving  tide 
Ita  daily  &11  and  flow  matntaina ; 
Through  winding  valea  fresh  fountains  glide 
Leap  from  the  hilla,  or  oooiae  the  plaina  i 
Tliere  thirsty  cattle  throng  the  brink. 
And  the  wtidaasea  bend  to  drink. 

Fed  by  the  coirenla,  fivitfol  grovea 

Ezpand  their  leavea,  their  fragrance  ffiag. 
Where  the  oool  braeae  at  noon-tide  roves^ 
And  birda  among  the  branchea  ting ; 
Soft  fidl  die  showeia  when  day  dedinea 
And  aweet  the  peaceful  rainbow  ahinea. 

Gfbh  duongh  the  meadows,  rich  virith  flowei% 

Ciod's  boimty  apreada  for  herda  and  flocka ; 
On  Lebanon  hia  cedar  towers. 

The  wild  goat  bounds  upon  hb  rocks; 
Fowla  in  his  forests  build  their  neata. 
The  atork  anud  the  pine-tree 


To  Btiengthen  man,  condemn'd  to  toil. 
He  filla  with  grain  the  golden  ear; 
Bida  the  ripe  olive  melt  with  oil. 
And  swells  the  grape,  man*a  heart  to  cheert 
^The  moon  her  tide  of  changing  know% 
Her  orb  with  loatre  ebba  and  flowa. 

llie  aon  goea  down,  the  stars  come  out:     . 

He  maketh  darkness,  and  't  is  night ; 
Then  roam  the  beasts  of  prey  about. 
The  desert  rings  with  chase  and  flight  t 
The  lion,  and  the  lion'a  brood. 
Look  op» — and  God  providea  them  food. 

Mom  dawns  far  east ;  ere  long  the  aim 

Warms  the  glad  nations  with  his  beama ; 
Day,  in  their  dens,  the  spoilers  shun. 
And  night  returns  to  them  in  dreams : 
Man  from  his  couch  to  labor  goea. 
Till  evening  brings  again  repose. 

How  manifold  thy  works,  O  Lord, 

In  wisdom,  power,  and  goodness  wrought! 
The  earth  is  with  thy  nrhes  stored. 
And  ocean  with  thy  wonders  fraught  x 
Unfiithom'd  caves  beneath  the  deep 
For  Thee  their  hidden  treasures  keep^ 

There  go  the  ships,  with  soils  unfurl'd. 

By  Thee  directed  on  their  way ; 
There,  in  his  own  mysterious  world. 
Leviathan  delights  to  play ; 

And  tribes  that  range  immensity. 
Unknown  to  man,  are  known  to  Thee. 

By  Thee  alone  the  living  live ; 

Hide  but  thy  face,  their  comforts  fly ; 
They  gather  what  thy  seasons  give : 
Take  Thou  away  their  breath,  they  die  < 
Send  forth  thy  spirit  from  above. 
And  all  is  life  again,  and  love 

Joy  in  his  works  Jehovah  takes. 

Yet  to  destruction  they  return ; 
He  looks  upon  the  earth,  it  quakea 

Tbuches  the  mountains,  and  they  bum 
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^Thou,  Ckid,  for  ever  art  the 
I  AM  is  thine  unchanging  name. 


PSALM  cvn. 

Nal. 

Thajtk  and  piaiae  JehoYah'i  nane^ 
For  hit  meroiea,  finn  and  aura^ 

From  eternity,  the  lame^ 
To  eternity  endure. 

Let  the  raniom'd  thua  rejoice. 

Gathered  out  of  every  land, 
Ai  the  people  of  hia  choioe ; 

Pluck'd  from  the  deitroycr'a  hand- 
In  the  wildemen  astray. 

Hither,  thither,  while  they  roan^ 
Hungry,  fainting  by  the  way, 

Far  fjrom  refuge,  shelter,  homei 

Then  unto  the  Lord  they  ciy. 
He  inclines  a  gracious  ear, 

Sends  deliverance  from  on  hi^^ 
Rescues  them  from  all  their  fear. 

To  a  pleasant  land  He  brings. 
Where  the  vine  and  olive  grow. 

Where  from  flowery  Ulls  the  springs 
Through  luxuriant  valleys  flow. 

O  that  men  would  praise  the  Lord, 
For  his  goodness  to  their  race ; 

For  the  wonders  of  his  word, 
And  the  riches  of  his  grace ! 


PSALM  cvn. 

Na2. 

TiflCT  that  mourn  in  dungeon-gloom. 

Bound  in  iron  and  despair. 
Sentenced  to  a  heavier  doom 

Than  the  pangs  they  sufier  there ;— 

Foes  and  rebels  once  to  God, 
They  disdain'd  his  high  control ; 

Now  they  feel  his  fiery  rod 
Striking  terrors  through  their  souL 

Wrung  with  agony  they  fell 
To  the  dust;  and,  gazing  round. 

Call  for  help : — in  vain  they  call. 
Help,  nor  hope,  nor  friend  are  found. 

Then  unto  the  Lord  they  cry : 

He  inclines  a  gracious  ear. 
Sends  deliverance  from  on  high. 

Rescues  them  from  all  their  (ear. 

Ho  restores  their  forfeit-breath. 
Breaks  in  twain  the  gates  of  brass ; 

From  the  bands  and  grasp  of  death, 
Forih  to  liberty  they 


O  that  men  would  praise  the  Lord, 
For  his  goodness  to  their  race ; 

For  the  wonders  of  his  word. 
And  the  riches  of  his  grace ! 


PSALM  cvn. 

No.  3. 

Fools,  ibr  their  transgression,  see 
Sharp  disease  their  youth  consum* 

And  their  beauty,  like  a  tree. 
Withering  o*er  an  early  lomh. 

Food  ia  loathsome  to  their  taste. 
And  the  eye  revolts  from  light; 

All  their  joys  to  ruin  haste. 
As  the  sun-set  into  night. 

Then  unto  the  Lord  they  ciy : 
He  inclines  a  gracious  ear. 

Sends  deliverance  from  on  high. 
Rescues  them  fiom  all  their  fear. 

He  with  health  renews  their  frame. 
Lengthens  out  their  numbered  day 

Let  them  glorify  his  name 
With  the  sacrifice  of  praise. 

O  that  men  would  praise  the  Lord» 
For  his  goodness  to  their  race ; 

For  the  wonders  of  hii  word. 
And  the  riches  of  his  grace ! 


PSALM  cvn. 

No.  4 

TiiET  that  toil  upon  the  deep. 
And  in  venMcIs  light  and  frail. 

O'er  the  mighty  waters  sweep 
With  the  billow  and  the  gale,— 

Mark  what  wonders  God  performs. 
When  He  speaks,  and,  unconfined. 

Rush  to  battle  all  his  storms 
In  the  chariots  of  the  wind. 

Up  to  heaven  their  bark  Is  whiri'd 
On  the  mountain  of  the  wave ; 

Down  as  suddenly  't  is  hurl'd 
To  the  abysses  of  the  grave. 

To  and  fro  they  reel,  they  roll. 

As  intoxicate  with  wine; 
Terrors  paralyze  their  soul. 

Helm  they  quit,  and  hope  resign. 

Then  unto  the  Lord  they  cry. 
He  inclines  a  gracious  ear, 

Sends  deliverance  from  on  high. 
Rescues  them  from  all  their  fear. 

Calm  and  smooth  the  siinres  flow. 
And,  where  deadly  lightning  ran, 

God's  own  reconciling  bow 
Metes  the  ocean  with  a  span. 
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O  diAt  men  would  pniw  the  Lon^ 
For  his  goodnea  to  their  nee  { 

For  the  wooden  of  hia  word, 
Aod  the  richee  of  his  graoel 


PSALM  cvn. 

Na& 

Lrr  the  elders  pndse  the  Lord, 
Him  let  all  the  people  praise, 

When  thef  meet  with  one  accord 
In  his  courts,  on  holy  days. 

Ood  for  sin  will  vengeance  take. 
Smite  the  earth  with  sore  iHifrcM, 

And  a  fruitful  region  make 
As  the  howling  wildein< 


But  when  mercy  stays  his  hand. 
Famine,  plague,  and  death  depart; 

Tea.  the  rock,  at  his  command, 
Fours  a  river  from  its  heart 

There  the  hungry  dwell  in  peace, 
Gties  build,  and  plow  the  grouiad. 

While  their  flocks  and  herds  increase. 
And  their  com  and  wine  abound. 

Sboold  they  yet  rebel. — his  arm 
Lays  their  pride  aenin  in  dust : 

But  the  poor  lie  shields  from  harm. 
And  in  ffim  the  righteous  trust 

Whoso  wisely  marks  his  will. 
Thus  evolvinir  bliss  from  woe, 

Shall,  rodeem'd  from  even'  ill. 
All  his  loving  kindness  know. 


PSALM  cxni. 

SnTAirrs  of  God,  in  joyful  lays. 
Sing  ye  the  liord  Jehovah's  pmise ; 
His  glorious  name  let  all  adore, 
From  age  to  age,  for  evermore. 

Blest  be  that  name,  supremely  blest. 
From  the  stm'a  risinff  to  its  rc^t ; 
Above  the  heavens  his  power  is  known, 
Tluough  all  the  earth  his  goodness  shou-n. 

Who  is  like  God  f — so  great,  so  high. 
He  bo\iii  himself  to  view  the  sky ; 
And  yet.  with  eondescendinj?  frrace, 
I>ioks  down  upon  the  human  race. 

He  hears  the  nneomplaininc  moan 
Of  those  who  sit  and  weep  alone ; 
He  lifts  the  mourner  from  the  dust. 
And  saves  the  poor  in  Him  that  trust 

Servants  of  Go<!,  in  joyful  lavs. 
Sing  ye  the  I»ni  Jehovnh'i*  praise; 
His  sa\*ing  name  lr>t  all  adore, 
FfOD  age  to  age,  for  evermore. 


PSALM  CXVL 

I  LOTi  the  Lord; — He  lent  an  ear 

When  I  for  help  implored ; 
Ha  rescued  me  fiom  dl  my  ftar. 

Therefore  I  love  the  Loid. 

Bomid  hand  and  foot  with  ehafait  of  tm. 
Death  diagg'd  im  for  his  ptey ; 

The  pit  was  moved  lo  take  m&  in. 
All  hope  was  for  away. 

I  died  in  agony  of  mmd, 
**Lord,  I  beseech  Thee,  save:*' 

He  heard  me ; — ^Death  his  prey  nagn'd, 
And  Mercy  shot  the  grave.        • 

Retmm,  my  socd,  imto  diy  rest, 

Fnm  God  no  longer  roam ; 
His  hand  hath  bountifully  blest, 

Hii  goodness  caird  thee  home. 

What  shall  I  render  unto  Thee, 

My  savior  in  distress. 
For  all  thy  benefits  to  me, 

So  great  and  numberlesiT 


This  will  I  do,  for  thy  love's  sake. 
And  thus  thy  power  proclaim ; 

The  sacramental  cup  I  '11  take, 
And  call  upon  thy  name. 

Thou  God  of  covenanted  grace. 
Hear  and  record  my  vow. 

While  in  thy  courts  I  seek  thy  foce 
And  at  thine  altar  bow : 

Henceforth  to  The©  mpcif  I  give ; 

With  single  heart  and  eye. 
To  viralk  before  Thee  while  I  live. 

And  bless  Thee  when  I  die. 


PSALM  cxvn. 

Axx.  ye  Gentiles,  praise  the  Lord, 
All  ye  lamis,  your  voices  raise : 

Heaven  and  earth,  with  loud  accord. 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  ever  praise. 

For  his  truth  and  mercy  stand, 
Psst,  and  present,  and  to  be. 

Like  the  years  of  his  right  hand. 
Like  his  own  eternity. 

Praise  Him.  ye  who  know  his  love. 
Praise  Him  from  the  depths  beneath 

Praise  Him  in  the  heights  above ; 
Praise  your  Maker,  all  that  breathe 


PSALM  CXXI. 

E.n'compass'd  with  ten  thousand  ills, 

Presl  by  pursuing  foes, 
I  lift  mine  eyes  unto  the  hills 

From  whence  salvation  flows. 
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\Vba  «w  in  Uwn  ihull  reap  in  jay  ; 
Nnugfat  »haU  ibo  precioiu  hpdJ  dcalnjy . 
Nor  long  ihs  wccpiog  <iil«  nnm. 
But  being  Iheii  ihnTea  re^iciog  bonw. 


Ttai  Thou  ut  rv« 
Thni  hearken  lo  m^  n 


Who  in  thy  light  could  livat 

HmaUr  on  TTimi  I  wiiil. 

CnnlcHin^  ill  my  tin ; 
t^vd.  I  (in  luwckin;  >i  thf  gate; 

Open,  tod  iske  me  in. 


iroo^h  lempMU)  ri*a 


Like  ihem  I  naich  and  pnj. 

And  IhniiiA  ii  I«n7  km;. 
CnlHi  [hp  linl  ginm  ar  wclcama  daf, 

Thro  bunt  into  ■  »ng. 


Glwr  Mt  God  iboTC 
For.lo!  Iba  swift  n 


ThoaRh  itenM  hit  &ce  ohi 

And  dan^en  Ihrealen  la 

Jehorah'i  (WTPimni  b  inre 


rSALM  CXXXI. 

Lmk  Ew  (>Ti>r  at  Ihgr  aide 
LM  nqr  plai*  and  piirtian  ha ; 

ftrip  ma  oT  tha  rabe  of  pride, 
CloilK  me  wiih  hamility. 

Mr*Uy  may  my  «ul  rp(pive 


QuieL  u  a  h-ranod  child, 
Wcajind  fnim  ihe  nmihof'i 

By  no  luliilely  bcBUiled, 
On  tby  bithflil  wild  I  Kal 

Satnta.  njoicing  evermore. 

Id  Ihe  Lor]  Jehavnh  Inut 
Km  in  all  hii  uay*  Ddorc. 

WIm,  and  wonderful,  aod 


PSALM  cxxzn. 

No.1. 
God  in  hi*  templea  let  n*  meet. 

Low  on  our  knoea  befiire  Him  bend , 

Here  haih  He  fii'd  hi>  mrrcy-aeat. 
Here  on  hii  Sabbalh  we  allend. 

Arine  into  ihy  m(ing-placi>. 

Thou,  and  Ihine  ark  or>1renglh.  O  LonI 
Shine  Ihmugh  the  veil,  we  aeek  thy  bcei 

Speak,  (or  we  hearken  In  ihy  vord. 

With  liRhleonineB  thy  prieata  array ; 

Joyful  ihy  ^-hoaen  people  be; 
Lei  ihoiie  who  lench  and  ihose  y^ho  pray 

Let  all— be  holinea  id  Thee. 


PSALM  cxxxn. 


The  Lord  in  failhfuhieB  halh  iwDm 
Hii  throne  (be  erer  lo  mainlain ; 

From  n-tlm  lo  realm.  Ihe  acepire  borne 
Ghall  iirelch  o'er  eaiUi  Meiiiah'a  rei 

Son!  tny  rhoaen  hill  of  old. 

My  real,  my  dwelling,  my  delight, 

n«r  wall*  are  ever  in  my  aighl. 


PSALM  cxxxin 

How  beautiful  the  aight 

Of  brethren  who  agree 
In  friendihip  n  unile. 

And  bonda  of  ehantyi 
Tit  like  ihe  preciou*  oinlmenl.  ahed 
O'er  all  hia  mbea.  from  Aamn'a  Imd. 
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Tif  like  the  dew*  ibal  fill 
Tlie  caps  of  Hennoo*i  flowen ; 

Or  Zion*i  fruitful  hill. 

Bright  vvith  the  diopi  of  ifaowen, 

When  mingling  odon  breathe  annuid. 

And  gkHy  reett  on  ail  the  groood. 

For  there  die  Lovd  oommanda 
Bleinfig,  a  bonndleM  itore, 

From  hit  mvparing  hand*, 
Tea,  life  ibr  evermoTB : 

Thrice  happy  they  who  meet  abore 

To  ipeod  eternity  in  lore ! 


PSALM  CXXXIV. 

Blk88  ye  the  Lord  with  lolemn  rite^ 
In  hymns  extol  hii  name, 

Te  who,  within  his  hooae  by  night, 
Watch  iDund  the  altar*i  flame. 

Lift  ap  your  hands  amid  the  place 
Where  boms  the  sacred  sign. 

And  pimy,  that  thus  Jehovah's  fiioe 
0*er  idl  the  earth  may  shine. 

From  Zion,  fiom  his  holy  hill. 
The  Lord  our  Maker  send 

The  perfect  knowledge  of  his  will. 
Salvation  without  end. 


PSALM  cxxxvn. 

Whxri  Babylon's  broad  rivers  roll, 
In  exile  we  sate  down  to  weep, 

For  thoughts  of  Zion  o'er  our  soul 
Came,  like  departed  joys,  in  sleep. 

Whose  ibrms  to  sad  remembrance  rise. 

Though  fled  for  ever  from  our  eyes. 

Our  harps  upon  the  willows  hung. 

Where,  worn  with  toil,  our  limbs  reclined; 

The  chords,  untuned  and  trembling,  nmg 
With  mournful  music  on  the  wind, 

While  foes,  insulting  o*er  our  wrongs. 

Cried, — **  Sing  us  one  of  Zion's  songs.'* 

How  can  we  sing  the  songs  we  love. 
Far  from  our  own  delightful  land  7 

— If  I  prefer  thee  not  above 

My  chieiest  joy,  may  this  right  hand, 

Jerusalem !  forget  its  skill. 

My  tongue  be  dumb,  my  pulse  be  still. 


PSALM  cxxxvni. 

Tirnc  will  I  praise,  O  Lord,  in  light. 
Where  seraphim  surround  thy  throne ; 

With  heart  and  soul,  with  mind  and  might. 
Thee  will  I  worehip.  Thee  alone. 

1  bow  toward  thy  holy  pinre ; 

For  Thon,  in  mercy  still  the  same, 
Hast  magnified  thy  word  of  grace 

0*6*  all  the  wonders  of  thy  name. 


In  peril,  when  I  cried  to  Thee, 

How  did  thy  strength  renew  my  aonl! 

Kings  and  their  realms  might  bend  the  kiie^ 
Cookl  I  to  man  reveal  the  whole. 

Thon,  Lord,  above  all  height  art  high. 
Yet  with  the  lowly  wilt  Thon  dwell; 

The  pnmd  far  ofi)  thy  jealous  eye 
fStmm  mark,  and  with  a  look  repeL 

ThoQgfa  in  the  depth  of  trouble  thrown. 
With  grief  I  shall  not  always  strive, 

Thon  wilt  thy  sufl^ring  ser\'ant  own. 
And  Thou  the  contrite  heart  revive 

Thy  porpoae  then  in  me  fulfil ; 

Fomke  me  not,  for  I  am  thine ; 
Perfect  in  me  thine  utmost  will ; 

— Whate'er  it  be,  thai  vfUl  be  mine. 


PSALM  CXXXIX. 

SsAaciiEK  of  hearts,  to  thee  are  known 
The  inmost  secrets  of  my  breast ; 

At  home,  abroad,  in  crowds,  alone. 
Thou  mark'st  my  rising  and  my  ictt. 

My  thoughts  far  off,  through  every  m^ee. 

Source,  stream,  and  issue, — all  my  way& 

No  word  that  from  my  mouth  proceeds. 
Evil  or  good,  escapes  thine  ear ; 

Witness  Thou  art  to  all  my  deeds. 
Before,  behind,  for  ever  near : 

Such  knowledge  in  for  me  too  high ; 

I  live  but  in  my  Maker's  eye. 

How  from  thy  presence  should  I  go, 
Or  whither  from  thy  Spirit  flee. 

Since  all  above,  around,  below. 
Exist  in  thine  immensity  1 

— If  up  to  heaven  1  take  my  way, 

I  meet  thee  in  eternal  day. 

If  in  the  grave  I  make  my  bed 

With  wormn  and  dust,  lo,  Thou  art  theie 
If,  on  the  wini^  of  morning  sped. 

Beyond  the  ocean  I  repair, 
I  feel  thine  all-controlling  will. 
And  thy  right  band  upholds  me  still. 

**  Let  darkness  hide  me,"  if  I  say. 
Darkness  can  no  concealment  he: 

Night,  on  thy  riHing.  shines  like  day. 
Darkness  and  ii(;ht  are  one  with  Thee , 

For  Thou  mino  embrj'o-form  didst  view 

Ere  her  own  babe  my  mother  knew. 

In  me  thy  workmanship  disploy'd, 

A  miracle  of  jiower  I  stand  ; 
Fearfully,  wonderfully  made. 

And  framed  in  secret  by  thy  hand ; 
I  lived,  ere  into  being  brought. 
Through  thine  eternity  of  thought 
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How  pneaoof  «ra  thy  thoagfats  of  peace, 
O  God,  to  me !  how  great  the  ram ! 

New  eYeiy  mom,  they  neTw  ceie ; 

They  were,  they  are,  and  yet  dull  eome^ 

In  number  and  in  coinpaM,  more 

Than  ocean's  land,  or  ocean'i  ihore. 

Search  me,  O  God,  and  know  my  hearty 
T^ry  me,  my  eecret  bouI  survey, 

And  warn  thy  servant  to  depart 
From  every  false  and  evil  way ; 

So  shall  thy  truth  my  guidance  be 

To  liie  and  iomxxrtality. 


PSALM  CXU. 

LoBD.  let  ray  prayer  like  incense  rise. 
And  when  I  liA  my  hands  to  Thee, 

As  on  the  evening-ftacrifice. 
Look  down  firom  heaven,  well-pleased,  on 

Set  Tlioa  a  watch  to  keep  my  tongue, 
Let  not  my  heart  to  sin  incline ; 

Save  me  from  men  who  practiae  wrong. 
Let  me  not  share  their  mirth  and  wine. 


Bat  let  the  righteous,  when  I  stny. 
Smite  me  in  lovo : — his  strokes  are  kind ; 

His  mild  reproofii,  like  oiU  allay 
The  wouiids  they  make,  and  heal  the  mind. 

Mine  eyes  are  unto  Thee,  my  God ; 

BehcM  me  humbled  in  the  dust ; 
I  Idas  the  hand  that  wields  the  rod, 

I  own  thy  chastisements  are  just 

Bat  O,  redeem  me  fmm  the  snares 
With  which  the  worM  surrounds  my  feet, 

riches,  vaniticx,  nm!  cnres. 
Its  love  its  halre<I.  iLh  deceit 


PSATJST  CXLU. 

I  cancD  unto  the  l/)r<i  nwwt  just. 

Most  merciful,  in  fimyer ; 
I  cried  unto  Iliin  fn>m  the  dust, 

I  told  Him  my  deni^ir. 

When  sunk  my  sonl  within  me, — thm 
Thou  knew'vt  the  yxtU  I  chose ; 

Unharm'd  I  ptinsM  ihc  Hjxiilcr's  den, 
I  walk'd  ihruuuh  anilnnhd  foes. 

I  look*d  for  friendi. — il»*Te  was  not  one 

In  sr)rn>w  to  coiMioh'  : 
I  look'd  fi>r  refiiee. — there  was  none ; 

None  cared  for  my  wiul. 

I  cried  unto  the  I/onl : — I  snid, — 
"niou  art  my  rofutjo  ;  Th«»u, 

My  pwrtion  ;  hn^ten  to  mine  aid  ; 
Hear  and  dehvcr  now. 

Tiow,  fmra  the  diine*H»n.  rrr>m  the  grave^ 

Eialt  thy  MUf>f))innt'!«  hcnd  ; 
TTiy  voice  is  Irewlom  t»>  the  wlave, 

Revival  to  the  deaii. 


PSALM  CXLm. 

Hkae  me,  O  Lord,  in  my  distress. 
Hear  me  in  truth  and  righteousness ; 
For  at  thy  bar  of  judgment  tried. 
None  living  can  be  justified. 

Lord  I  have  ibes  without,  nithin. 
The  world,  the  flesh,  indwelling  afai, 
life's  daily  ills,  temptation*s  power. 
And  Satan  roaring  to  devour. 

These,  these  my  fainting  soul  suiround. 
My  strength  is  smitten  t(>  the  groimd ; 
Like  those  long  dead,  beneath  their  waiglit 
Crush'd  is  my  heart  and  desolate. 

Yet,  in  the  gloom  of  silent  thought* 
I  call  to  mind  what  God  hath  wtoii|^ 
Thy  wonders  in  the  days  of  old. 
Thy  mercies  great  and  manifold. 

Ah !  then  to  Thee  I  stretch  my  handib 
Like  failing  streams  through  deaeitMiidat 
I  thirst  for  Thee,  as  harvest  plaina 
PUvh'd  by  the  simimer  thirtt  for 


O  let  me  not  thtM  hopeless  lie, 
Like  one  condemn'd  at  mom  to  dia, 
But  with  the  morning  may  I  see 
Thy  loving  kindness  visit  me. 

Teach  me  thy  will,  subdue  my  own ; 
Thou  art  my  God,  and  Th  tii  alone ; 
By  thy  good  Spirit  guide  me  still, 
Safe  from  all  foes,  to  Zion's  hill. 

Release  my  soul  from  trouble.  Lord ; 
Quicken  and  keep  me  by  iliy  word ; 
May  all  its  promises  be  mine ; 
Be  Thou  my  portion — I  nm  iliine. 


PSALM  CXLIV. 

Tire  I/>rd  iM  frmcioiis  to  ffiririve, 
An<l  slow  to  let  his  atieer  move; 
The  I/>nl  iff  ffood  to  nil  lYiai  live, 
And  all  his  lender  men-y  pn»vc. 

Thy  works.  O  (kxl,  thv  prnme  proclaim; 
The  mints  thy  woniln>ii«<  liiNtU  nhall  sing 
Kxtol  thy  pr>wer.  nn<l  to  itiv  iinme 
Homage  from  every  nation  hnng. 

Glorious  in  majesty  ort  Tho'i  ; 
Thy  thn»ne  lor  ever  sluill  riulnre; 
Angela  before  thy  fJiolK'oDJ  Niw, 
Yet  dost  Thou  not  d(>»pit<(>  ilie  poor. 

The  T>o!^I  upholdeth  the  •.  that  fall; 
He  rai^eth  men  of  low  ili»"r<««; 
O  (i<kI,  our  health,  the  eyes  of  all. 
Of  all  the  living,  wait  on  Thoe. 

Tlion  ojieiiest  thine  exha"s»!rsM  store. 
And  raine^t  fixnl  on  e%erv  l-ind  ; 
The  dumb  creation  Thcc  nil«!re. 
And  eat  their  (lortion  from  ihy  hand. 
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Bin,  BMit  indebted,  BMit  ingimts^ 
Man  only,  is  a  rebel  here ; 
TMch  him  to  know  lliae,  ere  too  late; 
Teach  him  V>  lore  Thee^  and  to  Aar. 


PSALM  CXLVm. 

Hkrauw  of  creatioo  eiy, 
»Pmiw  the  Lord,  the  Lord  mort  hi|^; 
HeaTon  and  eardi,  obey  the  call, 
PkaiM  the  Lord,  the  Lord  of  alL 

For  He  apake,  and  ftrih  fion  night 
Spnmf  the  muTene  to  light; 
He  eoBmandedr— Nature  heard. 
And  itood  ftet  apon  hit  word* 


Vnim  Hfai,  an  ye  hoila  aboYe> 
fljpbte  paAetad  In  k»?e ; 

id  HM»,  fDor  ^oioee  ndie, 
ye  Hh^  fDor  Makei^i  piaiae. 


Btt4w  fion  an  Ibj  deptta  below, 
OMiifi  hnllalqiiha  towi 
fjl^^tidii^  v^Niri  wlndt  and 
and  a0ir»  hie  wD|  peiftnn. 


Valea  and  moimtaini,  bant  In 
RiTeiB,  rott  with  praiee  along; 
Clap  your  hande,  y  treea,  and  hatt 
God,  who  eoaea  hi  eferjr  galOi 


S 


Birdi,  on  wingi  of  rapture,  eoar. 
Warble  at  hie  teniple4o(p; 
JdyfiU  aoondi,  fiom  herde  and  floeki^ 
Edio  back,  ye  cavei  and  locka* 


Kingii,  your  Sovereign  aenre  with 
Jodgea,  own  hia  righteooi  law ; 
Princflo,  wonhip  Hun  with  fear; 
Bow  the  knee,  aU  people  here. 


Let  hia  troth  by  babee  be  toU, 
And  hit  wooderi  by  the  old ; 
Toutha  and  maidem,  in  your  prime 
Learn  the  layi  of  heaTon  betime. 

Hi|^  above  aU  height  hia  ihroneb 
Eioellent  hit  name  alone; 
Him  let  aU  hia  worfca  oonftm ; 
Bjmleterery  being  Uem. 


sne  ^iicati  3MdUitar. 


PREFACE. 


The  lubject  of  this  Pbem  was  suggested  by  a 
pasnge  in  Captain  Flinders's  Voyage,  to  Terra  Aos- 
tialis.  Describing  one  of  those  namerons  gulls  whidi 
indent  the  coast  of  New  Holland,  and  are  thickly 
spotted  with  small  islands,  he  says : — **  Upon  two  of 
these  we  found  many  young  Pelicans  unable  to  fly. 
Flocks  of  the  old  birds  were  sitting  upon  the  beaches 
of  the  lagoon,  and  it  appeared  that  the  islands  were 
their  breeding-places ;  not  only  so,  but,  fiom  the  num- 
ber of  skeletons  and  bones  there  scattered,  it  should 
seem  that  for  ages  these  had  been  selected  for  the 
closing  scene  of  their  existence.  Certainly,  none  more 
likely  to  be  free  from  disturbance  of  every  kind  could 
have  been  chosen,  than  these  islets  of  a  hidden  lap 
goon  of  an  uninbabitod  island  [called  by  Captain  F. 
Kangaiuo  Island],  situate  upon  an  unknown  coast, 
near  the  antipodes  of  Europe ;  nor  can  anjrthing  be 
more  consonant  lo  their  feelings,  if  Pelicans  have  any, 
than  quietly  to  resign  their  breath,  surrounded  by 
their  progeny,  and  in  the  same  spot  where  they  first 
drew  it** — Captain  Flinden  viras  particularly  struck 
vrilh  the  appearance  of  one  of  those  islands,  on  the 
snr&ce  of  which  were  scattered  the  relics  of  a  great 
nomber  of  trees,  prostrated  by  sume  tremendous  storm, 
or  as  he  conjectured,  self-ignited  by  the  friction  of 
dead  branches  in  a  strong  wind.  This  fiict  (adopting 
the  former  hypothesis)  sugg«!st<Hl  the  catastrophe  de- 
acribed  at  the  close  of  the  third  Canto  of  the  Poem. 

Having  determined  not  to  encumber  his  vohime 
with  notes,  which  might  plausibly  have  been  done  to 
a  freat  extent* — and  believing,  that  those  rcoden, 


who  shaU  be  sufficiently  intarested  In  tba  pata  la 
deaire  further  knowledge  of  thesnl^eeti  jBiigiamiialy 
reviewed  in  it,  may  readily  satisfy  themaelvas  fion 
popular  books  of  voyages,  and  natural  history^ — iha 
Author  will  merely  ofihr,  in  this  place,  an  illostratioQ 
of  the  nature  of  coral  reeft,  extracted  from  CepiaiB 
Basil  Haix's  Voyagt  to  the  Uamd  tf  Loo  Oio,  in 
theChmueSea. 

"  The  examination  of  a  coral  reef  during  the  dil^ 
ferent  stages  of  one  tide,  is  particularly  interealing: 
When  the  tide  has  left  it  for  some  time,  it  beeomes 
dry,  and  appean  lo  be  a  compact  rock,  exceedingly 
hard  and  ragged ;  but  as  the  tide  rises,  snd  the  waves 
begin  to  wash  over  it,  the  coral  worms  protrude  tfaaas- 
sclves  from  holes  which  before  were  invisibla.  Thasa 
animals  an  of  a  great  variety  of  shapes  and  siaea,  and 
in  such  prodigious  numben,  that,  in  a  dmit  tiaa^  A« 
whole  sur&ce  of  the  rock  appean  to  be  alive  and  in 
motion.  The  most  common  worm  is  in  the  fern  af  a 
star,  with  arms  from  four  to  six  inches  long,  wbieh 
are  moved  about  with  a  rapid  motion  in  aU  diradlOBB^ 
probably  to  catch  food.  Othen  are  so  alaggiah,  that 
they  may  be  mistaken  for  pieces  of  the  rodt,  aad  ara 
^nerally  of  a  dark  color,  and  from  four  to  five  inches 
long,  and  two  or  three  rrMmd.  When  the  eonl  is 
broken  about  high-water  mark,  it  is  a  solid  haid  akme; 
but  if  any  pert  of  it  be  detached  at  a  spot  whick  the 
tide  reaches  every  day,  it  is  found  to  be  fuU  of  worbb 
of  difllerent  tenths  and  colon,  some  being  as  fine  as 
a  thread  and  se^'eral  feet  lung,  of  a  bright  yellow 
and  soraetimcs  of  a  blue  oilor ;  othen  i 
and  w>me  are  not  unlike  |obsten  in 
and  not  above  two  inches  long. 

**  The  growth  of  coral  appears  to 
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k  BO  loBfw  ciiNiMd  to  A«  wadiing  of  dbe  tHu 
Xham  ■  reef  ifait  in  dbe  ftm  of  a  esnliflowcr,  till  ill 
IqibMtuntd  Om  leral  of  Um  hi^i«t  tidti,  abmre 
n&ich  tJbB  warm  hat  no  power  to  advanooi  nd  tlio 
icof  of  eomw  no  loQgor  extendi  itnlf  upwnrch.  The 
other  pniti  in  ■iicr—hin  jr—ch  the  wirfiipMBii  there 
etop,  filming  in  line  ft  level  field  with  steep  adeo  all 
voimd.  Tile  reeC  however,  continiiftUy  incraee0O,and 
beinf  prevented  fion  growing  higher,  entende  itwlf 
ieterelly  in  all  directioiM.  But  the  growth  being  ae 
rapid  at  the  apper  edge  ae  it  ii  lower  down,  the  iteep> 
mm  of  the  lace  of  the  reef  ie  etill  preierved.  TheM 
are  the  dreamrtuieei  which  render  coial  leaft 
dangeww  in  navigation ;  fiir,  in  the.  firrt  plaoo^  they 
are  aeidoai  eeen  above  the  vrater;  and.  in  the  next, 
their  adee  are  lo  tteep,  that  a  ihip*!  bow  majr  itrike 
againtt  the  rock  belbre  any  change  of  wnndingi  hat 
given  warning  of  the  danger." 

With  theee  brief  quotation!  to  explain  the  two 
vincipal  cirranetanoei  on  which  the  poem  ia  found- 
ad.  the  Author  abandont  his  **  Pelican  Island"  to  the 
jwlgiaenl  of  the  public,  having  no  hope  to  cc 
^vor  by  apology  or  vindication,  when  he  has  pain- 
fUly  felt  that  both  would  be  neceiHiy.if  the 

of  his  work  did  not  wholly  depend  on  the 
in  which  it  has  been  executed.  He  only  v^ 
qaesa  the  leader  to  be^  in  mind,  that  the  nanailTe 
h  enppoeed  to  be  deliversd  by  the  imiginary  being 
■es  the  series  of  eventi,  tffkr  the  whole 
happened,  and  who  therefore  describes  them  in 

language,  and  vrith  such  iUustrstinm^  as  the 
kaswiedfe  which  he  lAea  possessed  enabled  him  to 
■ae.  whether  he  be  identified  with  the  Author,  or 
(if  the  latter  will  so  for  condescend)  with  the  reader 
himaflf.  aa  spectator,  actor,  thinker,  in 
fade  of 
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CANTO  I. 

METiiOCNaiiT  I  lived  through  ages,  and  beheld 
llieir  goierations  pass  so  swiAly  by  me, 
Ttat  yorfve  were  moments  in  their  flight,  and  hours 
7^  sesnas  of  crowded  centuries  reveai'd ; 
While  TbM.  Lifo,  Death,  the  world's  great  actors 

dianges : — these  I  sing. 


flilf •  sun.  and  sea,  were  all  the  universe ; 
The  sky,  one  blue  interminable  arch. 
Without  a  breeae,  a  wing,  a  cloud;  the  sun 
fcle  in  the  finmment,  but  in  the  deep 
Redoubled ;  where  the  circle  of  the  sea. 
Invisible  wifh  calmness,  seemM  to  lie 
Within  the  hollow  of  a  lower  heaven. 


I  vrse  a  Spirit  in  the  midst  of  those. 
An  eye.  car.  thought ;  existrnoe  wtm  er\)oyment ; 
light  was  an  element  of  life,  and  air 
"nie  doihiipg  of  my  inoorporeal  form, — 
A  Isr*  impalpable  to  mortal  touch. 


And  volatile  as  finsgnnoe  fiom  the  flowar» 

Or  music  in  the  woodlands.    What  the  soul 

Can  make  itself  at  pleasure,  that  I  ww; 

A  child  in  foaling  end  imsgination, 

Lsaming  new  lemons  still,  as  Mature  wiwiglit 

Her  wooden  in  my  presence.    All  I  saw, 

(Like  Adam  when  he  w^aik*d  in  FhradkeX 

I  knew  and  named  by  secret  intuition. 

Actor,  spectator,  suflbrer,  each  in  turn, 

I  mnged,  expkimd,  reflected.    Now  I  aail'd. 

And  now  I  soar*d ;  anon  expanding,  seam'd 

Diffused  into  immensily,  yet  bound 

Within  a  space  too  narrow  for  desira: 

The  mind,  the  mind  perpetual  thomes  nasi  Im 

Perpetual  power  impel,  and  hope  alloNk 

I  and  the  silent  sun  were  hero  alone^ 

But  not  companions ;  high  and  hri|^  ha  haU 

His  course;  I  gaaed  with 

Then  ail  communion  ended ;  md  I  mfjk^ 

In  lonelinem  unutiembia  S|gh^ 

To  icel  myself  a  wanderer  wilhont  ali^ 

An  eiile  amidst  splendid 

A  prisoner  with  infiui^ 


The  sun  descended,  dippM,  and  dkappaafd; 
Then  sky  and  sea  wen  all  the  nBiv«Ba» 
And  I  the  only  being  fai  existence! 
So  thought  I,  and  the  thon^  like  Sea  and  fab 
Went  fieexing,  huming^  withering  tkwiHwg  tfuv^ 


Annihilatian  then  had  been  delivaianeeb 

While  that  eternity  of  solitude 

Lay  on  my  heart,  hard  struggling  to  break  fiee^ 

As  fiom  a  dream,  when  mountains  prem  the  sleeptr 

Darknees,  meenwhile,  disguised  in  twilight,  crap 
O'er  air  and  ocean ;  drearier  gloom  involved 
My  fointii^  senses,  till  a  sudden  ray 
Of  pensile  lustre  sparkled  from  the  west  i 
I  flew  to  meet  it,  but  drew  never  nearer. 
While,  vanishing  and  reappeering  oft. 
At  length  it  trembled  out  into  a  star. 
My  soul  revived,  and  could  I  then  have  wept 
(Methought  I  did)  with  tears  of  fond  delight, 
How  had  I  haiKd  the  gentle  apparition. 
As  second  lifo  to  me ;  so  sweetly  welcome 
The  fointest  semMance  of  society. 
Though  hut  a  point  to  rest  the  eye  upon. 
To  him  who  hath  been  utterly  bereaved ! 
— Star  after  star,  from  some  unseen  sbym 
Came  through  the  sky,  like  thoufshfs  into  the  netA 
We  know  not  whence ;  till  all  the  firmament 
Was  ihrong'd  with  ronstellstionm  and  the  tea 
Strown  with  their  images.    Amidst  a  sphere 
Of  twinkling  lights,  like  living  eyes,  that  kx>k*d 
At  once  on  me  from  every  side,  I  stood 
(Motion  and  rest  with  me  were  mere  volition). 
Myself  perhaps  a  star  smonv  the  rest ! 
But  here  again  I  found  no  fellowship ; 
Sight  could  not  reach,  nor  keenest  thouglit  conceiTa 
Their  nature  or  their  ofllces.    To  me 
lliey  were  but  what  they  soem*d,  and  yet  I  felt 
They  must  be  more :  the  mind  hath  no  horimv 
It  looks  beyond  the  eye.  snd  neeks  for  mind 
In  all  it  sees,  or  all  it  sees  o'emiling. 


Low  in  the  eai>t,  ere  long,  the  morning  dawn 
Shot  upward,  ouwanJ,  and  around  the  pole, 
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WitH  mnawf  glimptM  tniTening  the  ihada: 
iiii^t'i  Innn,  ai  they  had  kiiidled  one  hy  ane. 
Now  one  by  one  withdraw,  rareriing  order, 
Whoio  tboM  that  came  the  laieat,  earlieat  want: 
Day  nae  triumphant,  and  again  to  me 
Sky,  eon,  and  aea,  were  all  the  oniTene ; 
But  ah!  the  glory  had  departed,  and  I  kng'd 
For  KMne  ontried  TidaBtade : — it  came. 


A  hreeie  apiang  iip^  and  with  careering  wing 
Flay'd  like  an  unaeen  being  on  the  water. 
Slowly  from  dumber  woke  the  onwilling  mafai. 
Culling  and  mnrmnring,  till  the  infiuDt  vravea 
Laai^d  on  hii  lap,  and  laugfa*d  in  air  and  aontUnez 
Than  all  waa  bright  and  beautiful  emotion. 
And  Bweet  aocoidanoe  of  aoaorrant  aonnda. 
I  fth  the  gay  delirinm  of  the  acene; 
I  ftlt  the  breeie  and  biltow  chaae  eadi  other, 
like  bomding  pataaa  in  my  human  veina : 
For.  though  impaariva  to  the  eleroenia. 
The  ftrm  I  woro  waa  e»|Qiaiely  toned 
To  Natoi«*b  ayiapothiei;  JOT*  ^^>  l>(>P^»  aoriow 
(Aa  thoogh  I  yet  wme  hi  the  body)  moved, 
filatad,  abook.  or  tmnqiiilliaad  ray  aouL 

Thn  pam'd  the  dqr  i  night  ftlbw'd,  deek'd  with 


rnmmierable,  and  the  pale  new  moon. 
Beneath  her  ieet,  a  aUgfat  inYoited  creaceni,     ^ 
tSouD  diMnwaring. 

"nme  flew  on,  and  brought 
Alternate  mom  and  ere.   The  aun,  the  atari. 
Hie  moon  thiough  ail  her  phawa,  waxing,  waning; 
The  pianola  aeeking  reit,  and  finding  none, 
^TheM  were  the  only  objects  in  mine  eye. 
The  aNistAnt  burthen  of  my  thought!,  perplex*d 
With  vain  coi\jecturea  why  ihey  were  created. 

Once,  at  high  noon,  amidst  a  lultry  calm. 
Looking  around  for  comibrt,  I  doicried. 
Far  on  the  green  horizon's  utmost  verge, 
A  wreath  of  cloud ;  to  me  a  glad  discovery. 
For  each  new  image  sprang  a  new  idea. 
The  germ  of  thoughts  to  come,  that  could  not  die. 
The  little  vapor  rapidly  expanded. 
Lowering  and  thickening  till  it  hid  the  sun. 
And  threw  a  siarlens  night  upon  the  sea. 
Eagerly,  tremblingly,  I  watchM  the  end. 
Faint  gleamM  the  lightning,  ibilow'd  by  no  peal ; 
Dreary  and  hollow  moans  foretold  a  gale ; 
Nor  long  the  issue  tarried ;  then  the  wind, 
Unprison'd,  blew  its  trumpet  loud  and  shrill ; 
Out  flanh'd  ihp  lightnings  gloriously ;  the  rain 
Came  down  like  music,  and  the  full-toned  thunder 
Roird  in  firrand  tinrinony  throughout  high  heaven : 
Till  ocean,  hronking  from  his  black  supinenesa, 
Prown'd  in  his  own  stupendous  uproar  all 
The  voif'CMi  of  the  slorm  beside ;  meanwhile 
A  war  of  mountains  raged  U|xm  his  surface ; 
Mountains  each  other  swallowing,  and  again 
NfW  AI{M  aiul  Andes,  from  unfnthom'd  valleys 
Upstarting,  join 'd  the  battle;  like  those  sons 
Of  Knrth. — giants,  rebounding  as  new-hom 
From  every  fitll  on  tl»eir  unwearied  nnither. 
I  glow'd  with  all  the  rapture  of  the  strife: 
B^net*th  woi*  one  wild  whiri  of  foaming  siirges ; 


Abovo  the  amy  ofhi^tiifaigi,  like  the 
Of  ehembim,  wide  bnndnh'dt  Id  vepal 
Aggraanon  fliMn  heaven^  gatoa;  Iheir 
Qoeoeh'd  momeptarily  in  the  vaat  abfM. 


TIm  Toiee  of  Hhn  who  walka  vpoo  Iho  wW» 
And  aeti  hia  throne  upon  the  floods,  rabahod 
The  headkng  tempaat  m  ila  rakl-auoert 
And  tom'd  its  honua  to  maguifioaiioeu 
The  evening  eon  broke  throogh  the  enbafllod 
And  threw  round  aky  and  aco,  aa  by 
A  radiant  giidlo,  binding  them  to  pence, 
In*tha  fiill  rainbow^  hamooy  of  beaBa; 
No  brilliant  fiagment,  bnt  one  aevenflM  cMa^ 
Tliat  apann'd  the  hof^oa,  meted  oat  the  hen* 
And  oiideriirch*d  the  ocean.   Twaaaaeena, 
That  left  itaelf  fiv  erer  on  my  mmd. 

Night,  silent,  oool,  tranaparent,  crown*d  the  day; 
The  aky  receded  further  into  fepaoe. 
Hie  staia  came  lower  down  to  meet  the  eye. 
Till  the  whole  hemiaphere,  aKve  with  Hgfa^ 
Tirinkled  fiom  eaat  to  weat  by  one  iwant 
Hie  conatellationa  roond  the  aictie  pole, 
Tliat  nerer  aei  to  na,  here  acareeiy  naa^ 
Bat  in  their  stead,  Orion  thioogh  the  aoilh 
Pnraoed  the  Pleiads ;  fifarina,  with  hia  keow 
Quick  adntillatkms,  m  the  aeniih  reign'd. 
The  aonth  nnveil'd  its  glories  j — there,  the  WoK 
With  tym  of  lightnuig,  watch'd  the  Cenfaor^ 
Through  the  clear  hyaline,  the  Ship  of  Hani 
Came  sailing  from  eternity ;  the  Dove, 
On  silver  pinkms,  wing*d  her  peaoefnl  way; 
There,  at  the  Ibotstool  of  Jehorah'a  Araoe, 
The  Altar,  kindled  from  His  presence,  blaaed; 
There,  too.  all  else  excelling,  meekly  shone 
The  Cross,  the  symbol  of  redeeming  love : 
The  Heavens  declared  the  glory  of  the  Lord. 
The  firmament  displayed  his  handy-woriL 

With  scarce  inferior  lustre  gleam'd  the  aea. 
Whose  vraves  were  spangled  niith  phoaphoric  fire. 
As  though  the  lightnings  there  had  spent  their 
And  lefi  the  fragments  glittering  on  the  field. 


Next  mom,  in  mockery  of  a  storm,  the 
And  watera  skirmish'd ;  bubble-armiea  Ibagfat 
Millions  of  battles  on  the  crested  surges. 
And  where  they  fell,  all  covered  with  their  gloiy. 
Traced,  in  while  foam  on  the  cerulean  main. 
Paths,  like  the  milky.way  among  the  ataia. 

CharmM  with  the  spectacle,  yet  deeply  loQch*d 
With  a  forlorn  and  not  untender  feeling-^ 
"  Why,'*  said  my  thoughts  within  me,  **  why  thii  waa 
Of  loveliness  and  grandeur  unei^*d  f 
Is  there  no  life  throughout  this  fiiir  exiateoee  ff 
Sky,  sun,  and  sea,  the  moon,  the  stars,  the 
Wind,  lightning,  thunder,  are  but  miniateiB ; 
They  know  not  what  they  are,  nor  what  they  do 
O  Ibr  tho  beings  for  whom  these  wore  made!** 

Light  as  a  flake  of  foam  npon  the  wind. 
Keel  upward  from  the  deep  emerged  a  shell 
Shaped  like  the  moon  ere  half  her  horn  ia  filTd, 
Fraught  with  young  life,  it  righted  aa  it  raaa. 
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■t  i«BI  along  dM  jMdIag  ^mer. 
TiM  mtlw  pilot  of  lUi  little  bvk 
Pm  oat  o  tfor  of  oon  on  eithor  ode, 
Spnodlotho  unflini  broon  a  two4uUI  Mil, 
And  mowHwl  np  and  gtidod  down  tho  billow 
In  hoppy  fl«edoni,  plwiiod  tt>  feel  tho  air. 
And  wuidor  in  the  lunuj  of  light 
Wortk  nil  the  dead  ocatioa,  in  that  boor, 
IVi  me  appear*d  thii  kmely  Naotiloi, 
My  feUow-being.  like  myself  tdhe, 
Eniranrod  in  contemplation  vagne  jret  iweeC, 
I  walefaM  iiB  vagrant  eoone  and  rippling  waki^ 
Till  I  fiMgot  the  nn  amidit  the  heavem. 

It  doted,  rank, dwindled  to  a  point,  then  nothing; 
While  the  loot  babble  crown'd  the  dimplii^  eddy. 
Thioagh  orhich  mine  eye  itill  giddily  pamtrnd  it; 
A  joyow  oeatnie  Tanlted  thnmgh  the  airr— 
Tha  Mpiring  Aril  that  ftin  woold  be  a  biid. 
On  long  Ught  winp,  that  drnig  a  diamond  ihowor 
Of  dew-drops  round  its  evanfocent  fiirm. 
Sprang  into  light,  and  imtantly  deorended. 
Ere  I  eoold  greet  the  etmnger  ae  a  friend* 
Or  moam  hie  quick  depaiture^— <m  the  raige, 
A  ihoal  of  Dblphini,  tumbling  in  wild  glee, 
GlewM  with  euch  orient  tinti,  they  mif^  hoTo  been 
Ttw  rainbow*!  olftpnng,  when  it  met  the  ocean 
In  that  leeplendent  rition  I  had  eeen. 
While  yet  in  eotacy  I  hung  o'er  theee. 
With  etety  motion  pouring  out  fresh  beantiee, 
Ae  thoagh  tho  oonociooe  cdon  came  and  went 
At  plearare.  gloiying  in  their  rabUe  dmngetr^ 
Enomoae  o'er  the  flood.  Leviathan 
I^nk*d  fiirlh.  and  fiuro  his  roaring  nostrils  sent 
Two  Ibtintains  to  the  sky,  then  plunged  amain 
In  headlong  postime  through  the  closing  gulf. 

IVve  were  out  preludes  to  the  revelry 
ThAt  retgn*d  at  sun-set :  then  the  deep  let  loose 
I  to  Uiihe  adventurera  to  sport  at  large. 
As  kindly  instinct  taught  them ;  hiKiynnt  shells, 
On  stormlen  %-o%*ages,  in  fleets  or  i«infl:le, 
Wlierricd  their  tiny  mariners ;  alooC 
On  wing-like  fins,  in  hiiw-4ind-orniw  figures. 
The  flying  fishes  darted  to  and  fro ; 
While  spouting  Whales  projeclcd  outcry  columns. 
That  tum*d  to  arrhrs  at  their  height,  and  seem*d 
The  skeletfins  of  crystal  palaces, 
&iih  on  the  blue  expanse,  then  perishing, 
Fiail  aa  the  element  wliieh  they  were  mode  of: 
Dblphins,  in  gambols,  lent  the  lucid  brine 
Hoes  richer  than  the  canopy  of  eve, 
That  overhung  the  scene  with  gorgeous  clouds, 
Decaying  into  gloom  more  beautiful 
Than  the  sun's  gulden  liveries  which  they  lost : 
Till  light  that  hides,  and  darknem  that  reveals 
The  Stan,— etchanging  guani,  like  sentinels 
Of  day  and  night,— trsnsibrro'd  the  face  of  nature : 
Above  was  wakefilness,  silence  around, 
Bnteath,  repose^ — repose  that  rrncHM  e%-en  me. 
Power,  will,  sensation,  memory,  (ail'd  in  turn ; 
Mv  very  essence  seem*d  to  pan  away, 
like  a  thin  cloud  that  melts  ncrran  the  moon, 
Lmt  ia  the  blue  immensity  of  heaven. 


CANTO  n. 


LiFi*!  inieimitting  poba  again  wmit  on: 
I  woke  anudst  the  beanty  of  a  moin, 
Tliat  ahooe  as  bright  within  ma  as  around. 
The  presenee-diamber  of  the  soul  was  full 
Of  flitting  images  and  rapturoos  thoughla; 
For  eye  and  mind  were  open'd  to  eipkire 
The  secrets  of  the  abym  erewhile  oonoeal'd. 
The  floor  of  ocean,  never  trod  by  pnui. 
Was  visible  to  me  aa  heaven*s  round  rooC 
Which  man  hath  jiever  looch*d ;  the  mnliitnda 
Of  living  things,  in  that  new  hemisphere, 
Gleam*d  out  of  darkness,  like  the  slan  at  midniglif. 
When  moon  nor  douds,  with  light  or  shades  obecnta 

them. 
Fbr,  as  in  hollows  of  the  tide-wom  reeC 
Left  at  low  water  glistening  in  the  sun. 
Pellucid  pools,  and  rocks  in  miniatnra, 
With  their  small  fry  of  firiiee,  crnsied  MOt. 
Rich  moasee,  tree-like  sea-weed,  sparkling  pebble^ 
Enchant  the  eye,  and  tempi  the  eagm  hand 
To  violate  the  fairy  paradise, 
—So  to  my  view  the  deep  disclosed  its  wonders. 

In  the  flee  element  beneath  me  swam, 
FkMuider'd,  and  dived,  in  play,  in  ehase^  in  bottkb 
Fishes  of  every  color,  flirm,  and  kind, 
(Strange  fimns,  reeplendent  ookm,  kinds  unnnmbei^il}. 
Which  hinguage  cannot  paint,  and  mariner 
Hath  never  seen ;  from  dread  Leviathan 
To  inoect  millions  peopling  every  wa%-e ; 
And  nameless  tribes,  half-plant,  halfanimah 
Rooted  and  slomberii^  through  a  dream  of  liftu 
The  livelier  inmates  to  the  surfiice  sprang. 
To  taste  the  freshness  of  heaven's  breath,  and  fed 
That  light  is  pleasant,  and  the  sun4ieam  warm. 
Most  in  the  middle  region  sought  their  prey. 
Safety,  or  pastime ;  solitary  some. 
And  some  in  pairs  afifcctiunately  join*d ; 
Others  in  shoals  immense,  like  floating  islands. 
Led  by  mysterious  instinct  throu^  tlmt  wasto 
And  trackless  region,  though  on  every  side 
Asmulted  by  %*oracious  enemies, 
— ^Whales,  sharks,  and  monsten,  arm*d  in  front  or  jaw 
With  swords,  saws,  spral  horns,  or  hooked  fangs. 
While  ra%'ening  Death  of  slaughter  ne'er  grew  weary 
Lifo  multiplied  tho  immortal  meal  as  fast. 
War,  recklcsR,  univcraal  war,  prei-aird ; 
All  were  devourers,  all  in  turn  devoured ; 
Yet  every  unit  in  tho  uncounted  sum 
Of  victims  had  its  share  of  bliss,  its  pang. 
And  hut  a  pang,  of  dissolution ;  each 
Was  happy  till  its  moment  came,  and  then 
Its  fint,  last  suflTering,  imfbreseen,  unirar'd, 
Ckised,  with  one  struggle,  pain  and  life  fbr  ever 
So,  He  onlain'd,  whose  way  is  in  the  sea. 
His  path  amidst  great  waters,  and  his  steps 
ITnkiMwn ; — whose  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep 
Where  plummet  of  Archangpl's  intellect 
Could  never  yet  find  soundings,  but  from  age 
To  age  let  down.  dmwD  up,  then  thrown  again. 
With  lengthen *d  lino  nn«l  added  weight,  still  fiiib 
And  still  tlie  cry  in  IIcHven  is,  **0^  the  depth!** 

2-j 


M 


MONTGOMERTS  POETICAL  WORKa 


Thus,  while  bewildered  with  delight  I  gued 
On  life  in  every  ihape  it  here  tammed, 
Ckmgenial  feeling  made  me  follow  it. 
And  try  to  be  whale^'er  1  beheld : 
By  mental  tmnimigration  thui  I  paas'd 
Through  many  a  body,  and  in  each  a«ay'd 
New  instincta,  power*,  enjoyments,  death  itself; 
Till,  weary  with  the  &nciful  punuit, 
I  started  from  that  idle  reverie. 
Then  grew  my  heart  more  desolate  than  ever ; 
Here  had  I  found  the  bemgs  which  I  sought, 
—Beings  for  whom  the  universe  was  mode, 
Yet  none  of  kindred  with  myself.     In  vain 
I  strove  to  waken  sympathy  in  breasts 
Cold  IIS  the  element  in  which  they  moved. 
And  inaccessible  to  fellowship 
With  me,  as  sun  and  stars,  as  winds  and  vapors : 
Sense  had  they,  but  no  more  ;  mind  was  not  there. 
They  roam'd,  they  fed,  they  slept ;  they  died,  and  left 
Race  afler  race,  to  roam,  feed,  sleep,  then  die. 
And  leave  their  like  through  endless  generation ; 
— Incossant  change  of  acton,  none  of  scene. 
Through  all  that  boundless  theatre  of  strife ! 
Shrinking  into  myself  again,  I  cried. 
In  bitter  disappointment* — **  Is  this  all  7" 

I  sent  a  glance  at  random  from  the  cloud. 
In  which  I  then  lay  floating  through  mid-heaven. 
To  ocean's  innermost  recess ; — iKhen  lo ! 
Another  seal  of  Nature's  book  was  open*d. 
Which  held  transported  thought  so  deep  entranced. 
Thai  Time,  though  borne  through  mightiest  revolu- 
tions, 
Seem'd,  like  the  earth  in  motion,  to  stand  still. 
The  works  of  ages  grew  beneath  mine  eye ; 
As  rapid  intellect  calls  up  evenbi. 
Combines,  compresses,  moulds  them,  with  such  power, 
Thnt,  in  a  little  page  of  memory. 
An  empire's  annals  lie, — a  notion's  fortunes 
Pam  in  review,  as  motes  through  sunbeams  pass, 
(ilistening  and  vanishing  in  quick  succession. 
Yet  each  distinct  as  though  there  were  but  one ; 
— So  thrice  a  thousand  years,  with  all  their  issues. 
Hurried  l)efore  me,  tlirough  o  gleam  of  Time, 
Between  the  clouds  of  two  etemiiies, — 
llmt  whence  they  came,  and  that  to  which  they  tended. 

Jmraeasurable  continents  beneath 
The  rx|«nnsc  of  animated  walers  lay, 
yof  Htniwn, — as  I  have  fince  diarcrn'd  the  tracks 
("^f  VJiyacreni, — with  shipwrecks  ond  their  spoils, 
Tlie  wealth  of  merchants,  the  artillery 
Of  war,  the  chains  of  cnplivo^,  and  the  gems, 
That  plow'd  upon  the  brow  of  beauty ;  crowns 
Of  monarch^,  swonls  of  heroes,  anchors  lost, 
That  never  had  lot  go  their  hold  in  storms ; 
IIelm.«.  sunk  in  port,  that  steer'd  adventurous  barks 
Round  the  wide  world ;  IxMJosof  dead  men,  that  made 
\  hidden  (lolgotha  where  they  hod  fallen, 
I'nseen,  unpepulchrcd,  hut  not  unwept 
By  lover,  friend,  relotion.  for  owny, 
liong  woitiitg  their  rrlurn  to  home  ahd  country, 
And  iroins:  down  into  their  Hithcrs'  graves 
Wiih  thfir  grey  hnim  or  youthful  lo<-kH  in  sorrow. 
To  meet  imj  more  till  9vtw  cive  up  their  dead : 
S)!i:e  too-^Jiy  tllOM^nndr■ — whom  none  living moum'd, 
None  miss'd — v.nift  in  the  universe,  the  lost 
Lorn  links  uf  kindred  chains  fur  ever  sunder'd. 


Not  such  the  spectacle  I  now  iiinrej*d  t 
No  broken  hearts  lay  here ;  no  aching  haodl. 
For  whose  vast  schemes  the  world  wraa  ooeo  loo  onA 
And  life  too  short,  in  Death's  doik  lap  found 
Beneath  the  unresting  nave  .* — but  akeletoni 
Of  Whales  and  Krakens  here  and  there  were  i 
The  prey  when  dead  of  tribes,  their  )<rey  when  living t 
And,  seen  by  glimfises,  but  awakening  though 
Too  sad  for  uttereni*er— relics  huge  and  atrangc 
Of  the  old  H-orld  that  perish'd  by  the  flood. 
Kept  imder  chains  of  dafkness  till  the  judgment 
— Save  these,  lay  ocean's  bed,  as  from  the  hand 
Of  its  Creator,  hollow 'd  and  prepared 
For  his  unfothomable  counsels  there. 
To  work  slow  miracles  of  power  divine. 
From  century  to  century « — nor  less 
Incomprehensible  than  heaven  and  earth 
Form'd  in  six  da>'s  by  His  commanding  woid. 
With  God  a  thousand  yean  are  as  one  day ; 
He  in  one  day  can  sum  a  thousaiKi  yean : 
All  acts  with  Him  ate  equal ;  for  no  ncMV 
It  costs  Omnipotence  to  boik)  a  world. 
And  set  a  sun  amklst  the  firmament. 
Than  mould  a  dew-drop,  and  light  up  ita 


This  was  the  landscape  stretcVd  beneath  the  flood 
— Rocks,  branching  out  like  chains  of  Alpine  nioii» 

tains; 
Gulfs  inter\-ening.  sandy  T^ildemesses, 
Forests  of  growth  enormous,  caverns,  shoob ; 
Fountains  u^wpringing,  hot  and  cold,  and  freah 
And  bitter,  as  on  land ;  %'olcanic  fires 
Fiercely  out-flashing  from  earth's  centml  heart. 
Nor  soon  exiinguish'd  by  the  nish  of  waten 
Down  the  rent  crater  to  the  unknown  ahyaa 
Of  Nature's  loborotor}',  where  kIio  hides 
Her  deeds  from  every  eye  except  her  Maker's : 
— Such  were  the  scenes  which  ocean  open'd  to  ma 
Mysterious  regions,  the  recluse  abode 
Of  unopprooclmble  inhabitants. 
That  dwelt  in  everlasting  darkness  there. 
Unheard  by  them  the  roaring  of  the  wind. 
The  elostic  motion  of  the  wave  unfelt ; 
Still  life  was  theira,  well-plcosing  to  themselves 
Nor  yet  uuuseful,  as  my  sung  feludl  show. 

Here,  on  a  stony  eminence,  that  stood. 
Girt  with  inferior  ridges,  at  the  {xiint. 
Where  light  and  darknen  meet  in  spectral  gloonu 
Midway  between  the  height  and  depth  of 
I  mork'd  a  whirl |x)ol  in  i)erpetual  play. 
As  though  the  mountain  were  itself  alive. 
And  catching  prey  on  every  side,  with  feelen 
Countless  as  sunbeams,  slight  as  goesomer ; 
Ere  long  transfigured,  each  fine  fdm  became 
An  independent  creature,  self-employ *d, 
Yet  but  an  agent  in  one  common  work. 
The  sum  of  all  their  individual  labors. 
Shapeless  they  seem'd,  but  eiHlless  shapee 
F.longate<l  like  worm^  they  wri!hed  and  shrunk 
Their  tortuous  bodies  to  gn>fi*sque  dimensions; 
Cumpress'd  like  wedges,  radiate<l  like  stars. 
Branching  like  sea-wee<l,  whirl'd  in  dazzling  rin^< 
Subtle  oimI  variable  nn  flickering  finmes, 
Siffht  could  not  trace  their  evanescent  changes 
Nor  comprehend  their  nwtiona,  till  mmute 
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TbihiiBf  lilyrin^i    wfwiPi  evwy  one, 

fif  imfeMt  luiibi.  ptfffcm'd  its  Uttlt  tMki 

— Td  boOd  Hi  diNlUiv  and  ita  Mpuldim. 

FkMi  in  otm  oMMi  «B|iikitely  modtU'd; 

Than  biwd,  nd  dis,  and  leave  a  proftny. 

Still  lOTlir'^*^  beyond  A«  reach  of  nmnbanb 

Tb  fiaae  new  ealli  and  tonbe;  then  bread  vA  dia 

Ae  aU  Ihalr  anoMloia  bad  dooer-and  lael, 

Henaeiieanf  eealU  each  in  iia  dirine» 

A  eialna  m  tUe  temple  of  obliYion ! 

Millione  of  naUioni  thue,  fitmi  age  to  aga^ 

With  aaplcrt  doll,  and  loU  unweeriaUe. 

No  BoeMnt  end  no  lovenient  iiniai|voved» 

I^kiline  on  Unoi  on  tenaoe  terface  epiead, 

TeeweU  the  haightening,brightenang  find  vd  Buood, 

Bf  iMiraUoai  itrnctnra  dimfainf  lowaide  the  dagr* 

fiaeh  wioaghc  alone,  jrec  ell  iqgeCfaer,  wioogh^ 

IJnooneekMe,  not  vkworthj,  initniineni^ 

Bf  which  a  hand  invinble  wae  fearing 

A  new  ciealion  in  the  eecret  deepi 

Onnipocenoe  wnwiht  in  them,  with  them,  hf  dimai 

OeoM  what  Omnipotence  alone  eoold  do 

Wonwdid.    I  taw  the  UTuig  pUe  Moend, 

The  manmieam  of  ili  arehitecte. 

Still  dying  npwaidi  ae  their  laboiB  cloeedi 

Slnne  the  meterial.  but  the  elime  wae  tnm'd 

Tb  adeaani.  b]r  their  petriiio  touch; 

Frul  were  their  fiameib  ephemeral  their  lively 

Their  nMoniy  imperiihabla.    AU 

life'e  needfcd  fonctioai,  feod,  eieiiion.  Met, 

Bf  niee  econoaqr  of  Ptovidenoe 

Were  overruled  to  cany  on  the  procem. 

Which  oat  of  water  binight  fiifth  eohd  rock. 

Atom  by  atom  thai  the  burthen  grew. 
Even  lihe  an  iniant  in  the  womb^  till  Time 
IVliver'd  ocean  of  that  monitroui  birth, 
—A  coral  iaiend,  itretching  eeet  and  wett. 
In  God*a  own  Unguage  to  its  parent  eaying, 
**  Thiw  frr.  nor  fiuihcr,  thalt  thou  go ;  and  here 
Shell  thy  pfoud  waves  be  stayed :"— A  point  at  firrt 
it  peeff'd  above  those  waves ;  a  point  so  small, 
I  just  pero««'ed  it,  fix'd  where  all  was  Boating ; 
And  wh«i  a  bubble  cross'd  it,  the  blue  film 
Ripanded  like  a  sky  above  the  speck  \ 
TytBt  speck  became  a  hand-breadth;  day  and  night 
It  spread,  accumulated,  and  ere  long 
Pkvwented  to  my  view  a  daxxling  plain. 
While  as  the  moon  amid  the  sapphire  sea ; 
Bare  at  low  water,  and  as  still  as  death, 
Bm  when  the  tide  came  gurgling  o'er  the  surfiioeb 
T  was  like  a  resurrection  of  the  dead : 
From  graves  innumemUe,  punctures  fine 
In  the  close  coral,  capillary  swarms 
Of  reptiles,  horrent  as  Medusa's  snakes. 
Covered  the  bald-pate  reef;  then  all  was  liie. 
And  indefrtigable  industry ; 
The  artisans  m'ere  twisting  to  and  fro. 
In  idle-seeming  convolutions ;  yet 
They  never  vanish'd  with  the  ebbing  surge. 
Till  pellicle  on  pellicle,  and  layer 
On  layer,  was  added  to  the  growing  mass. 
Ers  hong  tlie  reef  o*ertopt  the  spring-fUmd's  height, 
And  mock*d  the  billows  when  they  leapt  upon  it, 
VmbU  to  maintain  their  slip}icry  bold, 


And  fldling  down  fat  ftami^araaAa  roand  te 
Steep  were  the  flanks,  with  preeipicee  ihaipb 
Deaeending  to  their  base  in  oeean-glooai. 
Cbesms-few,  and  naimw,  and  impilar, 
Foim'd  harboi%  nfii  aft  once  and  perilooiy— 
SiA  ftr  defence*  but  perikme  to  enter. 
A  8aa>lake  shone  amidst  the  ftsnl  Urn, 
Refleciinf  in  a  riof  ita  difll  and  cavaraik 
With  heavoB  ItMU  seen  like  a  lake  below. 


Gonpaiad  with  this  ■■— '"g  edifioe^ 
Raised  by  the  weakest  qeaturee  in  eiistendib 
What  are  A«  works  of  intellectnal  man  t 
Tftwaii^  lempleB,  palaces,  and  sepalchrta; 
Ideal  imagee  in  sculptured  fi>rms^ 
ThoQghti  hewn  in  cdumna,  or  m  dooMi  aspaadtd. 
Fanciee  through  eveiy  maae  of  bean^  sboini; 
Pride,  gratitiide,  aflbc^km  tom'd  to  marfaleb 
In  honor  of  the  living  or  the  dead ; 
What  are  they^-^ne-wrooght  mimatnree  of  ait; 
Too  eiquisite  to  bear  the  weight  of  daw. 
Which  every  mom  lets  fidl  in  peails  upon  then. 
Till  ell  their  pomp  einki  down  in  monldariDf  rdioa 
Tet  in  their  ruin  tovelier  than  their  prima! 
— Doit  in  the  belance,  atoms  in  the  gale. 
Compared  with  these  achievemenla  £b  the  dei|^ 
Ware  all  the  monumenta  of  olden  timeb 
In  days  when  there  were  giants  on  the  cartib. 
^-Babel's  stupendous  fidly,  though  it  aim'd 
To  eoale  heaven's  batilementi,  waa  but  a  toy. 
Hie  playthiag  of  the  world  in  in&ncy  >* 
Tlie  ramparts,  towen,  and  gatee  of  Babylon, 
Built  fiir  eternity^ — though,  where  they  etood. 
Ruin  itself  stands  still  tor  kck  of  woik. 
And  Desohtion  keeps  unbroken  sabbath  ^— 
Great  Babylon,  in  its  full  moon  of  empire. 
Even  when  its  "  head  of  gold  *'  was  smiuen  off 
And  fitHn  a  monarch  changed  into  a  brute ; — 
Great  Babylon  ni-as  like  a  wreath  of  sand. 
Left  by  one  tide,  and  cancell'd  by  the  next>— 
Egypt's  dread  wonders,  still  defying  Time, 
Where  cities  have  been  crumbled  into  sand. 
Scattered  by  winds  beyond  the  Libsran  desert. 
Or  meltod  down  into  the  mud  of  Mile, 
And  cast  in  tilUige  o'er  the  corn-sown  fields, 
WhereMemphisfiourish*d,and  the  Pharaohs  reign'o, 
Egypt's  grey  piles  of  hieroglyphic  grandeur. 
That  have  survived  the  language  which  they  speak 
Preserving  its  dead  emblems  to  the  eye. 
Yet  hiding  from  the  mind  what  these  reveal ; 
— ^Her  pyramids  would  be  mere  pinnacles. 
Her  giant  statues,  wrought  from  rocks  of  gianito 
But  puny  ornaments  for  such  a  pile 
As  this  stupendous  mound  of  catacoroba, 
FiU'd  with  dry  mummies  of  the  builder-worms 

Thus  &r,  with  undi\erted  thought,  and  ey» 
Inleneely  fix*d  on  oceon*s  concave  mirror, 
I  watch'd  the  process  to  its  finishing  stroke 
Then  starting  suddenly,  as  from  a  trance. 
Once  more  to  look  upon  the  blessed  sun. 
And  breathe  the  gladdening  influence  of  the  wmd 
Darkness  fell  on  mo ;  giddily  my  brain 
Whiri'd  like  a  torch  of  fire  that  seems  a  circle 
And  soon  to  me  the  univeise  was  nothina. 
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NiifB  timet  the  age  of  man  that  coral  reef 
Had  Ueach'd  beneaih  the  torrid  noon,  and  borne 
The  thunder  of  a  tbonnnd  hnrricanea, 
lUuaed  by  the  jealous  ocean,  to  repel 
That  f  trange  encroachment  on  his  old  domam. 
His  rage  was  impotent ;  his  wrath  fulfill'd 
The  counsels  of  eternal  Providence, 
And  'slablish'd  what  he  strove  to  overturn : 
For  every  tempest  threw  fresh  wrecks  upon  it; 
Sand  fiom  the  shoals,  eiuvin  fh>m  the  deep. 
Fragments  of  shells,  dead  sloughs,  sea-monsten*  bones. 
Whales  stranded  in  the  shallows,  hideous  weeds 
Hori'd  out  of  darkness  by  the  up-rooting  surges ; 
Tlieae,  with  unutterable  relics  more, 
Heap'd  the  rough  surface,  till  the  various  mass. 
By  Nature's  chemistry  combined  and  purged, 
HmI  buried  the  bare  rock  in  crumbling  mould. 
Not  unproductive,  but  fimn  time  to  time 
Impregnated  with  seeds  of  plants,  and  rife 
With  embryo  animals,  or  torpid  forms 
Of  reptiles,  shrouded  in  the  defls  of  trees. 
From  distant  lands,  with  branches,  foliage,  fiuit, 
Pluck'd  up  and  waAed  hither  by  the  flood. 
Death's  spoils,  and  life's  hid  treasures,  thus  enrich'd 
And  colonized  the  soil ;  no  particle 
Of  meanest  substance  but  in  course  was  tum'd 
To  solid  use  or  noble  ornament. 
All  seasons  were  propitious ;  every  wind. 
From  the  hot  Siroc  to  the  wet  Monsoon, 
Temper'd  the  crude  materials ;  while  heaven's  dew, 
Fell  on  the  sterile  wilderness  as  sweetly 
As  though  it  were  a  garden  of  the  Lord ; 
Nor  fell  in  vain ;  each  drop  had  its  commission. 
And  did  its  duty,  known  to  Him  who  sent  it 

Such  time  had  past,  such  changes  had  transfigured 
The  aspect  uf  that  solitary  isle. 
When  I  again  in  spirit,  oa  before, 
Assumed  mute  watch  above  it.    Slender  blades 
Of  gross  were  shooting  through  the  dark-brown  earth, 
Like  rays  of  light,  transparent  in  the  sun, 
Or  af^er  showers  with  liquid  gems  illumined; 
Fountains  through  filtering  sluices  sallied  forth, 
And  led  fertility  where'er  they  tum'd ; 
Green  herbage  graced  their  bank)*,  resplendent  flowers 
Unlock'd  their  treasures,  and  let  flow  their  fragrance. 
Thci.  insect  legions,  prank'd  with  gaudiest  hues. 
Pearl,  gold,  and  purple,  swarm'd  into  existence ; 
Minute  and  mar\'ellous  creations  these! 
Infinite  multitudes  on  every  loaf. 
In  every  drop,  by  me  discem'd  at  pleasure. 
Were  yet  too  fine  for  uncnii^hien'd  eye, 
-—Like  stars,  whose  beams  have  never  reach'd  our 

world. 
Though  science  meets  them  midwoy  in  the  heaven 
With  pryinc:  optics,  weicjlis  them  in  her  scale. 
Measures  their  orbs,  and  calculates  their  courses : — 
Rome  barely  visible,  some  pmtidly  shone. 
Like  living  jewels;  some  gn)lesqiie,  uncouth. 
And  hideous, — giants  of  a  rare  of  piirmies ; 
Tliese  bnrrow'd  in  the  ground,  and  fed  on  garbage. 
Those  lived  deliciously  on  hmiey.<lew», 
And  dwelt  in  polares  of  hlo8»jm'd  l)ells ; 
Millions  or,  millions,  wing'd,  and  plumed  in  front. 
And  arm'd  with  stings  for  vengeance  or  aasault. 


Fill'd  the  dim  atmosphere  with  horn  and  lran7; 

Children  of  light,  and  air,  and  fire,  they  aaem'dL 

Hieir  lives  all  ecstacy  and  quick  crosi  molioB. 

Thus  throve  thu  embryo  univene,  wliera  all 

That  was  to  be  was  unbegun,  or  now 

Beginning ;  every  day,  hour,  instant,  farougiit 

Its  novelty,  though  how  or  whencie  I  knew  not; 

Less  than  omniscience  ooold  not  oomprdheDd 

The  causes  of  efifecta  that  seem'd  spontaiieoai^ 

And  sprang  in  infinite  succession,  Itnk'd 

With  kindred  issues  infinite  as  they. 

For  which  almighty  skill  had  laid  the  train 

Even  in  the  elements  of  chaos, — miieoce 

The  unravelling  clew  not  for  a  moment  loat 

Hold  of  the  silent  hand  that  drew  it  ouL 

Thus  He  who  makes  and  peoples  worlds  alill  woilDi 

In  secrecy,  behind  a  veil  of  light ; 

Yet  through  that  hiding  of  his  power,  audi 

Of  glory  break  as  strike  presumption  blind. 

But  humble  and  exalt  the  humUed  soul. 

Whose  foith  the  things  invisible  discenn. 

And  God  informing,  guiding,  ruling  all  .• — 

He  speaks,  't  is  done ;  commands,  and  it  standi 

He  caJh  an  island  from  the  deep, — it  oomea ; 

Ordains  it  culture,^-soil  and  seed  are  there ; 

Appoints  inhabilants, — from  climes  unknown. 

By  undiscovereble  paths,  they  flock 

Thither ; — like  passage-birds  to  as  in  spring ; 

They  were  not  yesterday, — and,  lo !  to^j 

They  are, — but  what  keen  eye  beheld  them  cutting? 

Here  was  the  in&ncy  of  life,  the  age 
Of  gold  in  that  green  isle,  itself  new-born. 
And  all  upon  it  in  the  prime  of  being. 
Love,  hope,  and  promise ;  't  was  in  miniatorn 
A  world  unsoil'd  by  sin ;  a  Paradise 
Where  Death  had  not  yet  enter'd ;  Bliss  had  newly 
Alighted,  and  shut  close  his  rainbow  wings. 
To  rest  at  ease,  nor  dread  intruding  ilL 
Plants  of  superior  growth  now  sprang  apace. 
With  moon-like  blossoms  crown'd,  or  starry  glories , 
light  flexile  shnibs  among  the  green-^'ood  play'd 
Fantastic   freaks, — they   crept,  they   climb'd,   they 

budded. 
And  hung  their  flowers  and  berries  in  the  sun ;  ' 
As  the  breeze  taught,  they  danced,  they  sung,  they 

twined 
Their  sprays  in  bowers,  or  spread  the  ground  witk 

network. 
Through  thy  slow  lapse  of  undivided  time, 
Silently  rising  from  their  buried  germs, 
Trees  lifled  to  the  skies  their  stately  heads, 
Tuf)ed  with  verdure,  like  depending  plumage. 
O'er  stems  unknotted,  waving  to  the  wind : 
Of  these  in  graceful  form,  and  simple  beauty. 
The  fruitful  cocoa  and  the  fragrant  palm 
Fxcell'd  the  wilding  daughters  of  the  wood. 
That  stretch'd  unwieldy  their  enormous  arraa. 
Clad  with  luxuriant  foliage,  from  the  trunk. 
Like  the  old  eagle,  feathcr'd  to  the  heel ; 
While  every  fibre,  from  the  lowest  root 
To  the  last  leaf  upon  the  topmost  twig. 
Was  held  by  common  s)'nipathy,  diflfusing 
Through  all  the  complex  frame  unconscious  life 
Such  was  the  locust  wiih  his  hydra  boughs, 
A  hmidred  heads  on  one  stupendous  trunk ; 
And  such  the  mangrove,  which,  at  full-mom  flood, 
Appear*d  itself  a  wood  upon  the  ni'aiers, 
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tfat  tUb  Ua  bira  iHiqail^  jDOlik 
A  wood  OB  pilM  miMiided  in  A«  ab; 
BMk  loo  A«  Indian  fif,  Uiot  built  imlf 
Inio  •  qrl^W  temple  ardi'd  akxif 
With  aiiy  anoo  vaA  liTiog  colonnadgo, 


Bught  liaTe  wonhipp'd  God  in 
FkiMi  yaar  to  yaar  thoir  fruiio  ungather'd  ftU ; 
Not  loot»  bat  quickoning  wbere  they  laj,  fh«j  mntk 
Bool  downwaid.  and  bnko  ftftb  on  erery  band» 
Till  the  itaMif  tapliiif^  rank  and  fil^  otoDd  am 
A  Migb^  anqr,  wbieh  o'omn  the  iileb 
And  nhaiMod  the  wikHemeM  into  a  iiroet 


AU  ihii  appeared  aeoooipliih'd  in  the  opaoe 
Bitwoott  A«  nonii^  and  the  OToning  iiar: 
flOi  in  kio  thud  daj*o  worl^  Jehovah  tpake^ 
And  Earth,  an  infrnt^  naked  aa  the  oame 
Oai  of  the  weoib  of  Cbnoi^  straight  pot  on 
Hor  beaatilhl  attira.  and  deek'd  her  robe 
Of  verdoro  with  ten  dtoonnd  gkriooi  flowen, 
Eihaling  inoeoM;  cnmn'd  her  aoontain-headi 
With  oedan.  train'd  her  Tinea  aroand  their  ginfleob 
And  poor'd  nwntaneow  harveota  at  their  ftet 

ller  woTO  dMoe  woodi  withoot  inhabitanti 
Bawdaa  the  ephemera  of  earth  and  air:  ' 
—When  glkl  the  •an4wama  through  the  kttieed 

And  Ml  liko  dew-dropa  on  the  apangled  graond. 
To  light  the  fiamond-beetle  on  his  wigr ; 
— Where  cheerfiil  openingi  let  the  sky  look  down 
Into  A«  very  heart  of  ooUtode, 
On  little  garden-plots  of  social  ibwers. 
That  crowded  flam  the  shades  to  peep  at  daylight ; 
—Or  where  impermeable  ftliage  mode 
ifidnight  at  noon,  and  chill,  diunp  horror  reign'd 
Cer  deed.  Iall*n  leaTss  and  ilimy  funguses ; 
— Reptiles  were  quicken*d  into  various  birtfi. 
Loaihsome,  unsightly,  swoln  to  obscene  bulk, 
Ltirk'd  ihc  dark  toad  beneath  the  infected  tivf ; 
The  slow-wonn  crawrd.  the  light  chameleon  climb'd. 
And  chanfmi  his  color  as  hw  place  he  changed ; 
llie  nimUo  li»nl  ran  from  bough  to  bough. 
Glancing  through  light,  in  shadow  dimppoaring ; 
The  srorpion,  many-eyed,  with  iting  of  fire. 
Bred  there. — the  legion-fiend  of  creeping  things; 
TerriUy  beautiful,  the  serpent  lay. 
Wreathed  like  a  coronet  dT  gold  and  jewels. 
Fit  fcr  a  tyrant's  brow ;  anon  he  flew 
Straight  as  an  arrow  shot  from  his  own  rings. 
And  struck  his  victim,  shrieking  ere  it  went 
D^ywn  his  sirain*d  throat,  that  open  sepulchre. 

Amphibious  monsters  haunted  the  lagoon ; 
TW  hippopotamus,  amidst  the  flood, 
Fleiile  and  active  as  the  smallest  swimmer ; 
Boi  on  the  hunk,  ill-halnnced  and  infirm. 
He  graied  the  herbaitp.  with  huge  head  declined. 
Or  Iran'd  to  rest  ngainst  pome  ancient  tree. 
The  crocodile,  the  dragrai  of  the  waters. 
In  inxi  («noiily,  fell  as  the  plague. 
And  merrileM  as  famine,  cranrh'd  his  prey. 
While  frttm  hb  jaws,  with  dreadful  fani^  all  serried. 
The  lifi^blootl  dyed  the  waves  with  deadly  streania. 
The  seol  and  the  sea-lion,  from  the  gulf 
Came  forth,  ami  nMirhing  with  their  little  ones, 
Btepi  on  the  shelving  rocks  that  girt  the  shore. 


Beenriog  prompt  rolroat  fimn  eodden  dangwi 
Hw  pregnant  tartle,  atealiqg  oat  at  ava, 
With  anxKNia  tf  and  tremhUnf  heart  eipkrod 
The  hneliest  oovea,  and  in  the  loooa  warm  aand 
Deposited  her  eggs,  which  the  sun  hatch*d  t 
Henoe  the  yoong  brood,  that  never  knew  a  parang 
Unbnrrow'd  and  by  iiwtinct  aought  the  sea ; 
Nataro  hanelC  with  her  own  gentle  hind. 
Dropping  them  one  by  one  into  the  flood. 
And  laughing  to  behold  their  antic  joy. 
When  lannefa'd  in  their  matemal  dennL 

The  visMO  of  that  hroodmg  world  wont  on ; 
Millwna  of  beings  ]ret  more  ^mirable 
Than  all  that  went  befcro  them  iww  appeared; 
Flocking  ftom  aveiy  point  of  heaven,  and  fiUing 
Eye,  ear,  and  mind  vrith  olgecta,  aoondi^  amolloni 
Akm  to  livelier  sympathy  and  love 
Than  reptilea,  fishea,  inaects,  oould  hiepira. 
— ^Birds,  the  free  tenania  of  land,  air,  and  ooan, 
Tlwir  fi>rma  all  symmetry,  their  motkms  gnoa; 
In  plnmaga^  delicate  and  beantiiaU 
Thick  withont  borthen,  eloae  m  firiMsT  acale% 
Or  kxMe  aa  fuU-bk>wn  poppiee  to  A«  breen; 
With  wings  that  might  have  had  a  aool  within  thn^ 
They  bora  their  ownen  by  eoch  awaec  eoehantmant« 
-—Binls.  small  and  great,  of  endlemshapee  ami  €oIm% 
Hera  flew  and  pereh'd,  there  awam  and  dived  at  pkft* 

sure; 
Watcfafiil  and  agile,  ntteiing  voioee  wiU 
And  hanh,  yet  in  accordance  with  the  wavaa 
Upon  the  beach,  the  winds  in  eavenis  "««*«hi^ 
Or  winds  and  wavee  abroad  upon  the  vrater. 
Some  aooght  their  food  among  the  finny  ehoab, 
SwiA  darting  from  the  ckwds,  emerging  aoon 
With  slender  captivee  glittermg  in  tltoir  heoka; 
Theee  in  reeesees  of  steep  crags  eomftmcted 
Their  eyries  inaccessible,  and  train'd 
Their  hardy  broods  to  fbrage  in  all  weatheta : 
Others,  more  gorgeously  apparelKd,  dwelt 
Among  the  woods,  on  Nature's  dainties  feeding; 
Herbs,  seeds,  and  roots ;  or,  ever  on  the  wing, 
Pursuing  insects  through  the  boundleai  air: 
In  hollow  trees  or  thickets  these  canceal'd 
Their  exquisitely  woven  nests ;  where  lay 
Their  callow  offipring,  quiet  as  the  down 
On  their  own  breasts,  till  from  her  search  the  dam 
With  laden  bill  retum*d,  and  shared  the  meal 
Among  her  clamorous  suppliants,  all  agape ; 
Then,  cowering  o*er  them  with  expended  wings. 
She  felt  how  sweet  it  is  to  be  a  mother. 
Of  these,  a  few,  with  melody  untaught, 
Tum*d  all  the  air  to  music  within  hearing; 
Themselves  unseen ;  while  bolder  quiristers 
On  lofliest  branches  strain'd  their  clarion-pipes. 
And  made  the  forest  echo  to  their  screams 
Discordant, — ^yet  there  was  no  discord  there. 
But  temper*d  harmony ;  all  toneg  combining. 
In  the  rich  confluence  of  ten  thousand  tonguea, 
To  tell  of  joy  and  to  inspire  it     Who 
Could  hear  such  concert,  end  not  join  in  chorus  ff 
Not  I ; — sometimes  entmnced,  1  seem'd  to  float 
Ufion  a  buoyant  sea  of  sounds :  again 
With  curious  ear  I  trieil  to  diiientangle 
The  maze  of  voices,  and  with  eye  as  nice 
To  single  out  each  minstrel,  and  pursue 
Hia  little  snoig  through  all  its  labjrrinth, 
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Till  my  loul  entered  into  him.  and  felt 
Cveiy  vibration  of  hii  thrilling  throat, 
PuIm  of  hit  heart,  and  flutter  of  his  piniooi. 
Often,  at  one  among  the  multitude, 
I  nog  from  very  fullneea  of  delight ; 
Now  like  a  winged  fiaher  of  the  tea, 
Now  a  recluae  among  the  woodir— «i\joying 
The  blifli  of  all  at  once,  or  each  in  turn. 


In  ttorm  and  calm,  through  eveiy  change 
Long  flouriah'd  thus  that  era  of  our  isle ; 
It  oouki  not  last  for  ever :  mark  the  end. 


A  cloud  arose  amid  the  tranquil  heaven, 
like  a  man's  hand,  but  held  a  hurricane 
Within  its  grasp.    Compress'd  into  a  point. 
The  tempest  struggled  to  break  loose.    No  bieath 
Was  stirring,  yet  the  biltows  rolPd  aloof. 
And  the  air  moan*d  portentously ;  ere  long 
The  sky  was  hidden,  darkness  to  be  felt 
Confounded  all  things ;  land  and  water  vanish*d. 
And  there  was  silence  through  the  universe ; 
SUenoe,  that  made  my  soul  as  desolate 
As  the  blind  solitude  around.     Methought 
That  I  had  pas8*d  the  bitterness  of  death 
Witiiout  the  agony, — had,  unaware, 
Enter'd  the  unseen  world,  and  in  the  gap 
Between  the  life  that  is  and  that  to  come. 
Awaited  judgment     Fear  and  trembling  seised 
All  that  was  mortal  or  immortal  in  me : 
A  moment,  and  the  gates  of  Pktradise 
BdBght  open  to  receive,  or  Hell  be  moved 
To  meet  me.    Strength  and  spirit  faiPd ; 
Eternity  inclosed  me,  and  I  knew  not. 
Knew  not,  even  then,  my  destiny.    To  doubt 
Was  to  despair ; — I  doubted  and  despair'd. 
Then  horrible  delirium  whirl'd  me  down 
To  ocean's  nethermost  recew ;  the  waves 
Disparting  freely,  let  me  fall,  and  fall, 
Lower  and  lower,  passive  as  a  stone. 
Yet  rack'd  with  miseroble  pangs,  that  gave 
The  sense  of  vain  but  violent  resistance : 
And  still  the  depths  grew  deeper;  still  the  ground 
Receded  from  my  feet  as  I  approoch'd  it. 

0  how  I  long'd  to  light  on  rooks,  that  sunk 
like  quicksands  ere  I  toiichM  them ;  or  to  hide 
In  caverns  ever  open  to  ingulf  me, 

But,  like  the  horizon's  limit,  never  nearer ! 

Meanwhile  the  irrepressible  tornado 
Burst,  and  involvcnl  the  element!  in  chaos; 
Wind,  rain,  and  li^htnin^r,  in  one  vast  explosion, 
Rush'd  from  the  /irrnament  upon  the  deep. 
Heaven's  adamanlino  arch  seein'd  rent  asunder, 
And  following  in  a  calnroct  of  rtiins 
My  swif\  descent  thnnigh  bottomIr>8s  obysses, 
Where  ocean's  bed  had  been  ah«>rbM  in  nothing 

1  know  no  Cnrther.     When  again  I  sow 
The  sun,  the  sea.  the  island,  all  was  calm. 
Am!  afi  was  desolation  :  not  a  treo. 

Of  thousands  noiiritthing  erewhilc  so  fair, 

Hut  now  wnn  split.  upr(K)tod.  sriapt  in  twain. 

Or  hnrl'a  with  all  it*  honors  to  the  dust. 

Ilc^ps  npon  hca(w,  the  forest  giants  lay, 

Kven  like  the  slain  in  battle,  feU'n  to  rise 

No  more,  til*  heaven,  and  earth,  and  sea,  with  all 


Thoein,  shall  perish,  as  to  me  they 
To  perish  in  that  ruthless  hurricane. 


i*d 


CANTO  IV. 


NATt7as  and  Time  were  twins.  Companiom  aCilL 
Their  unretarded,  unretuming  flight        ^ 
They  hold  together.    Time,  with  one  sole  aim. 
Looks  ever  onward,  like  the  moon  through  spao% 
With  beaming  forehead,  dark  and  bald  behind. 
Nor  ever  lost  a  moment  iii  his  course. 
Nature  looks  all  around  her,  like  the  sun. 
And  keeps  her  works,  like  his  dependent  worlds^ 
In  constant  motion.     She  hath  never  miss*d 
One  step  in  her  victorious  mareh  of  change. 
For  chance  she  knows  not ;  He  who  made  her, ; 
His  daughter  power  o'er  all  eicepi  Himself^ 
— Power  in  whate'er  she  does  to  do  Ais  will : 
Behold  the  true,  the  royal  law  of  Nature  S— 
Hence  feilures,  hinderances,  and  devaatatiooi 
Are  tum'd  to  trophies  of  exhaustless  skill. 
That  out  of  ruin  brings  forth  strength  and  beanly* 
Yea,  life  and  immortality  from  death. 

I  gazed  in  consternation  on  the  wreck 
Of  that  fair  island,  strown  with  prostrate  Iree^ 
The  soil  plow'd  up  with  horrid  inundations. 
The  surface  black  with  sea-weed,  not  a  glimpse 
Of  verdure  peeping ;  stems,  boughs,  foliage  lay 
Rent,  broken,  clotted,  perishing  in  slime. 
**  How  are  the  mighty  fallen ! "  I  eiclaimM : 
**  Surely  the  feller  halh  come  up  among  ye. 
And  with  a  stroke  invisible  hewn  down 
The  growth  of  centuries  in  one  dark  hour! 
Is  this  the  end  of  all  perfection  7    This 
The  abortive  issue  of  a  new  creation, 
Crewhile  so  fruitful  in  abounding  joys. 
And  hopes  fulfilling  more  than  all  they  promised  f 
Ages  to  come  can  but  repoir  this  ravage ; 
The  past  is  lost  for  ever.     Reckless  Time 
Slays  not :  OMtonied  Nature  suinds  aghast. 
And  wrings  her  hands  in  silent  agony. 
Amidst  the  annihilation  of  her  works." 

Thus  raved  I ;  but  I  wrong'd  thee,  glorious  Natnra 
With  whom  adversity  is  but  transition. 
Thou  never  didst  despair,  wert  never  fbil'd. 
Nor  weary  with  exhaustion,  since  the  day. 
When,  at  the  won!,  -  Ijoi  there  be  light,"  light  spranf 
And  show'd  thee  rising  from  primeval  darkness. 
That  fell  back  like  a  veil  from  thy  young  form. 
And  Choos  fled  before  the  apparition. 


While  yet  mine  eye  was  mourning  o'er  the 
Noture  and  Time  wore  working  miracles : 
The  isle  wh.^  re!K>vate<l :  gross  ond  flowers 
Crept  qtiietly  around  the  fallen  trees ; 
A  deeper  soil  imlieddcnl  them,  and  o'er 
The  common  sepulchre  of  all  their  race 
Thr»»w  a  ri«h  covering  of  embroider'd  turf^ 
Lovely  to  look  on  as  the  tranquil  main. 
When,  in  his  nwniward  track,  the  unclouded  sun 
Tints  the  green  waves  with  every  hue  of  heavsa 
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Mow  tiiiMnly  WniMit  md  afthl 
Hhb  morn  or  evraing*!  gaudier  pageontiy. 
Amidrt  tfait  Imrkl  of  Um  mighty  dead, 
Tliara  wm  •  ronmetkm  from  the  door 
Of  bwly  plaiili^  inpatient  lor  the  light; 
Loof  intermpted  by  o'erriwdowing  woodi, 
MHule  In  the  ivomb  of  earth  their  embiyoi  lafflod, 
Unfinetifying.  yet  imperiihable. 
Hnge  ramnanio  of  the  Ibreet  ttood  apart, 
like  Tadmor'o  piUai*  in  the  wildemeat, 
Scaitling  the  traToller  "midot  hii  thoughts  of  hoaet 
—Bare  tranhi  of  broken  treeo.  that  gave  their  headi 
To  the  wind*i  ai,  but  vioaM  not  yidd  thoir  rooH 
Tb  ihm  nplearing  riolence  of  the  floodo; 
IVooi  theoe  a  olender  race  of  ociona  ipiang; 
Which  with  their  filial  arma  embraced  and  dieltefd 
Hie  nonomental  relieo  of  their  lirea; 
Bnt  UaHted  in  number*  acatter'd  wide. 
And  otow  of  growth,  they  orerran  no  mora 
TTie  8un*ii  domininna  injhatopen  iaie. 

Meanwhile  the  8ea4bwl,  that  lurrived  die  atorm, 
Whoae  lage  had  fieek*d  the  wayeo  with  ibatter^d 

plionea 
And  weliering  care— ei.  the  prey  of  4iaik% 
Came  Iran  thoir  foainoooea  among  the  rocko. 
And  multiplied  like  clouda  when  raina  aro  brooding. 
Or  flowciB,  when  dear  warm  tunohine  itUowa  rain. 
Tile  inland  fairdo  had  periih'd,  nor  again. 
By  airy  wyageri  fioa  ahoreo  unknown, 
Waa  alienee  broken  on  the  unwooded  plainai 
Anoiher  raoe  of  wing'd  inhabitanta 
En  k^  poanm'd  and  peopled  all  the  ooiL 


TIm  ann  had  annk  when  aky  and  ocean  meet. 
And  each  might  oeem  the  other :  aky  betow, 
^Vith  richett  garniture  of  dottds  inlaid ; 
Orean  aboTe  with  wlei  and  oontinenta, 
lllorained  from  a  iource  no  longer  aeen : 
Kar  in  the  east,  through  heaven's  inienaer  blue. 
Two  brilliant  sparks,  like  sudden  stars,  appeared ; 
Not  atars  indeed,  but  birds  of  mighty  wing, 
Retorted  neck,  and  javelin-pointed  bill, 
That  made  the  air  sigh  as  they  cut  it  through. 
Thuy  gain'd  upon  the  eye,  and  as  they  came, 
Knlar^ed.  grew  brighter,  and  display'd  their  (brms 
Amidst  the  gulden  evening;  pearly-white. 
But  ruby-tinctured.    On  the  lofUest  clifi* 
They  settled,  hovering  ere  they  touch'd  the  ground, 
\ad  iitiering,  in  a  langiuu^e  of  their  own. 
Yet  SQch  as  every  ear  might  umlerstand. 
And  every  bosom  answer,  notes  of  joy. 
And  gralnlatinn  fiir  that  resting-place. 
Stalely  ami  beautiful  they  sloud,  and  dapt 
Their  ran-hrrwl  pinions, streak *d  theirniffled  pliunes, 
.And  ever  and  anon  hn>ke  ofl*  to  gaze. 
With  yeaniint;  plensiirp.  told  in  ffentle  murmurs, 
tk%  that  strance  hiHl  their  dentiiied  home  and  country. 
\icht  rTMin«l  (hero  threw  her  hm^«71  transparent  gloom, 
Thfwieh  which  iheir  lonely  images  yet  shone, 
fjke  iliinc"  fuienrthly.  while  they  how'd  their  heads 
On  their  fill  hnAnms,  and  repiiNed  till  mum. 
1  knew  ihe  Pelimns.  and  cried — "  All  hail! 
\e  future  dwelleri  in  the  uildeme«s!*' 

At  early  dawn  I  mark'd  them  in  the  sky, 
Ualdting  the  morning  colon  on  tlieir  plumes ; 
36  Y3 


Not  in  fuiupuwua  paarima  rafsOfaig  tfaera^ 
Among  the  roay  eloods,  while  orient  heavea 
Flamed  like  the  openiiig  gataa  of  Pwadiaa, 
Whanoe  imned  ferth  the  Angd  of  the  aon, 
And  gladden'd  Natoro  with  retnmfaig  dayi 
— Eager  ftr  find,  their  aearehfaig  eyea  they  fixM 
Ob  oeean'a  imroird  Tohune,  fioa  an  height 
Tlmt  broi^  famnenoity  withm  their  aeopes 
Yet  with  anch  power  df  Tisioo  knk'd  they  down, 
Aa  ihDogh  they  watdi*d  the  shail-fiBh  alowly  gttdkv 
O^er  Bonken  rocko^  or  dimbing  traea  of  eovaL 
On  hide&dgable  wing  upheld. 
Breath,  pnlae,  exiatenoe,  oeem'd  aaapoBded  in  thami 
Tliey  were  aa  pictorea  painted  on  the  oky ; 
Till  suddenly,  aalant,  away  they  riioc, 
like  meteora  changed  from  ataw  la  glaama  of  Ugh!" 

ning. 
And  struck  upon  the  deep;  where,  in  wild  play. 
Their  quarry  flounder'd,  nnouspecting  harm. 
With  terrible  voradty,  they  plunged 
Their  heads  among  the  affrighted  shoals^  and  beat 
A  lempeat  on  the  surges  widi  their  winga, 
Till  Aashing  clouds  of  ibam  and  apity  eonoeal'd  tha«. 
Nimbly  th^  seised  and  aecrated  their  prey. 
Alive  and  wriggling  in  the  elastic  net, 
Whioh  Nature  hung  beneath  their  graaping  beaka,  • 
Till,  swdn  with  oaptiirea,  the  imwioldy  burilian 
Clogg*d  thdr  slow  flight,  aa  heavily  to  land 
These  mighty  himters  of  Ihe  deep  retum'd. 
There  on  the  cragged  elifls  they  pereh'd  at 
Gorging  their  haplem  victims  one  by  one ; 
Then  full  and  weaiy,  side  by  side,  they  slepi; 
Till  evening  roused  them  to  the  chaae  again. 


Hardi  seema  the  ordinance,  that  hie  by  life 
ShouM  be  sustained ;  and  yet  when  all  muat  dia^ 
And  be  like  water  spilt  upon  the  ground. 
Which  none  can  gather  up,-*the  speediest  late. 
Though  violent  and  terrible,  ii  best 
O  with  what  Iwrrors  would  creation  groan,— 
What  agonies  would  ever  be  before  us. 
Famine  and  pestilence,  disease,  despair, 
Anguish  and  poin  in  every  hideous  shape. 
Had  dl  to  wait  the  slow  decay  of  Nature! 
Life  were  a  martyrdom  of  sympathy ; 
Death,  lingering,  mging,  writhing,  shrieking  torture 
The  grave  would  be  aboUsh'd ;  this  gay  world 
A  valley  of  dry  bones,  a  Gdgotha, 
In  which  the  living  stumUed  o'er  the  dead. 
Till  they  could  fall  no  more,  and  blind  perdiiioD 
Swept  frml  mortdity  away  for  ever. 
T  was  wisdom,  mercy,  goodness,  that  ordain*d 
Life  in  such  infinite  proAuion, — Death 
So  sure,  so  prompt,  so  multiform  to  thoee 
That  never  siim'd,  that  know  not  guilt,  that  fear 
No  wrath  to  come,  and  have  no  heaven  to  lose 

Love  found  that  lonely  couple  on  their  isle. 
And  socm  surrounded  them  with  Uiihe  coro|ianiafia. 
The  noble  birds,  with  skill  spontaneous,  framed 
A  nest  of  reedi  among  the  gtant-grasv. 
That  waved  in  lishts  and  shadows  o'er  the  soil. 
There,  in  sweet  thraldom,  yet  nnweeniuK  why. 
The  patient  dum,  who  neVr  till  now  had  known 
Pstemal  inntinct.  Itrooded  o'er  her  egss. 
Long  ere  slie  fbtind  the  curious  secret  mit. 
That  life  was  hatching  In  their  brittle  Khells. 
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Then,  from  •  wild  impacioiit  bird  of  prey,    • 

Tamed  by  the  kindly  process,  she  became 

11iat  gentlest  of  all  living  things— a  mother ; 

Gentlest  while  yearning  o'er  her  naked  young, 

Fiercest  when  8tirr*d  by  anger  to  defend  them. 

Her  mate  himself  the  soAening  power  oonftss'd. 

Forgot  his  sloth,  restrained  his  appetite, 

And  ranged  the  sky  and  fiih'd  the  stream  ibr  hm. 

Or,  when  o'erwearied  Nature  forced  her  off 

To  shake  her  torpid  feathen  in  the  breoxe. 

And  bathe  her  bosom  in  the  cooling  flood. 

He  took  her  place,  and  felt  througli  every  nerve. 

While  the  plump  nestlings  throbb'd  against  his  heart. 

The  tenderness  that  makes  the  vulture  mild ; 

Yea,  half  unwillingly  his  post  resign'd, 

\^en,  home-sick  with  the  absence  of  an  hour. 

She  hurried  back,  and  drove  him  from  her  seat 

With  pecking  bill  and  cry  of  fond  distress. 

Answer *d  by  him  with  murmurs  of  delight. 

Whose  gutturals  harsh  to  her  were  love's  own  music. 

Then,  settling  down,  like  foam  upon  the  wave, 

>Vhite,  flickering,  effervescent,  soon  subsiding, 

Her  ruffled  pinioiv  smoothly  she  composed ; 

And,  while  beneath  the  comfort  of  her  wings. 

Her  crowded  progeny  quite  fill'd  the  nest. 

The  halcyon  sleeps  not  sounder,  when  the  wind 

Is  breathless,  and  the  sea  without  a  curl, 

— Nor  dreams  the  halcyon  of  serener  days. 

Or  nights  more  beautiful  with  silent  stars. 

Than,  in  that  hour,  the  mother  Pelican, 

When  the  warm  tumults  of  affe<4ion  sunk 

Into  calm  sleep,  and  dreams  of  what  they  were, 

— Dreams  more  delicious  than  reali^^. 

— He  sentmel  beside  her  stood,  and  watch'd. 

With  jealous  eye.  the  raven  in  the  clouds. 

And  the  rank  sea-mews  wheeling  round  the  clifis. 

Woe  to  the  reptile  then  that  ventured  nigh ; 

The  finap  of  his  tremendous  bill  was  like 

Death's  scythe,  down-cutting  everything  it  struck. 

The  heedlem  lizard,  in  his  garabolfl.  peep'd 

Upon  ihc  guarded  nest,  from  out  the  flowers, 

But  paid  the  instant  forfeit  of  his  life ; 

Nor  could  the  serpent's  subtlety  elude 

Capture,  when  gliding  by,  nor  in  defence 

Might  his  malignant  fangs  and  venom  save  hinu 

Ere  Ions:  the  thriving  brood  outgrew  their  cradle, 
Knn  throuG^h  the  grass,  and  dabbled  in  tlie  pools ; 
No  sooner  denizens  of  crarth,  than  made 
Free  both  of  air  and  water;  day  by  day. 
Now  lemons,  exercises,  and  amusements 
Employed  the  old  to  teach,  the  young  to  leam. 
Now  floating  on  the  blue  lagoon  behold  tliem ; 
T|^e  Sire  and  Dam  in  swan-like  beauty  steering, 
Their  Cygi^*^*  following  through  the  foamy  wake. 
Picking  the  leaves  of  plants,  pursuing  insects. 
Or  catchinc  at  the  bubbles  as  they  broke : 
Till  on  some  minor  fry,  in  reedy  shallowfl, 
With  flattpinic:  pinions  and  unsparing  benks, 
Tiic  wcll-tnnehi  scholars  plietl  their  double  art. 
To  fish  in  troubled  wafers,  and  secure 
The  potty  captives  in  their  maiden  pouches ; 
Tlien  hurry  with  their  banquet  to  the  shore, 
With  feet,  wings,  breast,  half-swimming  and  half- 
flying. 
But  when  their  pens  grew  strong  to  fight  tlie  storm, 


And  buflet  with  the  breakers  on  the  reeC 
The  Parents  put  them  to  severer  proof; 
On  beetling  rocks  the  little  ones  were  marshaird; 
There,  by  endearments,  stripes,  example,  uifsd 
To  try  the  void  convexity  of  heaven. 
And  plow  the  ocean's  horizontal  field. 
Timorous  at  first  they  flutterd  round  the  rtrge. 
Balanced  and  furl'd  their  hesitating  wings. 
Then  put  them  forth  again  with  steadier  aim ; 
Now,  gaining  courage  as  they  felt  the  wind 
Dilate  their  feathers,  fill  their  airy  frames 
With  buoyancy  that  bore  them  from  their  ftol. 
They  jrielded  all  their  burthen  to  the  brecie. 
And  sail'd  and  soar'd  where'er  their  guardiana  lad; 
Ascending,  hovering,  wheeling,  or  alighting. 
They  search'd  the  deep  in  quest  of  nobler 
Than  yet  their  inexperience  had  encountar'd ; 
With  these  they  battled  in  that  element. 
Where  wings  or  fins  were  equally  at  home. 
Till,  conquerors  in  many  a  desperate  strife. 
They  dragg'd  their  spoils  to  land,  and  gorged  at] 


Thus  perfected  in  all  the  arts  of  life. 
That  simple  Pelicans  require,— save  one. 
Which  mother-bird  did  never  teach  her  daughter, 
— ^The  inimitable  art  to  build  a  nest ; 
Love,  for  his  own  delightful  school,  reserving 
That  mystery  which  novice  never  fiiil'd     * 
To  leam  in&llibly  when  taught  by  him : 
— Hence  that  small  masterpiece  of  Nature*!  ail; 
Still  unimpair'd,  still  unimproved,  remaina 
The  same  in  site,  material,  shape,  and  texture. 
While  every  kind  a  difi^rent  structure  framea. 
All  build  alike  of  each  peculiar  kind : 
The  nightingale,  that  dwelt  in  Adam's  bower. 
And  pour'd  her  stream  of  music  through  his  dreana 
The  soaring  lark,  that  led  the  eye  of  Eve 
Into  the  clouds,  her  thoughts  into  the  heaven 
Of  heavens,  where  lark  nor  eye  can  penetrate ; 
The  dove,  that  perch'd  upon  the  Tree  of  Life, 
And  made  her  l)od  among  its  thickest  lea%'e«; 
All  the  wing'd  habitants  of  Paradise, 
Whose  8ong8  once  mingled  with  the  songs  of  Angels 
Wove  iheir  first  nests  as  curiously  and  well 
As  the  wood-minstrcIs  in  our  evil  day. 
After  the  labors  of  six  thousand  yeare. 
In  which  their  ancestors  have  fiiil'd  to  add. 
To  olter  or  diminish,  anything 
In  that,  of  which  Love  only  knows  the  secret. 
And  teaches  every  mother  for  herpclf. 
Without  the  power  to  impart  it  to  her  ofllspring. 
— ^Thus  perfected  in  all  the  arts  of  life. 
That  simple  Pelicans  require,  save  this. 
Those  Parents  drove  their  young  away ;  the  jroung 
Gaily  forsook  their  parents.    Soon  enlhraU'd 
With  love-alliances  among  thcnwelvea. 
They  built  their  nests,  o»  happy  instinct  wrought 
Within  their  bosoms,  wakening  (x>wers  unknown. 
Till  sweet  neces}«ily  was  laid  upon  them; 
Thev  bred,  and  rrnr'd  their  little  families. 
As  they  were  tmin'd  and  disciplined  before. 

Thus  wings  were  multifilied  from  year  to  year, 
And  ere  the  patriarch-twain,  in  good  old  age. 
ResigTi'd  their  breath  Ix^side  that  ancient  neat. 
In  which  themselves  had  nursed  a  hundred  broods 
The  isle  was  peopled  with  their  progeny. 
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MsAinvHiLB,  not  idle,  though  imwatch*d  bf  me. 
The  oonil  architects  in  nlence  rear'd 
Tower  after  tower  beneath  the  dark  abyM. 
Pyramidal  in  form  the  fabrics  rose. 
From  ample  basements  narrowing  to  the  hei^il; 
Until  they  pierced  the  lurface  of  the  flood. 
And  dimpling  eddies  sparkled  round  their  peaks. 
Then  (if  great  things  with  small  may  be  compared) 
They  spread  like  water-lilies,  whose  broad  leaves 
Make  green  and  sunny  islets  on  the  pool, 
For  golden  flies,  on  summer-days,  to  haunt. 
Safe  from  the  lightning-seizure  of  the  trout; 
Or  )rield  their  laps  to  catch  the  minnow,  springing 
Clear  6om  the  stream  to  'scape  the  rufiian  pike, 
That  prowls  in  disappointed  rage  beneath. 
And  wxmders  where  the  little  wretch  fiwnd  refuge. 

One  headland  topt  the  waves,  another  fi>llow'd; 
A  third,  a  tenth,  a  twentieth  soon  appear'd. 
Til!  the  long-barren  gulf  in  travail  lay 
With  many  an  in&nt  struggling  into  birth. 
Larger  they  grew  and*  lovelier,  when  they  breathed 
The  vital  air,  and  felt  the  genial  sun ; 
As  though  a  living  spirit  dwelt  in  each, 
Which,  like  the  inmate  of  a  flexile  shell, 
Moulded  the  shapeless  slough  with  its  own  motion, 
And  painted  it  with  colon  of  the  mom. 
Amidst  that  group  of  younger  sisters,  stood 
The  Isle  of  Pelicans,  as  stands  the  moon 
At  rnidnight,  queen  among  the  minor  stars, 
Didering  in  spjenddr,  magnitude,  and  distance. 
Ku  kjok'd  that  archipelago;  small  isles. 
By  interuinding  channels  link'd  yet  sunder'd ; 
All  flourishing  in  peaceful  fellowship, 
Liki*  ii»rett  oaks  that  love  society : 
— Of  various  growth  and  progress ;  here,  a  rock 
On  uhich  a  single  palm-tree  waved  its  banner; 
Th«rp.  »tcrile  tracts  unrooulder'd  into  soil; 
YofMltT.  tlark  woods,  whose  foliage  swept  the  water, 
WiiluMil  a  hpcfk  of  turf,  or  line  of  shore. 
An  though  their  nwts  were  anchor'd  in  the  oceaiL 
But  m  ni  were  f^nrdens  redolent  with  flowers. 
And  orchanls  heiidiiig  with  Hesperian  fruit, 
That  realized  the  dreams  of  olden  time. 

Thmughout  this  commonwealth  of  sea-sprung  lands. 
Life  kindled  in  ten  thousand  happy  forms, 
Flanh.  air,  and  ocean  were  all  full  of  life. 
Sell  hiehest  in  the  rank  of  being,  suar'd 
The  fowls  amphibious,  and  the  inland  tribes 
f)f  dainty  pluraaee  or  melodious  song. 
In  eaiKly  robes  of  many-color'd  patches, 
Th^  (virrois  swung  like  blossoms  on  the' trees, 
Whilt*  their  harsh  voices  undeceived  the  ear. 
^^«^•»  delicately  pencill'd.  finer  drawn 
In  %}'.  ipr  ofwl  lineament;  Uto  exquisite 
Ff»r  cn»«  delishts;  the  Birds  of  Paradise 
Flamed  aloof,  ss  though  tliey  lived  on  air, 
Ari«l  ysere  the  orient  progeny  of  hc^aven. 
Or  nfiintji  mofle  jierfect  veil'd  in  shining  raiment 
¥'roni  ll'»v\ IT  to  flower,  where  wild  bees  flew  and  sung. 
As  cuuiitlnB,  small,  and  muskal  as  they 


Showers  o£  bright  btumung-budi  cum  down»  and 

plied 
The  same  ambrosial  task,  with  slender  bill 
Extracting  honey,  hidden  in  those  bells. 
Whose  richest  blooms  grew  pale  beneath  the  bltls 
Of  twinkling  winglets  hovering  o'er  their  petals, 
Brilliant  as  rain-drops,  when  the  western  smi 
Sees  his  own  miniature  of  beams  in  each. 

High  on  the  clif&,  down  on  the  shelly  reeC 
Or  gliding  Uke  a  silver-shaded  cloud 
Through  the  blue  heaven,  the  mighty  albatroa 
Inhaled  the  breezes,  sought  his  humble  food, 
Or.  where  his  kindred  like  a  flock  reposed. 
Without  a  shepherd,  on  the  grassy  downs. 
Smoothed  his  white  fleece,  and  sltmiber'd  in  tlieir 
midst 


Wading  through  marshes,  where  the  rank 
With  spongy  moss  and  flaccid  lichens  strove. 
Flamingoes,  in  their  crimson  tunics,  stalk'd 
On  stately  legs,  with  far-exploring  eye ; 
Or  fed  and  slept,  in  regimental  lines, 
Watch'd  by  their  sentinels,  whose  clarion-sereami 
All  in  an  instant  woke  the  startled  troop. 
That  mounted  like  a  glorious  exhalation. 
And  vanished  through  the  welkin  far  away. 
Nor  paused  till,  on  some  lonely  coast  aUghting; 
Again  their  gorgeous  cohort  took  the  field. 

The  fierce  sea-eagle,  humble  in  attire, 
In  port  terrific,  from  his  lonely  eyrie 
(Itself  a  burthen  for  the  tallest  tree) 
Look'd  down  o*er  land  and  sea  as  his  dominions. 
Now,  from  kmg  diase,  descending  with  his  prey 
Young  seal  or  dolphin,  in  his  deadly  clutch. 
He  fed  his  eaglets  in  the  noon-day  sun : 
Nor  less  at  midnight  ranged  the  deep  for  game ; 
At  length  entrapp'd  with  his  own  talons,  struck 
Too  deep  to  be  withdrawn,  where  a  strong  shark. 
Roused  by  the  anguish,  with  impetuous  plunge, 
Dragg'd  his  assailant  down  into  the  abyss. 
Struggling  in  vain  for  liberty  and  Ufe ; 
His  young  ones  heaid  their  parent's  dying  shrieks, 
And  watch'd  in  vain  for  his  returning  wing. 

Here  ran  the  stormy  petrels  on  the  waves. 
As  though  they  were  the  shadows  of  themselves 
Reflected  from  a  loflier  flight  through  space. 
The  stem  and  gloomy  raven  haunted  here, 
A  hermit  of  the  atmosphere,  on  land 
Among  vociferating  crowds  a  stranger, 
Uliose  hoorse,  low,  ominous  croak  disclaim'd 

munion 
With  those,  upon  the  ofllal  of  whose  meals 
Ho  gorged  alone,  or  tore  their  own  rank  corses. 
The  heavy  penguin,  neither  fish  nor  f«)wl. 
With  scaly  feathers  and  with  finny  wings, 
Plump'd  stone-like  from  the  rock  into  the  gulf, 
Relxiunding  upward  swift  as  from  a  »ling. 
Through  yielding  water  as  through  limpid  air. 
The  cormorant,  Death's  hving  arrow,  flew. 
Nor  ever  miss'd  a  stroke,  or  dealt  a  second, 
So  true  the  infallible  destroyer's  aim. 

Millions  of  creatures  such  as  these,  and  kinds 
Umiamed  by  man,  posscss'd  those  busy  isles ; 
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EmA,  in  iti  brief  enttence,  to  itwU^ 

The  fint,  lait  being  in  the  universe. 

With  whom  the  whole  began,  endured,  tnd  ended: 

Bleat  ignonuioe  of  UiM,  not  made  ftr  them! 

Happy  exemption  fiom  the  fear  of  death. 

And  that  which  makei  the  pang*  of  deadi  immortal 

The  undying  worm,  the  fire  unquenchable, 

— Conscience,  the  bosom-hell  of  guilty  man ! 

The  eyes  of  ail  look'd  up  to  Ilim,  whose  hand 

Hod  made  them,  and  supplied  their  daily  need ; 

Although  they  Imew  Him  not,  they  look*d  to  Him ; 

And  He,  whose  mercy  is  o'er  all  his  works, 

Forgot  not  one  of  his  large  fimiily. 

But  cared  for  each  as  for  an  only  child. 

They  plow'd  not,  sow*d  not,  gather*d  not  in  bams, 

Thought  not  of  yesterday,  nor  knew  to-morrow ; 

Yet  harvests  inexhaustible  they  reap'd 

In  the  prolific  furrows  of  the  main ; 

Or  from  its  sunless  caverns  brought  to  light 

Treasures  for  which  contending  kings  might  war^— 

Gems,  for  which  queens  would  yield  their  bands  to 

slaves, — 
By  them  despised  as  valueless  and  nought; 
From  the  rough  shell  th^  pick'd  the  luscious  food. 
And  left  a  princess  ransom  in  the  pearL 

Nature's  prime  favorites  were  the  Pelicans ; 
High-fed,  long-lived,  and  sociable  and  free. 
They  ranged  in  wedded  pain^  or  martial  bands, 
For  play  or  slaughter.    Oft  have  I  beheld 
A  liule  army  take  the  wat'iy  field. 
With  outstretch'd  pinions  form  a  spaekms  ring; 
Then  pressing  to  the  centre,  through  the  waves. 
Inclose  thick  shoals  within  their  narrowing  toilo. 
Till  multitudes  entangled  fell  a  prey : 
Or,  when  the  flyinf^-fish  in  sudden  clouds. 
Burst  from  the  sea,  and  fluttered  through  the  air, 
These  giant  fowlers  snapt  them,  like  musketoos 
By  swallows  hunted  through  the  summer  sky. 

I  tum'd  i^ain  to  look  upon  that  isle, 
VVlienco  from  one  pair  those  colonies  had  issued 
That  through  these  Cycladcs  at  freedom  roved, 
Fish'd  every  stream,  and  fed  on  every  Hhore ; 
When,  \o !  a  siiectacle  of  strange  extremes 
Awaken'd  sweet  and  melanclioly  thoughts: 
All  that  is  hclplcHS,  beautiful,  eiidearing 
In  in&ncy,  in  prime  of  youth,  in  love  ; 
AH  that  is  mournful  in  decay,  old  age, 
And  disnoluiion ;  all  that  awes  the  eye. 
And  chills  the  bosom,  in  the  sod  remains 
O'  poor  morUility,  which  last  awhile, 
To  show  that  life  hath  been,  but  is  no  longer , 
— All  these  in  hlendiKl  images  appear'd. 
Exulting,  brooding,  perishing  before  me. 


It  was  a  land  of  births. — Unnumber*d  nests. 
Of  rueds  and  rushes,  studded  all  the  ground. 
A  few  were  desolate  and  fallen  to  ruin ; 
Many  were  building  from  thcsM  waste  materials ; 
On  iiome  the  dams  were  sitting,  till  the  stroke 
Of  theii  quick  bills  should  break  the  prison-shells, 
.\nd  let  the  little  captives  furth  to  light. 
With  thoir  first  bn>ath  demanding  fiiod  and  shelter. 
In  others  1  beheld  the  brood  ncw-tledgcd. 
Struggling  to  clamber  out,  take  «%ing,  and  fly 
Up  CO  the  heavens,  or  fathom  the  aliyss. 


-  • 


Maanwhfle  the  parent  from  the  sea  supplied 

A  daily  feast,  and  from  the  pure  Ingoon 

Brought  living  water  in  her  sack,  to  co(J 

The  impatient  fever  of  their  clamorous  thraat& 

No  need  had  she,  as  hierogl]rphics  feign 

(A  mystic  lesson  of  maternal  love). 

To  pierce  her  breast,  and  with  the  vital  fltfcam. 

Warm  from  its  fbimtain,  slake  their  thirst  in  blood, 

•^^Ilie  blood  which  nourish'd  tham  ere  they  war* 

hatch'd. 
While  the  crude  egg  within  herself 


It  was  a  land  of  death. — ^Between  Ihoae 
The  quiet  earth  was  feather'd  with  the  apoila 
Of  aged  Pelicans,  that  hither  came 
To  die  in  peace,  where  they  hod  spent  in  lova 
The  sweetest  periods  of  their  long  eiistence. 
Where  they  were  wwit  to  build,  and  breed  their  [ 
There  they  lay  down  to  rise  no  more  for  ever. 
And  close  their  eyes  upon  the  dearest  sight 
On  which  their  living  eyes  had  loved  to  dwell, 
— ^The  nest  where  every  joy  to  them  was  centred- 
There  rife  corruption  tainted  them  so  lightly. 
The  moisture  seem'd  to  vanish  from  their  lelica. 
As  dew  from  gossamer,  tliat  leaves  the  net-work 
Spread  on  the  ground,  and  glistening  in  the  sun. 
Thus,  when  a  breeze  tlie  ruffled  plumage  stirr'd* 
That  lay  like  drifted  snow  upon  the  soil. 
Their  slender  skeletons  were  seen  beneath. 
So  delicately  framed,  and  half  trans)«rent. 
That  I  have  marAell'd  how  a  bird  so  noble. 
When  in  his  full  magnificent  attire. 
With  {Niiions  wider  than  the  king  of  vulturea, 
And  down  elastic,  thicker  tlian  tlie  swan*a. 
Should  leave  so  small  a  cage  of  ribs  to  mark 
Where  vigorous  life  had  dwelt  a  humlrcd  years. 

Such  wnit  that  scene ;  the  dying  and  the  deod 
Next  neighbors  to  the  living  nnd  the  unborn. 
O  how  much  hap{Mne.ss  was  here  enjoy 'd  ! 
How  little  misery  had  been  suflered  here ! 
Those  humble  Pelicans  had  each  fulflll'd 
The  utmost  jMirposc  of  its  sfian  of  being. 
And  done  its  duty  in  its  narrow  circle. 
As  surely  as  the  sun,  in  his  career. 
Accomplishes  the  glorious  end  of  his. 


CANTO  VL 


**  And  thus,*'  methought,  "  ten  thousand  suns  may 

lead 
The  Stan  to  glory  in  their  annual  rours'w ; 
Moons  without  number  tlius  may  wax  and  wana. 
And  winds  alternate  blow  in  cruss-muiuuiuiw. 
While   here — through   sclf-beginuing    rounds,  self 

endinjET, 
Then  self-renew'd,  without  advance  or  fiulure^-— 
Fjxisience  fluctuates  only  like  tlie  tide, 
Wliose  everlasting  chances  bring  no  change. 
Rut  billow  f(>llowg  billow  to  the  sImih*. 
lioooils,  aitd  billow  out  of  billow  Kwrlln; 
An  endless  whirl  of  ebbinc.  flowinii  f<iam. 
Where  every  Imbble  is  like  ever>'  other. 
And  Ocean's  face  immutable  as  IIea\en*s. 
Hero  ii  no  {wogross  to  sublimer  life ; 
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Nalon  ftuidt  tdlU — itandi  at  the  very  point, 
Whence  from  •  vantage-ground  her  bolder  Heps 
Might  ne  resplendent  on  the  acale  of  being ; 
Rank  over  rank,  awakening  with  her  tread. 
Inquisitive,  intelligent ;  aspiring. 
Each  above  other,  all  above  themselves. 
Till  every  generation  should  transcend 
The  fcnner,  as  the  former  all  the  past 

■*  Such,  such  akme  were  meet  inhafailanli 
For  these  fair  isles,  so  ux>nderfully  form'd 
Amidst  the  solitude  of  sea  and  sky, 
On  which  my  wandering  spirit  first  was  cast. 
And  still  beyond  whose  girdle,  eye  nor  wing 
Can  cany  me  to  undiscover'd  climes, 
Where  many  a  nobler  race  may  dwell ;  whose  waifi 
And  eiiles,  tost  by  tempests  on  the  flood, 
Hither  might  drift  upon  their  native  trees ; 
Or,  like  their  own  free  birds,  on  fearless  pinioDS, 
Make  voyages  amidst  the  pathless  heaven, 
And,  lighting,  colonize  these  fertile  tracts, 
Reoover*d  from  the  barrenness  of  ocean, 
Whuse  wealth  might  well  repay  the  breve  adventure, 
^llath  Nature  spent  her  strength  ?  Why  stopp*d  she 

here? 
Wliy  stopp*d  ix>C  lower,  if  to  rise  no  higher  ? 
Can  she  not  summon  from  more  ancient  regions. 
Beyond  the  rising  or  the  setting  sun, 
CrDotuies,  as  fkr  above  the  mightiest  here 
As  yonder  eagle  flaming  at  high  noon, 
Outsuars  the  bat  that  flutters  through  the  twilight  f 
Or  as  the  tender  Pelicim  excels 
The  anomakMis  abortion  of  the  rock. 
In  which  plant,  fossil,  animal  unite  ? 

*■  But  changes  here  may  happen— changes  must ! 
Whnt  hinders  that  new  shores  should  yot  ascend 
Oiit  of  tho  howim  of  the  deep,  and  spread 
Till  all  converge,  from  one  circumference 
Intii  J  wilid  breadth  of  table*lnnd, 
Buund  by  the  horiaon,  mnopied  with  heaven. 
And  u<Tan  in  his  own  abym  absorb'd  7' 


>»» 


While  (hose  imairinations  cross'd  the  mind, 
My  ihiHiphis  fiilfiU'd  theniselvcs  before  mine  eyes; 
The  islamis  nK>ve<i  like  circles  upon  water, 
KTi<i;i(]inf;  till  they  touchM  racli  other,  closed 
Tli<>  iiiifrjaccnt  wtniits.  and  thus  became 
A  fiiucioMs  continent  which  HU'd  the  sea. 
Tli.it  rlu'inire  %%a«  total,  like  a  birth,  a  death; 
— i)irih.  that  from  native  darknc^as  brings  to  light 
Tti<*  yiNinz  inlialtitant  of  lliis  pay  world ; 
Ik-aili,  that  fnHn  scon  to  unseen  things  ranoves, 
And  pwiillou*8  time  up  in  etcniity. 
Thit  nhirh  had  b(>en.  for  ever  ceased  to  be, 
.Aiui  I  hat  which  follow'd  uiis  a  new  creation 
U'pt.jr'it  fn»m  the  diwip^ieanincc  of  the  old. 
Ni  iit-i!  thnt  [cigcant  univrnic  away, 
Wi'h  nil  iia  isU>!i  and  \%ntorK.     So  I  found 
Mvr«!r  tnin<«lat<*d  to  that  other  world. 
I'.-  "It-iclit  of  fancy,  like  the  nnooiiscious  act 
or  Mnkiiii;  from  n  plci>>nnt  dream,  with  sweet 
K<-!-.i.  7^>  into  a  nH»re  tranMjjortin^;  viiiion. 

T!iP  nnr«rr\*  of  brnoilini;  Pelicans, 
T*i"  di»nnifi»n'  of  their  dead,  had  vant^h'd. 
Aiul  all  the  minor  spots  of  ruck  and  verdure, 


The  abodes  of  happy  millions  were  no  more; 

But  in  their  place  a  shadowy  landscape  lay. 

On  whose  extremest  western  verge,  a  gleam 

Of  living  silver,  to  the  downward  sun 

Intensely  glittering,  marked  the  boundary  line. 

Which  ocean,  held  by  chains  invisible. 

Fretted  and  foam'd  in  vain  to  overleap^ 

Woods,  mountains,  valleys,  riven,  glens,  and  plaint 

Diveiaifled  the  scene  >-4hat  scene  was  wild, 

Magnificent,  deform'd,  or  beautiful, 

As  framed  expressly  for  all  kinds  of  life. 

With  all  life's  labon,  suflS^rings,  and  ei\joyiiMnli; 

Untouch'd  as  yet  by  any  meaner  hand 

Than  His  who  made  it.  and  pronounced  it  good. 

And  good  it  was ,' — free  as  light,  air,  fire,  watw. 

To  every  thing  that  breathed  upon  its  sorfeosb 

From  the  small  wx>rm  that  crept  abroad  at  midni^ 

To  sip  cool  dews,  and  feed  on  sleeping  flowen, 

Then  slunk  into  its  hole,  the  little  vampjrre ! 

Through  every  species  which  I  yet  had  seen. 

To  animals,  of  tribes  and  forms  unknown 

In  the  lost  nlands  ; — beasu  that  ranged  the  hmta, 

Graaed  in  the  volleys,  bounded  o*er  the  hills, 

Reposed  in  rich  savannas,  from  grey  rocks 

nck'd  the  thin  herbage  sprouting  throu|^  tiieir 

fissures; 
Or  in  waste  howling  deserts  found  oases. 
And  fountains  pouring  sweeter  streams  than  nectar 
And  more  melodious  than  the  nightingale, 
to  the  feint  and  perishing  they  seem'd. 


I  gaaed  on  ruminating  herds  of  kine. 
And  sheep  for  ever  wandering ;  goats  that  swimg 
like  spiders  on  the  cngs.  so  slight  their  hold ; 
Deer,  playful  as  their  fewns.  in  peace,  but  feQ 
As  battling  bulls,  in  waia  of  jealousy : 
Through  flowery  champaigns  roam'd  the  fleet  gaaellaiii 
Of  many  a  color,  size,  and  shape, — all  graceful ; 
In  every  look.  step,  attitude  prepared. 
Even  at  the  shadow  of  a  cloud,  to  vanish. 
And  leave  a  solitude  where  thousands  stood 
With  heads  declined,  and  nibbling  eagerly 
As  locusts  when  they  light  on  some  new  soil. 
And  move  no  more  till  they  have  shorn  it  bare. 
On  these,  with  famine  unappeasable. 
Lithe,  muscular,  huge-boned,  and  limb'd  for  leaping 
The  briiidlGd  tyrants  of  brute  nature  prey*d : 
The  weak  and  timid  bow'd  bef(>re  the  strong. 
Tho  many  liy  the  few  were  hourly  slaughtcr'd. 
Where  power  was  right,  and  violence  was  law. 

Here  couch'd  the  panting  tiger,  on  the  watch ; 
Impatient  but  unmoved,  hia  fire-bnll  eyes 
Made  horrid  twilight  in  the  sunlem  jungle. 
Till  on  the  heedlesii  buffalo  he  sprang. 
Drogs^'d  the  low-boUowini;  monster  to  his  lair. 
Crash'd  througli  the  ribs  ai  once  into  his  heart 
QuafT'd  the  hot  blood,  and  ^rged  the  quivering  flosti 
Till  drunk  he  lay,  as  powerless  ns  the  carcass. 

TTierc,  to  the  solitar>'  lion's  nrxT 
So  many  echo<»s  onswer'd,  that  there  «H»m'd 
Ten  in  the  field  for  one; — wlH'n?*er  they  tuni'd 
The  flying  animals,  from  cave  to  cave. 
Heard  hiM  voice  iMiiing :  oihI  roif'il'd  aghast. 
Only  to  meet  it  neorcr  ilinn  l>etbre. 
Or.  ere  they  saw  hu*  uliailow  or  hi»  Cice, 
Fall  dead  beneath  his  ihiindor-sirikiiig  paw. 


Cdm  amidil  prent*  of  hRvoc,  in  his  ovrn 
Doge  ilrengih  impngnnWp.  the  elephant 
Offended  iione.  bui  led  hn  quiel  tile 
Among  hii  old  ODnlemponry  Peea. 
"nil  nilure  Isiil  bim  gcnily  down  la  nal 
Benraih  ihe  palm,  nhicb  hr  wu  nonl  U  make 
Hm  prap  in  aiumbgr;  there  hia  relic*  lay 
Longer  than  life  iueir  had  dwell  uriihin  Iham. 
Been  in  Ihe  ample  hollow  of  hii  akull 
Filed  ihcir  wai-ciiodela.  and  atored  ihoir  honey ; 
l^enca  aallied  forth  lo  forage  Ihroiigh  ihe  Relda, 
And  twarm'd  in  emigraling  legion*  thence : 

Ilillocki  beneath  ihe  overarrhlng  riba; 

While  binli.  wiihin  ihe  apinal  Ubyrinlb. 

Conlriveii  Ibeir  neau: — eo  wandering  Aniba  plch 

lliwr  lent*  amidal  Palmyra'a  palace* ; 

So  Oraek  and  Roman  ppaannla  buitd  [heir  hula 

Beneaih  the  ahsdow  of  the  Parthenon. 

Or  on  the  ruina  of  Ihe  Capilot. 

But  Dfiintelligenl  creation  toon 
Fail'd  In  delighl;  the  novelty  departed. 
And  all  look'd  deaolate ;  my  eye  grew  weaiy 
Of  Bering  thai  which  il  might  aee  for  ever 
Wiihoul  o  new  idea  or  emotion ; 
The  mind  within  me  ponied  aller  mind, 
Tlie  (piril  agh'd  to  meet  a  kindiod  ([irit, 
And  in  my  human  henn  there  was  a  -void, 
Which  nnihing  but  humanity  could  (ill. 
Al  letiglh,  aa  diough  a  prinn-door  were  open'd, 
Chaina  had  &11'd  u£  and  by  nn  angel-guide 
Conducted.  I  eacoped  thai  deicrt-l»uni  i 
And  inaUnlaneouily  1  iravell'd  on, 
Yel  knew  not  how,  foe  H'ingi  nor  feel  I  plied, 
But  with  a  motion  like  the  lapM  of  iliuughl. 
O'er  many  a  vale  and  mountain  I  waa  carried, 


Amiilit  Ihe  cmwd  of  grovclUng  animola, 
A  being  more  nuyetdc  alood  bsfure  me ; 
I  mel  an  eye  that  loolt'd  into  my  aoul. 
And  aeem'd  n  ponelrale  mine  in  moat  Ihoughla. 
Inatinclively  I  iiun'd  away  lo  hide  them, 
For  ahame  and  (juich  compunctiun  came  upon  me. 
Aa  though  delected  on  fifrbidden  gruund, 
(iBiing  on  thinga  imliwful :  hut  my  heart 
Helonted  quickly,  and  my  boom  Ihiobh'd 
With  inch  nnultnable  lendernoa. 
Thai  every  aympalhy  of  human  n^lure 
Waa  by  the  bnaiing  of  a  [mlaa  enkindled. 
And  Siiah'il  at  dm«  thmughoui  the  mind'a  remsc*. 
Ah.  in  a  dnHieii'd  chamber,  olijevn  ttert 
Ar.  mind  tha  walla,  the  momem  light  hreoka  in. 
The  midclen  tnmidl  of  aurpriie  awuko 
My  apirii  Irom  thai  innceof  vogue  alBimclion, 
Wherein  I  lived  Ihiviigh  age*,  atid  beheld 
Their  genenlioua  |um  an  aiviOly  by  me. 
That  yf>ara  were  motnonti  in  ihejr  flight,  and  honn 
The  •FCiie*  nf  rrewded  rrntnri«  n-vpnl'Ji 


tVith  >iicli 
L  Thai  over 

r  Wai  by  th 

f  And  aaoh-. 


n'hat  wai  the  being  which  I  then  brheldf 
Man  going  forth  nmidai  intirnor  crealuna: 
Not  aa  he  ro*e  in  Men  out  of  dual, 
Freih  fmm  Iho  moulding  hand  of  Deiiy  ( 
Immorldt  breath  u|xhi  hi*  lifa ;  tlie  light 
Of  uncreated  glury  in  hia  >oul. 
Lord  of  the  nether  univene,  and  hnr 
Of  all  above  him^-all  above  the  aky. 
The  aapphire  pavement  of  hia  fiilnre  paiii^  i 


ir  of  111 


is  all  tliui 


Conceit  of  rom 

hm 

wan-inB 

Ihmuph  Ihe  whole. 

Thai  apell  «„, 

brr-k 

n.  bhe  I 

e  vaninhd  GIm             , 

ou.ly  open'd  i— 

d  1  became  myaelf  again, 

of  all  I  knew 

From  book-  or  arboo 

..  the  wo 

Id  or  age  ««.«)«« 

With  all  thai  (blly  o 

miaforlune  taught  mr,~~         «. 

Each  hath  her 

are  they  ihai  ban.     < 

Sull  the  myaler 

And  I  una  aiill 

lole 

wiinea  of  ila  ianiK.                   J 

But  with  clear 

mind  and  di«: 

chanled  aighl.             * 

Beholding,  judg 

Domprehe 

n.ling  ell; 

Not  paaiive  an 

be'» 

ilder-d  Di 

before. 

NotK 


n  like  1 


img^iai 


Which  from  the  higheal  empyre«i  1^11 


There  fl.imiog  only  with  maUgnanI  beam* 
Among  ibe  conaiellailona  of  bn  peera. 
The  Ihird  gnrt  of  Heaven'*  boat,  with  him  cai 
To  irretrievable  penlition. — ihence, 
Amidal  Ihe  amoke  of  unillumined  fir», 
■■uing  like  homd  aparka  to  blaal  crentitn : 
— Thui,  though  in  dim  echpse.  before  me  ati 
A*  from  a  world  inviaible  call'd  up. 
Man,  in  the  image  of  hi*  Maker  fcrm'd. 
Man,  to  the  image  of  Iiib  lemiHer  lall'ii  j 
Vel  atill  ai  '       '  '       ' "      ' 


a  liltle  lo 


him.  and  etelaini'd. 
Bone  of  my  bone,  fleah  of  my  Heah.  my  BiMlierl 
fail  in  Ibe  depth  of  thy  hnmilialion  i 
'or  dear  iIjoii  arl,  amidal  unconaoiuui  ruin. — 
Dear  to  the  kiiullieit  leeUnga  uf  my  toul. 


■  ihou, 


lb  had  b> 


t  her  tweet  brcaiu  had  m 


•aw  him 


de?ra. 


ible  >BVB 

Companion  to  the  biuie*.  himwlf  mora  brnlal  i 
Superior  only  in  the  cmf)  thai  made 
llie  aerpeiii  aublleal  braat  of  nil  the  fiehl. 
Whoae  guile  nnparadiK^  the  world,  and  bnmsl. 
A  curae  upon  the  eorlh  which  God  hod  hli^C"!. 
That  GUTw  wa*  here,  without  the  miligaiion 
or  healthful  loiL  that  half  redeenH  liar  . 
Whence  man  waa  taken,  whither  he  rvturm. 
And  which  repay*  liim  bmtd  fat  |i«IJent ' 
— Labor,  ihe  symbd  of  hi*  piuiiahit 
— Labor,  the  aecrel  iif  hit  htippineai 
The  cuise  woa  here  j  tor  ihornt  and  briei 
The  langled  labyrinth*,  yet  bricn  ban  nar*. 
And  thomalhrewoullheirwuii    ' 


Tlwei 


ir-d  Ihn!: 


al  lhe» 


urm.  H 

bbor,        ^M 

oThhaMM^H 
ntiOM  ^M 


"nw  IbraaU  cu[  Ihrir  frutn 

y»liling.wiirlkor.«Uor 

SmoDlh  oil.  cool  milk,  nnd 

In  rich  •od  elquuite  vohr 

On  Umm  ilie  indolent  inhn 

Kad  wilboul  can  or  (bif  ihuii^hi.  like  t 

That  piibb'd  Ihe  lurC  nncl  Uiiighi  ilicm  where  lu 

For  Jaitily  nailh^ulv  and  ninririnui  nj»tv; 

Or  (ha  mall  monhev*.  capehng  on  Ibo  bnufhi, 

And  liolinc  on  nwtar  nn<l  Binbrn.!., 

The  pfodoor  of  Ihu  PnmliH  run  wUd : — 

No/— <heM  were  raorty,  if  they  wsro  not  wbe ; 

Whib  mm'i  uniuior"d  hontn  wore  lour  and  sullen. 

lilur  ibow  abhoTT'iI  baboona,  »huie  gliiiionoDi  li 

TIWT  fcUow'd  nMf  in  iheir  choice  of  lind  ,- 

And  whoM  braU)  Kmhlitnce  or  jiuminity 

Mad«  Ihem  nmre  hidoini  Ihnn  their  pmintype*. 

ThU  bora  the  genuine  image  and  inicriptiun, 

Dpbcvl  >Dd(«d,  but  yet  imlrlihle. 

— Fmn  ravening  bewti^  iiid  fiiwli  that  (lati'd 


Men  leam'd 
But  (bund  a 


— The  lutury  oT  devouring  one  aiiulhar. 

Soch  wen  nry  kindred  in  rheir  loil  eatali 
Fnn  whoae  ahominaliona  while  I  lum'd, 

With  buur  Uiueiiiauoa  o'ec  their  niiii  i 

Slink  •>  Ihey  Aen  in  igiwnuice  of  all 

Tliai  rVKt  man  above  hii  origin. 

And  ele«aln  la  heaven  the  ipirit  within  hi 

To  Khicb  (he  Almighly'i  breath  gave  undcnlnnding 

I«rgn  wai  their  ■Utiire.  ami  Iheir  Tni 
Thair  lUna  were  dark.  Iheir  locki  like  eaglai'  leaiheni 
Their  iralum  lorrihlfi — when  nmsed  to  wnih, 
I  lighl«n*d  thrniigh  their  eyei. 
bnaoma  like  pwwving  Hend*. 

— TTia  lon^  of  maliw.  xi  un  lire  of  hell. 
Whirh  then,  in  mtaracu  of  horml  •tmiHh, 
Kagod  ihHMigli  Ihrir  cnnnhlne  l*eth  and  liianiing  lijn, 
.Wakitis  Ibe  Mr  to  liii;le,  and  the  hmiI 
tvrlien.  with  apamu  nf  (inn^  rovidting  h 
A*  if  Ihe  Mond  rhtngnJ  rolor  in  Ihe  veinn 
Wfail*  hill  and  eold  it  nn  nboiil  the  hearl. 
A«d  pad  to  (Mle  ui»n  the  ehesk  i(  nhaw'd. 


rly  peril  of  reprifoli 
From  the  ferociom  hripuidi  of  the  «ood«. 
The  honpM.  benighted  with  her  whel|iiu 

iking  ihelter  fiom  the  drvnrhing  >Iorm 
Mel  wilh  unioen  reaiiianre  nn  ihe  Ihrithoid. 
And  periib'd  ere  ahe  knew  by  what  ihe  fell  j 
'.  finding  all  witliiii  Ml»p.  lurprind 
lie  innuin  in  Iheir  dream),  fran  wliich  no  mora 
Her  deadly  vengeance  luObr'd  Ihem  lu  wake. 
— On  oprn  plaim  ihey  framed  tow.  narrow  hula 
Of  boughi,  Ihe  wreck  of  nindfolli  or  of  Time, 
WbiiImI  vtilh  cann,  and  Ihalch'd  with  reedi  and 

leavHi 
There  fnm  sHlictiTe  noon  ■ought  twilight  ihadcw 
Or  alumbcr'd  in  ihe  Mnohe  ofgrren-wuDd  diet, 
To  drive  away  Ihe  pntilenl  miukeioa. 
— Soma  buill  unwieldy  neau  among  the  Irceo. 
In  which  lo  dole  by  night,  or  walcb  by  day 
Thejoyfu]  raomenl,  fhjta  Ihal  ai  "- 


In  flight  or  rombal.  on  the  cl 
They  nn  a  lili  with  fliniy-hi 
fir  lanrh'd  the  lighler  javelii 


through  the  air, 

uljik'a  eye, 

ihcn  ■  lile  nsa  ipJU'd 


Cnn  rciwh  th 
tn< 


Or  bulb  miBt  periih  on  ibe  apol.  ihey  Ibughl 
With  Huha  nf  inin-wood  attd  [londctuiu  Ibrce. 
Wielrlr^  with  terriMe  deilerily, 
And  Billing  down  like  ihunderbolli.  whii'h  iiutig 
ihunderhiju  roulJ  meet  or  parry. 


Kude-E 


.Mon 


el  the  1 


-aMhil, 


10  kill. 


Ihe  cli'll  vuleano 

TImi  iar  w*  Inrhin;  haUnI  in  iliaguina. 
Awl  not  IM  blal  bi  il*  laM  rw-m. 
Thsy  lUnnaJ. — like  whirlwinrln  iti  ihe  LJbvnn  wvb 
Wha*  Iha  dead  aand  aiarU  up  in  livinc  rilUn. 
'T^M  oiagla,  put.  and  erei",  ihon  imfti  in  niin 
On  aan  and  bea« — they  dnnced'nihoiiNamt  Hreflmi 
IMiaB,ca)0i  and  hurra,  their  dm fminj;  dm  ii>nii-iiii 
Oh  Bervta  and  eaia  •an[NuRil  wiih  im'h  I'lanf^or; 
lUI  mtilk  grew  raadnw,  and  the  (eait  a  fray. 


They  knew  nol  ihanH  nor  honor,  yel  knew  |irida 
-The  |>r><le  uf  •irengih.  akill.  ipeed,  and  aubilcly  i 
The  pride  of  lymnny  and  violence. 
Not  e'er  ihe  oiiRhly  only,  whom  ibcir  enn 
Had  rriuh'd  in  hniile,  oe  IukI  hanely  (loin 

cwlienni*  flmhiuh.  or  BHHp  Ipenihrniiia  tmile^ 
Tinhniciiig  while  Ihry  MuMi'd  iha  henri  ihat  met 
Tlieir  ■i^erioin  leeniing  wilh  nngliBnlrd  lirrut ; 
— The  rerklenf  mivagv  diafday'd  Iheir  pride 
By  vilv  oMirmiion  in  iU  riteal  fiimw. — 
Opprewiiin  of  Ihe  weak  and  innoreni  i 
'.  In&ncy.  vromnnlinud.  old  age.  diwiw-, 

The  lame,  the  hall,  ihe  Mind,  arc  wTonr'"',  neglcrW 
•nd  lo  |»rtah  by  Hild  bean*  in  i>  nodi 
.  Tbh  in  rniniililra  in  rfreia;  miinliT'il. 

I  liy  their  dcanvl  kindml,  in  loli]  (,lom: 
d  ihf-nwolve*  "f  Nn1"re'ii  pni-iuin  bur^na 
In  mon^  laid  on  nuui  Ip  loach  tiM  mercy. 
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But  their  prime  glory  was  iiuane  debaucfat 
To  inflict  and  bear  excruciating  tortures ; 
The  unshrinkhig  victim,  while  the  fleth  waa  rent    . 
From  hia  live  limbs,  and  eaten  in  hit  preaence, 
Still  in  hia  death-pangs  taunted  hia  tormentora 
Whh  talcs  of  cruelty  more  diabolic 
Wreak'd  by  himself  upon  the  friends  of  thoae 
Who  now  their  impotence  of  vengeance  wasted 
On  him.  and  drop  by  drop  his  life  extorted 
With  thorns  and  briers  of  the  wildemeas. 
Or  the  slow  violence  of  untouching  fire. 

Vanity  too,  Pride*s  mannikin,  here  play'd 
Satanic  tricks  to  ape  her  master-fiend. 
The  leopard's  beauteous  spoils,  the  lion's  mane, 
Engirt  the  loins,  and  waved  upon  the  shoulders 
Of  those  whose  wiles  or  arms  had  won  such  trophies : 
Rude-punctured  figures  of  all  loathsome  things, 
Toads,  scorpions,  asps,  snakes*  eyes  and  double  tongues, 
In  fragrant  colors  on  their  tattooed  limbs. 
Gave  proof  of  intellect,  not  dead  but  sleeping, 
And  in  its  trance  enacting  strange  vagaries. 
Bracelets  of  human  teeth,  fiuigs  of  wild  beasts. 
The  jaws  of  sharks,  and  beaks  of  ravenous  birds, 
Glitter'd  and  tinkled  round  their  arms  and  ankles ; 
While  skulls  of  slaughter'd  enemies,  in  chains 
Of  natural  elf-locks,  dangled  from  the  necki 
Of  those,  whose  own  bare  skulk  and  cannibal  taadi 
Era  long  must  deck  more  puissant  fiends  than  diejr- 

On  ocean,  too,  diey  exercised  dominioD^— 
Of  hollow  trees  composing  slight  caiKMs, 
They  paddled  o'er  the  reels,  cut  through  Uie  breakm. 
And  rode  the  untamed  billows  fiir  from  shore ; 
Amphibious  from  their  infancy,  and  fearing 
Nought  in  the  deepest  waters  rave  the  shark : 
Even  him,  well  arm*d,  they  gloried  to  encounter, 
And  when  he  tum*d  to  ope  those  gates  of  death, 
That  led  into  the  Hades  of  his  gorge. 
Smote  with  such  stem  decision  to  his  vitals. 
And  vanish'd  through  the  blood-beclouded  waves. 
That,  blind  and  desperate  in  his  agony, 
Headlong  he  plunged,  and  perish'd  in  the  abyss. 

Woman  was  here  the  powerless  slave  of  man ; 
Thus  fiillen  Adam  tramples  fallen  Eve, 
Through  all  the  generations  of  his  sons. 
In  whose  barbarian  veins  the  old  serpent's  venom 
Turns  pure  affection  into  hideous  lust. 
And  wrests  the  might  of  his  superior  arm 
(Given  to  defend  and  bless  his  meek  oompanioD) 
Into  the  very  yoke  and  scoui^e  of  bondage ; 
Till  limbs  by  beauty  moulded,  eyes  of  gladness. 
And  the  full  bosom  of  confiding  truth. 
Made  to  delight  and  comfort  him  in  toil. 
And  change  Care's  den  into  a  halcyon's  nest, 
•  -Are  broke  with  drudgery,  quench'd  with  stagnant 

tears. 
Or  wruna:  with  lonely  nnimparted  woe. 
Man  in  benide  himself,  not  less  tlian  fall'n 
Below  his  dif^ity,  who  owns  not  wx>man 
As  nearer  to  his  heart  than  when  she  grew 
A  rib  within  him, — as  his  heart's  o>vn  heart 

He  ulew  the  game  with  his  unerring  arrow, 
But  lefl  it  in  the  bush  for  her  to  drag 
lloroe,  with  her  feeble  hands,  already  burthened 


With  a  young  infent  clinging  to  her  shoukUnk 

Here  she  fell  down  in  travail  by  the  way. 

Her  piteous  groans  unheard,  or  heard  nnaumw'd  ; 

There,  with  her  convoy,  she— mother,  and  ddld. 

And  slaughter'd  deer — became  some  wild  baaai'spvqrt 

Though  spoils  so  rich  not  one  could  long  m^pff^ 

Soon  the  woods  echoed  with  the  huge  upranr 

Of  savage  throats  contending  for  the  bodies^ 

Till  not  a  bone  was  left  for  farther  quarraL 

— ^He  chose  the  spot ;  she  piled  the  wood,  sha  now 

The  supple  withes,  and  bound  the  thatch  thai  ftoa'd 

The  ground-built  cabin  or  the  tree-swung  nasL 

— ^He  brain*d  the  drowsy  panther  in  his  den. 

At  noon  o'ercome  by  heat,  and  with  closed  Udi 

Fearing  assaults  from  none  but  vexing  fliea. 

Which  with  his  ring-streak 'd  tail  he  swilch'd  amy* 

The  citadel  thus  storm'd,  the  monster  slain. 

By  the  dread  prowess  of  his  daring  arm. 

She  roird  the  stones,  and  planted  the  siocknda^ 

To  fortify  the  garrison  for  him. 

Who  scornfully  look'd  on,  at  ease  reclined, 

Or  only  rose  to  beat  her  to  the  task. 

Tct,  *midst  the  gall  and  wormwood  of  her  lo^ 
She  tasted  joys  which  none  but  woman  knowa* 
— ^The  hopes,  fears,  feelings,  raptures  of  a  noihar» 
Well-nigh  compensating  for  his  unkindneas^ 
Whom  yet  with  all  her  fervent  soul  she  lovod. 
DMrer  to  her  than  all  the  universe. 
The  looks,  the  cries,  the  embraces  of  her  habaa ; 
In  each  of  whom  she  lived  a  separate  life. 
And  felt  the  fountain,  whence  their  veina  were  fflTdL 
Flow  in  perpetual  union  with  the  streama. 
That  swell'd  their  pulses,  and  throbb'd  back  tliioq|[h 

hers. 
Oh !  't  was  benign  relief  when  my  vex'd  ey% 
Could  turn  from  man,  the  sordid,  selfish  savage. 
And  gaze  on  woman  in  her  sellklenial. 
To  him  and  to  their  oflipring  all  alive. 
Dead  only  to  herself^ — save  wlien  she  woo 
His  unexpected  smile ;  then,  she  look'd 
A  thousand  times  more  beautiful,  to  meet 
A  glanco  of  aught  like  tenderness  from  him ; 
And  sent  the  sunshine  of  her  happy  heart 
So  warm  into  the  charnel-house  of  hia. 
That  Nature's  genuine  sympathies  awoke. 
And  he  almost  forgot  himself  in  her. 
O  man !  lost  man  !  amidst  the  desolation 
Of  goodness  in  thy  soul,  there  yet  remains 
One  spark  of  Dciiy. — that  8{)ark  is  love. 


CANTO  VII. 


AoRS  again,  with  silent  revolution. 
Brought  mom  and  even,  noon  and  night,  with  all 
The  old  virimitudes  of  Nature's  aspect : 
Rains  in  their  seoRon  fcrtiUzed  the  ground. 
Winds  sow'd  the  seeds  of  every  kind  of  plant 
On  its  peculiar  flr>il ;  while  ton*  matured 
What  winds  had  sown,  and  raiiM  in  seamn  waler'd. 
Providing  noiiriHhment  for  all  that  lived  : 
Man's  generations  came  and  went  like  thene, 
— ^Thegrawan*!  flowers  that  wither  where  they  spring 
— ^The  brutes  that  perish  wholly  where  they  fklL 
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MONTGOMERY'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


'•Shall  not  the  Judge  of  all  the  earth  do  right  ?" 

I  tremUed  while  I  spake.     I  could  not  bear 

The  doubt,  fear,  horror,  that  o'erhung  the  &te 

Of  millicMis,  milUona,  milikHM* — living,  dying. 

Without  a  hope  to  hang  a  hope  upon, 

That  of  the  whole  it  might  not  be  affinn'd, 

— ***TweTe  better  that  they  never  had  been  bom." 

I  tum'd  away,  and  look'd  for  consolatimi 

Where  Nature  else  had  shrunk  with  loathing  back, 

Or  imprecated  curses,  in  her  wrath, 

Even  on  the  fallen  creatures  of  my  race, 

O'er  whose  mysterious  doom  my  heart  was  breaking. 

I  aaw  an  idiot  with  long  haggard  visage, 
And  eye  of  vacancy,  trolling  his  tongue 
From  cheek  to  cheek ;  then  muttering  syllables, 
Which  all  the  leam'd  on  earth  could  not  interpret ; 
Yet  were  they  sounds  of  gladness,  tones  of  pleasure, 
Inefiable  tranquillity  expressing. 
Or  pure  and  buoyant  animal  delight ; 
For  bright  the  sun  shone  round  him ;  cool  the  breeze 
Play'd  in  the  floating  shadow  of  the  palm. 
Where  he  lay  rolling  in  voluptuous  sloth : 
And  he  had  fed  deliriously  on  fruit, 
'Hiat  fell  into  his  lap,  and  virgin  hcmey. 
That  melted  from  the  hollow  of  the  rock. 
Whither  the  hum  and  stir  of  bees  had  drawn  him. 
He  knew  no  bliM  beside,  save  sleep  when  weary, 
Or  reveries  like  this,  when  broad  awake. 
Glimpses  of  thought  seem*d  flashing  through  his  bfain, 
like  wildfires  flitting  o*er  the  rank  morass, 
Snares  to  the  night-bewilder*d  traveller ! 
Gently  he  raised  his  head,  and  peep*d  around. 
As  if  he  hoped  to  see  some  pleasant  object, 
—The  wingless  squirrel  jet  from  tree  to  tree, 
— ^The  monkey  pilfering  a  parrot's  nest, 
But,  ore  he  bore  the  precious  spoil  away, 
Surprised  behind  by  beaks,  and  wings,  and  claws, 
That  mode  him  scamper  giblienng  away: 
— ^The  sly  opossum  dangle  by  her  tail. 
To  snap  the  silly  birds  that  perch 'd  too  near ; 
Or  in  the  thicket,  with  her  young  ot  plaVi 
Start  when  the  rustling  grass  announced  a  snake, 
And  secrete  them  within  her  second  womb. 
Then  stand  alert  to  give  the  intruder  bailie. 
Who  rear'd  his  crest,  and  hissi'd,  and  glid  away: — 
— ^These  with  the  transport  of  a  child  ho  view'd. 
Then  laugh'd  aloud,  and  crark'd  his  fingers,  smote 
His  palms,  and  clasp'd  his  knees,  convulsed  with  glee; 
A  sad,  sad  spectacle  of  merriment ! 
Yet  he  was  happy;  happy  in  this  life; 
And  could  I  doiibl,  that  death  to  him  wrmUl  bring 
Intelligence,  which  ho  had  ne'er  ahusetl, 
A  stml,  which  he  had  never  lost  by  sin  ? 

I  saw  a  woman,  panting  from  her  throes. 
Stretch 'd  in  a  lonely  cabin  on  the  ground, 
Pale  with  the  anguish  of  her  biitcr  hour, 
Whose  sorrow  she  Hirgal  not  in  the  joy, 
Which  mothers  fi»cl  \rhen  a  maiwhild  is  bom ; 
Hers  WW  an  infant  of  her  own  scorn'd  sex : 
It  lay  u(K»n  her  breast ; — she  laid  it  there, 
l)y  the  Mime  instinct,  which  taught  it  to  find 
The  milky  fountain,  flll'd  to  meet  its  wariis 
Kven  at  tho^te  of  life. — to  drink  nnd  live. 
Am  hill!  she  lay  ulNpassive  to  the  touch 


Of  those  small  fingen,  nd  the  toft,  aolt  Upi 

Soliciting  the  sweet  nutrition  thence. 

While  yearning  sympathy  crept  round  her  heart 

She  felt  her  spirit  yielding  to  the  charm. 

That  wakes  the  parent  in  the  fellest  boaonv 

And  binds  her  to  her  little  one  for  ever. 

If  once  completed ; — but  she  brcAe,  she  brolbe  it 

For  she  was  brooding  o*er  her  sex's  wrooga. 

And  seem'd  to  lie  amidst  a  nest  of  soorpiona. 

That  stung  remorse  to  frenzy  >— forth  she  tpniif, 

And  with  collected  might  a  moment  stood, 

Mercy  and  misery  struggling  in  her  thoughts. 

Yet  both  impelling  her  to  Oie  dire  purpoae. 

There  was  a  little  grave  already  nuide. 

But  two  spans  long,  in  the  turf-floor  beside  her* 

By  him  who  was  the  &ther  of  that  child : 

Thence  he  had  sallied,  when  the  work  was  doB% 

To  himt,  to  fish,  or  ramble  on  the  hills. 

Till  all  was  peace  again  within  that  dwelling, 

— ^His  haimt,  his  den,  1im  anything  bat  home ! 

Peace  7 — ^no,  till  the  new-comer  were  dispalch'd 

Whence  it  should  ne'er  return,  to  break  the  smpor 

Of  tmawaken'd  conscience  in  himael£ 


She  pluck'd  the  bat^  fiom  her  flowing 
And  o'er  its  mouth,  yet  moist  with  Nature*a 
Bound  a  thick  lotus-leaf  to  still  its  cries ; 
Then  laid  it  down  in  that  untimely  grave. 
As  teruleriy  as  though  *t  were  rock'd  to  aleep 
With  songs  of  love,  and  she  afraid  to  waka  it : 
Soon  as  she  felt  it  touch  the  ground,  she  startad. 
Hurried  the  damp  earth  over  it;  then  fell 
Flat  on  the  heaving  heap,  and  cruah'd  it  dowB 
With  the  whole  burthen  d*  her  grief;  ezclaiaiB|^ 
"  O  that  my  mother  had  done  so  to  me ! " 
Then  in  a  swoon  forgot,  a  little  while. 
Her  child,  her  sex,  her  tyrant,  and  heraelC 

Amazement  wilher'd  up  all  human  feeling : 
I  woiider'd  how  I  could  look  on  so  calmly. 
As  though  I  were  but  animated  stone. 
And  not  kneel  down  upon  the  spot,  and  pray 
That  earth  might  open  to  devour  that  mother. 
Or  heaven  8h(X)t  lightning  to  avenge  that  daughter 
Bui  horror  soon  gave  way  to  hope  and  pity, 
— no[)e  for  the  dead,  and  pity  for  the  living. 
Thenceforth  when  I  beheld  tnwps  of  wild  childrea 
Frolicking  around  the  tents  of  nickedneas. 
Though  my  heart  danced  within  me  to  the  music 
Of  their  loud  \oices  and  unruly  mirth. 
The  blithe  exulierance  of  beginning  life ! 
I  could  not  weep  when  they  went  out,  like  sparks 
That  gliiler,  creep,  and  dwindle  out,  on  tinder 
Happy,  thiice  Imppy  were  they  thus  to  die, 
Rnlher  than  grow  into  such  men  and  women, 
— Such  fiends  incamaie  as  that  fplonnpire. 
Who  dug  i(i(  grave  b<>foro  his  child  was  bom; 
Such  miserable  wretches  as  ilurt  mother. 
Whose  tender  mercies  were  so  deadly  cruel  * 

I  saw  their  infant's  spirit  rise  to  heaven, 
Cnnght  from  its  birth  up  to  the  thnme  of  God, 
There,  lhouKtt>i<Is.  and  ten  thousands,  I  beheb^ 
Of  inno<>ents  like  this,  that  died  untimely. 
By  violence  of  their  unnatural  kin. 
Or  by  Uie  mercy  of  that  gracious  Pbwer, 
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V  dMin  being,  taking  what  He  gave 
eooM  tin  or  tiifler  like  their  parents. 
MB  in  white  raiment,  crown'd  with  flowen, 
lir  banks  of  that  resplendent  river, 
nams  make  glad  the  city  of  our  God ; 
of  life,  as  c\mr  as  crystal,  welling 
m  die  throne  itself,  and  visiting 
'  a  Paradise  that  ne*er  was  lost ; 
H  die  tree  of  life  inunortal  grows, 
la  iti  monthly  fruits,  twelve  kinds  of  fruit, 
ibod  of  saints  and  angels ; 
are  lor  the  healing  of  the  nations. 
iIm  shadow  of  its  blessed  boiightf, 
thoaa  rescued  in&nts,  in  their  schools, 
I  of  just  men  made  perfect,  taught 
bos  lessons  of  almighty  love, 
pooght  them  thither  by  the  readiest  path 
\  norid's  wilderness  of  dire  temptations, 
llrai  their  everiasting  weal. 

B  die  rapture  of  that  hour,  though  songs 
Jam  to  golden  lyres  and  trumpets, 
iadeem*d  upon  the  sea  of  glais, 
oes  like  the  sound  of  many  nvtert, 
mine  ear,  whose  secret  cells  were  open*d 
tun  celestial  harmonies, 
jmII.  sweet  accents  of  those  little  children, 
Ntt  all  the  gladness  of  their  sonli, 
jof ,  gratitude,  and  praise  to  Him, 
vhohad  bved  and  wash'd  them  in  his  blood ; 
m  to  me  the  most  transporting  strains, 
he  halleli^ahs  of  all  Heaven. — 
lost  awhile  in  that  amazing  chorus 
Im  throne,  at  happy  inter%*a1s, 
n  bosannas  of  the  infiint  choir, 
n  thai  eternal  temple,  brought 
nine  eye,  which  neraphs  had  been  glad 
h  eould  they  have  fblt  the  sympathy 
llad  all  my  soul,  when  I  beheld 
ideacen<liiig  Deity  thus  driini'd. 
le  mouths  of  bnbrs  an<I  micklinsn  here, 
ft  his  hiijh  praiiio : — the  hnrp  of  II(>aven 
,*d  its  loa!«t  hut  not  itn  monncKt  utrini?, 
irm  not  hrrn  tnueht  to  play  upon  it. 
•  ftnro  foelintni  all  their  own.  \%'hat  men 
•Is  can  conrrivp  of  rr<*aturo«,  b»»m 
le  mrM»,  yet  from  the  runie  redeem*d, 
!ad  at  once  lieyond  tho  power  to  fall, 
which  men  nor  iinjroI«  ever  knew, 
a  of  these  and  all  of  those  had  fallen. 


CANTO  vni. 


I  bot  the  vision  of  an  cyc-fflance :  frone 

ght  could  fix  U|«n)  it. — sonc  like  lic^htning 

^t,  when  the  ox|<iii5ivo  flnnh  reveals 

ennines,  an<l  Pyrcni'es.  in  one 

boriann.  luddeniy  lit  u]i, — 

veis,  forests.— ^uem-h'd  nn  nudjenly  : 

•  that  fiU'd  the  mind  with  iinajTm. 

eais  cannot  obliten<t(> ;  \mt  ^tamp'd 

lantani<ous  rverlx<«iin<;  torro 

iry*8  more  than  oihinianiine  tablet: — 

a  of  that  which  eye  hath  never  seen. 


Ear  heard,  nor  heart  of  man  oonoeived.^^t  paas'd 
But  what  it  show'd  can  never  past     It  pass*d. 
And  \e(t  me  wandering  through  that  land  of  exile, 
Cut  off  from  intercourse  with  happier  lands ; 
Abandon'd,  as  it  seem'd,  by  its  Creator ; 
Unvisiled  by  Him,  who  came  from  Heaven 
To  seek  and  save  the  kist  of  every  clime ; 
And  whara  God,  looking  down  in  wrath,  had  said, 
**  My  Spirit  shall  no  longer  strive  with  man :" 
ignorance  or  unbelief  might  deem. 


Was  it  thus  oatlaw*d  ?   No :  God  left  himself 
Not  without  wimesB  of  his  presence  there ; 
He  gave  them  rain  from  heaven  and  fruitful 
Filling  unthankful  hearti  with  feed  and  gladnc 
He  gave  them  kind  a£fections  which  they  strangled 
Turning  his  grace  into  lasciviousness. 
He  gave  them  powen  of  intellect,  to  scale 
Heaven's  height ;  to  name  and  number  all  the  atari 
To  penetrate  earth*s  depths  for  hidden  riches. 
Or  clothe  its  surfece  with  fertility ; 
Amidst  the  haimts  of  dragons,  dens  of  satyrs. 
To  call  up  hamlets,  villages,  and  towns. 
The  abode  of  p^ce  and  industry ;  to  build 
Cities  and  palaces  amid  waste  places ; 
To  sound  the  ocean,  combat  with  the  winds, 
Travel  the  waves,  and  compass  every  shore. 
On  vojrages  of  commerce  or  adventure ; 
To  shine  in  civil  and  refining  arts, 
With  tranquil  science  elevate  the  soul ; 
To  explore  the  universe  of  mind ;  to  Irsce 
The  Nile  of  thinking  to  its  secret  source, 
And  thence  puraue  its  infinite  meandenu 
Not  lust  ami^t  the  labyrinths  of  Time. 
But  o'er  the  cataract  of  Death  down-rolling. 
To  flow  for  ever  and  for  ever  and  for  ever 
Where  tuie  nor  space  can  limit  its  expansion. 

He  gave  the  ideal,  too,  of  truth  and  beauty ; 
To  look  on  Nature  with  a  poet's  eye. 
And  live,  amidst  the  daylipht  of  thin  world. 
In  regions  of  enchantment ; — with  the  force 
Of  song,  as  with  a  spirit,  to  possess 
The  souls  of  those  that  hearken,  till  they  feci 
But  what  the  minstrel  feels,  and  do  but  that 
Wliich  his  strange  inspiration  makes  them  do : 
Thus  with  his  breath  to  kindle  war,  and  bring 
The  array  of  battle  to  electric  issue ; 
Or,  while  opposing  leirions,  front  to  front. 
Wait  the  dread  signal  for  the  wr»rk  of  ha^'oc, 
Step  in  between,  and  with  the  healing  voice 
Of  harmony  and  concord  H-in  them  so. 
That  hnriing  down  their  weapons  of  drstnictiun 
They  rush  into  eaHi  other's  arms,  nnxh  shouts 
And  tears  of  transport ;  till  inveterate  foes 
Are  friends  and  hrpthren.  feasting  on  the  Held, 
Where  ^itlnircs  else  had  feasted,  and  eorpe<l  wolves 
Howl'd  in  conxnilsive  slumber  o'er  their  comes. 

Siich  powers  to  these  were  (riven,  but  pi ven  in  vain 
They  knew  them  not.  or,  as  they  learn 'd  to  know, 
Pen-erted  them  to  more  pernicious  evil 
Than  ignorance  hail  fckill  to  f>er|ietrate. 
Yet  the  ereat  Father  gave  a  richer  |iortion 
To  these,  the  most  im['4tvrri»<h'd  of  his  childrer , 
He  icnl  the  light  that  lightcth  every  man 
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Tliat  coowi  into  Uie  worid^— the  light  of  tnith: 

But  flttan  tmn'd  thst  light  to  daiknew ;  tiini*d 

Ood*!  troth  into  •  lie,  and  they  believed 

HU  lie,  who  led  them  ceptiTe  at  his  will, 

Unirp'd  the  dnone  of  Deity  on  earth, 

And  daim'd  aUegianee,  in  all  hideoua  ftma, 

—The  abominahle  emblemi  of  himielC 

The  legioo4end,  who  takei  whatever  riiape 

Man*a  cnied  imagination  can  deviM 

Tb  body  fcrth  hie  notion  of  a  God, 

And  prove  how  low  immortal  mindi  can  lall. 

When  fiom  the  livnig  God  they  &11,  to  aenre 

Dumbidola.  Thua  they  wonhipp*datocki  and  alaiiia, 

Whiefa  handa  imapt  fiir  ■colptiue  exeonted. 

In  their  egiegioiia  felly,  like  themaelvea. 

Though  not  more  like,  even  in  barbarian  eyei^ 

Than  antic  clouds  reaemble  animale* 

To  dteae  they  oOer'd  flowefa  and  firoiia;  to  thoae, 

Reptilei;  toothers,  birds,  and  beests,and  fishes; 

To  some  they  sacrificed  their  enemies. 

To  more  thor  children,  and  themaelvea  to  aU. 

So  had  the  god  of  this  apostate  worid 
Blinded  their  eyes.    Bat  the  true  God  had  placed 
Yet  further  witness  of  his  grace  among  them. 
When  all  rBmemhranoe  of  himself  was  lost: 
—Knowledge  of  good  and  evil,  right  and  wioog. 
But  knowledge  was  confcunded,  till  they  call'd 
Good  evil,  evil  good ;  refused  the  right. 
And  chose  and  loved  the  vrroog  tor  iu  own  salWi 
One  witness  more,  his  own  amhaswdor 
On  earth,  the  Almighty  left  to  be  their  prophet. 
Whom  Satan  could  not  ntteriy  beguile. 
Nor  always  hold  with  his  ten  thousand  firtteii^ 
Lock*d  in  the  dungeon  of  the  obdurate  breast, 
And  trampled  down  by  all  its  atheist  inmates ; 
— Conscience,  tremendous  conscience,  in  his  fits 
Of  inspiration,^ — whensoe'er  it  came,^ — 
"^Rose  like  a  ghost,  inflicting  fear  of  death. 
On  those  who  fear*d  not  death  in  fiercest  battle. 
And  mock'd  him  in  their  martyrdoms  of  torments : 
That  secret,  swift,  and  silent  messenger 
Broke  on  them  in  their  lonely  hours, — in  sleep. 
In  sickness ;  haunting  them  with  dire  suspidons 
Of  something  in  themselves  that  would  not  die^^- 
Of  an  existence  elsewhere,  and  hereafter, 
Of  which  tradition  was  not  wholly  silenl. 
Yet  spake  not  out ;  its  dreary  oracles 
Confounded  superstition  to  conceive, 
And  baffled  scepticism  to  reject : 
— What  fear  of  death  is  like  the  fear  beyond  itt 

But  pangs  like  these  were  ludd  intervals 
In  the  delirium  of  the  life  they  led. 
And  all  unwelcome  as  returning  reason. 
Which  through  the  chaos  of  a  maniac*s  brain 
Khcits  gleams  of  light  more  terrible  than  darkness 
These  sad  misgivings  of  the  smitten  heart. 
Wounded  unseen  by  conscience  from  its  ambush ; 
These  voices  from  etemiry,  that  spake 
To  an  eternity  of  soul  within. — 
Were  quickly  lull'd  by  riotous  enjoyment. 
Or  lust  in  hurricanes  of  headlong  passion. 
They  knew  no  higher,  sought  no  happier  stete ; 
Had  no  fine  instinct  of  superior  joyu 
Than  those  of  sense ;  no  taste  for  sense  refined 
A  hove  the  groas  necessitiea  of  nature. 
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Or  OQlrtged  NataFR*fe  moat  mmatoral  eraviagL 

Why  should  they  toil  to  make  the  earth  bring  ftf^ 

When  without  toil  she  gave  them  all  they 

The  bread-fruit  ripen*d,  while  they  lay 

Its  shadow  in  luxurious  indolence; 

The  cocoa  fill'd  its  nuts  with  milk  and 

While  they  wero  aauntoring  on  the  shorasMid 

tains; 
And  while  they  damber*d  fiom  their  hesvy 
In  dead  fixgetfuhiess  of  life  itself. 
The  fish  were  spawning  in  unsounded  depths 
The  birds  were  breeding  in  adjacent  tnm. 
The  game  was  fettening  in  deUcioua  paaturai^ 
Unplanted  roota  wero  thriving  ondar  gnmnd. 
Tb  spread  the  tobies  of  their  lutaro  banqnatof 


Thus  what  the  airea  had  been  the 
And  generations  rose,  continued,  wen^ 
Without  memorials— like  the  Ptolicana 
On  that  lone  island,  where  they  built  dioir 
Nourished  their  young,  and  then  ky  down  to  di» 
Hence  through  a  thousand  and  a  *V*imnd 
Man*s  history,  in  that  region  of  oUivioo. 
Might  be  recorded  in  a  page  as  small 
As  the  brief  legend  of  those  Pelicana, 
With  one  appalling,  one  sublime  distineliaB» 
(Sublime  with  horror,  with  despair  appallii^ 
— That  Pelicans  wore  not  tmnsfrrssofs  ]    Ma^ 
Apostate  from  the  womb,  by  blood  a  tiaitor. 
Thus,  while  he  rose  by  dignity  of  birth. 
He  sunk  in  guilt  and  in&my  below 
Creatures  whooe  being  was  but  lent,  not  givi^ 
And,  when  the  debt  waa  due,  reclaim*d  Sat  mwm, 
O  enviable  lot  of  innocence! 
Their  Miss  and  vroe  were  only  of  this  worid: 
Whate'er  their  lives  had  been,  though  bom  to 
Not  less  than  to  ei\joy,  their  end  was  peace. 
Man  was  immortal,  yet  he  lived  and  died 
As  though  there  were  no  life,  nor  death,  bat  this: 
Alas !  what  life  or  death  may  be  hereafter. 
He  <Mily  knows  who  bath  ordain*d  them  both ; 
And  they  shall  know  who  prove  their  truth  fer 


The  thought  was  agony  beyond  enduranea ; 
** O  thou,  my  brother  man  !'*  again  I  cried, 
**  Would  God,  that  I  might  live,  might  die  Sat  thee! 
O  could  I  take  a  form  to  meet  thine  eyt*. 
Invent  a  xoice  with  words  to  reach  thine  aan ; 
Or  if  my  spirit  might  converse  with  thine. 
And  pour  my  thoughts,  fears,  feelings,  through  thy 

breast, 
Unknown  to  thee  whence  came  the  strange  intruion! 
Huw  would  my  soul  rejoice,  rejoice  with  trembling 
To  tell  thee  who  thou  art,  and  bring  thee  hone^ 
— Poor  prodigal,  hero  watching  swine,  and  fiun 
To  glut  thy  hunger  with  the  husks  they  feed 
Home  to  our  Father's  house,  our  Father*a  heart! 
Both,  both  are  open  to  receive  thee^^-cone ; 
O  come? — ^He  hean  not.  heeds  not,— O  my 
That  I  might  prophesy  to  thee^ — to  all 
The  millions  of  dry  bones  that  fill  this  rallay 
Of  darknoM  and  despair ! — Alas !  alas ! 
Can  these  bones  live?   Lord  God,  Thoa 

Come 
From  the  four  winds  of  heaven,  almighty 
Blow  on  these  slain,  and  they  shall  liv*.** 

I 
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Td  Mtk  fifivibiMnt  ht  my  wcuy  ipirit. 

Aaidrt  tiMt  ptopl«d  oootmMit,  die  abod* 

Of  BHMry  wbich  iMch'd  beyond  thii  worid, 

I  ligliiid  OQ  •  lolitarjr  glen 

(A  peeeefnl  refuge  in  e  land  of  diiooid) 

l>0wn*d  with  iteep  locki,  wlMoe  hoeiy  lammilidifloe 

Aaid  iIm  Uoe  oneloaded  element, 

CXer  die  graen  wooda,  that,  turetdiing  down  die  IdOk 
JlDideff^d  the  narrow  champaign  glade  between, 
Ttuongli  wbidi  a  dear  and  pebbly  rill  meandef'd. 
The  aong-binb  earoU'd  in  the  leafy  ■hadeib 
llnee  of  raiplendeat  plnnage  flaonted  niand; 
Higli  d'or  the  difla  the  aea4bwl  loar^d  er  poich'di 
The  Piliean  and  Albatroa  were  aeon 
In  gnmpe  reponng  on  the  northern  ridgei 
TImto  waa  entire  lerenity  above, 
Beauljf,  tranquillity,  ddight  below. 
And  ereiy  mockn,  aoond,  and  eight  were  plaaiing. 
RUnoeeroanor  wUd  bull  paetured  here ; 
lion  nor  tiger  here  ihed  innocent  blood ; 
The  antolopee  were  graiing  void  of  ftar* 
Thmr  yoong  in  aniie  gamhola  runping  by; 
While  goaii,  from  predpioe  to  precipioe 
Clambar'd,  er  hong,  or  vaulted  tluoagh  the  air* 
Aa  if  a  thooght  oonvey'd  them  to  end  fio^ 
Uar—my  reign'd,  aa  onoe  ere  man*a  creation. 
When  brotce  wev  jret  eenh*i  eole  inhabitanti. 
TImto  were  no  homan  tracki  nor  dweHingi  thera^ 
For  "ttrm  a  nnctoary  fiora  hurtlbl  ereatorei^ 
And  in  the  prednete  of  that  happy  dell 
The  ahwnre  of  my  ipeciee  waa  a  mercy ; 
llMnee  the  declining  aun  withdrew  hit  beana, 
Bm  left  it  lighted  by  a  hundred  peaka, 
niiiHiiiig  and  golden,  round  the  apan  of  aky, 
IWt  eeem*d  the  aapphire  roof  of  one  great  temple, 
Whoee  floor  was  emerald,  and  whoae  walb  the  hUla; 
Where  ihoie  that  wonhipp'd  God,  might  worriiipHim 
In  apirit  and  in  truth,  without  distraction. 

Man's  absence  pleased  me ;  yet  on  man  akme, 
Man  frllen.  helptess,  miserable  man, 
My  thoughts,  pnyers,  wishes,  teon,  and  sorrows 

tum'd, 
Howe'er  I  strove  to  drive  envy  remembrance : 
Then  I  rrfrsin'd  no  longer,  but  brake  out, 
—^  Lord  God,  why  best  Thou  made  all  men  ui  vain  f  ** 


CANTO  IX. 


Tme  countenance  of  one  advanced  in  yeai% 
The  shape  of  one  created  to  command. 
The  step  of  one  accusiom*d  to  bo  seen. 
And  fellow'd  with  the  reverence  of  all  eyea. 
Yet  OQOScioos  here  of  utter  tolitude, 
Gaase  on  me  like  an  apparition^ — whence 
I  knew  noc^— half'way  dou-n  the  vale  already 
Had  he  proceeded  ere  I  canght  his  eye. 
And  in  that  mirror  of  intelligence. 
By  the  sure  divinatiHi  of  mine  art. 
Bead  the  mute  history  of  bin  fitrmer  life. 
And  all  the  untold  secrets  of  his  bosom. 

He  was  a  chieftain  of  renown ;  from  yonth 
Ta  graan  aid  age,  the  gloiy  of  his  tribe, 

ZS 


niatimrof  dielreQsnMa;  faiwar 
An  Aleander,  and  in  peace  an  Alfiad. 
From  mom  till  night  he  wont  to  wield  the  qnar 
With  indefirtigable  arm,  er  watch 
From  eve  till  dawn  in  ambush  6r  hia  qnany. 
Human  or  brute ;  not  lees  in  efaaaa  than  fl^i; 
For  strengdi,  akill,  paowess,  enterpriia  vnrivaUU 
Fearless  he  grappled  vrith  the  lell  fayaw. 
And  held  him  atrangling  in  the  grasp  of  fiila; 
He  aaivd  the  she-bear's  whelps,  and  whan  the 
With  miserable  criea  and  inaane  n^(a 
Pnianed  10  resena  thaaB.  would  turn  and  aHiha 
One  btow,  but  one,  to  break  bar  heart  6r  aver: 
From  aling  and  bow,  ha  aent  upon  death  awanda 
The  stone  or  arrow  through  the  traeUasa  air. 
To  overtake  the  fleetest  loot,  or  lay 
Hia  kAiest  pinkm  fluttering  in  the  dost. 
On  the  rough  wavea  he  eegerfy  embark'd, 
Aasail'd  the  atrsnded  vfhale  among  the  brnkm^ 
Dart  after  dart  vrith  anch  aura  aim  impbntiQg 
In  the  huge  careaas  of  the  helplesa  vi^im. 
That  aoon  in  blood  and  ftam  the  monster  brsalhad 
Hia  hst,  and  lay  a  hdk  upon  the  reef; 
Tlience  floated  by  the  rising  tide,  and  tow'd 
By  a  whole  navy  of  canoes  ashoia. 

But  'twaa  the  hero'k  mind  that  made  Urn  great 
Hia  eye^  his  lip^  his  hand,  were  clothed  with  thnndar 
Thrones^  crowns,  and  soeptrss  give  not  mora 


Back'd  with  arm'd  legkais,  fortified  vnth  towtia, 

Tlmn  this  impend  eavage,  all  akme^ 

FVom  Nature's  pure  benefioenoe  derived. 

Yet,  when  the  heyday  of  hot  youth  waa  over. 

Hie  sod  grew  gentle  aa  the  haleyan  braeae. 

Sent  fiom  the  evening'eea  lo  blesrtha  abora. 

After  the  fervors  of  a  tropic  noon , 

Nor  less  benign  his  influence  than  fiesh  showers 

Upon  the  feinting  wildemees,  where  bands 

Of  pilgrims,  bound  for  Mecca,  with  their  camels. 

Lie  down  to  die  together  in  despdr. 

When  the  deceitful  au'r^ge,  that  appeared 

A  pool  of  water  trembling  in  the  sun. 

Hath  vanish*d  from  the  bloodshot  eye  of  thirst 

Firm  in  defoioe  as  valiant  in  the  battle, 

Assdling  none,  but  all  essauits  repelling 

With  such  determined  chastisement,  that  foee 

No  longer  dared  to  forage  on  his  borders. 

War  shrunk  from  his  dominions ;  simple  laws. 

Yet  wise  end  equitable,  he  ordained 

To  rule  a  willing  and  obedient  people. 

Blood  ceaaed  to  flow  in  sacrifice ;  no  more 

The  pareota'  hands  were  raised  agdnst  thdr  children. 

Children  no  longer  slew  their  aged  parents ; 

Man  prey'd  not  on  his  felk>w-num,  within 

The  bdlow'd  drcle  of  his  patriarclMway, 

That  seem*d,  amidst  barbarian  clans  around, 

A  garden  in  a  waste  oi  brier  and  hemlock. 

Ere  life's  meridian,  thus  that  chief  had  reach  d 
The  utmost  pinnacle  of  savage  grandeur. 
And  stood  the  envy  of  ignoble  eyes. 
The  awe  of  humbler  mortals,  the  example 
Of  youth's  sublime  ambition ;  but  to  him. 
It  was  not  given  to  rest  at  any  height , 
The  thoughts  that  travel  to  eternity 
Already  had  begun  their  pilgrimage, 
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Wluflh  tfane,  nor  diHigo,  nor  Ufii,iior  death,  eooU  Map. 

AU  tiMt  he  Mw,  heeid,  Mt,  er  eoidd  eoooeiTe^ 

Open'd  mtm  eeenee  of  Bentel  enterpriw, 

iJBpoeed  new  tMhi  ftr  eidiioaB  eontenpletioQ. 

Ott  tfie  ileep  ■■iiwiiiiii  whieh  he  had  leeled, 

Tb  liie  or  ftU  wera  eole  ehenietiTee ; 

Ifle  Mighi  Bot  Mad,  end  he  dMain'd  to  fidl  I 

lanate  iwafnMfcwnce  of  mfaid  upheld. 

And  \noffmcy  tm  feniiH  bofe  hin  on. 

Hoaviii.  earth,  and  oeean,  weie  to  him  ftmBiar 

IiiaIltheirmolloai^aapeeii,chaQgea;  each 

lb  hfaa  patd  tribnt^of  dM  kaewledga, 

Fron  aninqiiiifaiK  ipwwancef  to  hna 

TMr  gmdial  eeem*.  though  with  dow 

TeC  ema  aeonnwhtinB,  all  reveal'd. 

But  whanee  diejr  oaaMb  even  BKwa  than  what  Aij 


Awahn'd  wenderf  and  dened  eot||ectim  i 
Bknk  wonder  eoidd  not  eiUioQr  hk  iool. 
And  molato  e^i^iect^Ba  wonkl  not  jrield, 
nongh  ftU*d  a  dmneind  tioMO.  in  afiecnlatkai 
On  themeo  diet  open'd  nanurtalily. 
TIm  fodi  whoa  hie  deloded  cmmuyaien 
Aeknowledged,  were  no  fodi  to  liim;  he  eeomM 
The  impoCenee  of  ilcin  ^at  canred  each  ilgniee, 
And  pitied  the  fttni^  of  d¥iee. 
Who  eaw  not  fai  dM  aboitione  of  dieir  hando 
The  abortkni  of  their  ndnda^—Twae  dM  Cieator 
Hie  fiwgh*  tiiitNigh  ereiy  Tolonie  open  to  hiniy 
Fram  die  eaall  leaf  that  holdi  en  ineeet^  web^ 
Fkom  which  ere  long  a  oolonf  ehall  iane, 
WIdi  wingi  end  limbe  ae  perftct  ae  the  eagie'ib 
To  the  Btopendooi  oeean,  diet  giToo  biith 
And  nooriehment  to  ereriaeting  milUone 
Of  ereetoreo,  greet  and  nnaU,  beyond  the  power 
Of  man  to  comprehend  how  thej  eziit 
One  thooght  amidat  the  multitude  within  htm 
Preaa'd  with  perpetual,  with  increaaing  weight. 
And  ]ret  the  ela«dc  aoul  beneath  iia  burthen 
Wai*d  itrong  and  atronger,  waa  enlaiged,  enlted. 
With  the  neoeanty  of  bearing  up 
Against  annihilation ;  fi>r  that  aeem*d 
The  only  refuge  were  thia  hope  foregone : 
It  waa  aa  though  he  wreatled  with  an  angel. 
And  would  not  let  him  go  without  a  blearing. 
If  not  extort  the  aecret  of  his  name : 
Thia  waa  that  thought,  that  hope ;— dumb  idob 
And  tile  vain  hcmiage  of  their  worBhipiperi, 
Were  prooft  to  him,  not  leas  than  aun  and  stara. 
That  tiiere  were  beings  mightier  tkr  than  man, 
Or  man  had  never  dream'd  of  aught  above  him : 
Twaa  e\mr  to  him  aa  was  his  own  existence, 
In  wmch  he  felt  the  fact  poiaonified, 
lliat  man  himaolf  was  for  this  world  too  mighty, 
Poeaearing  powen  which  could  not  ripen  here. 
But  eek'd  infinity  to  bring  them  Ibrth, 
And  find  employ  for  their  unbounded  acope. 

Tradition  told  him.  that,  in  ancient  time. 
Sky,  aun,  and  aea,  were  all  the  universe ; 
The  aun  grew  tired  of  gaxing  on  the  sea. 
Day  after  day ;  then,  with  deacending  beama. 
Day  after  dey  he  pierced  the  dark  abyw. 
Till  he  had  reach*d  ila  diaroantine  floor ; 
YP.  eoor  he  drew  ap  an  island,  aa  a  tree 


GvDwe  in  dm  deeeit  iioni 
Diopt  by  a  wQd  bird.    Grain  by  gndn  it  nn^ 
And  IOQeh*d  at  length  the  aoHhee;  than 
Beneadi  tfw  tbatoring  infkienoe  of  hia  eya, 
PRdifie  aeaaona,  light,  and  ahowam,  and  daw^ 
Aided  by  earthqimlrea^  faonioanea^  ^roicaneaa 
(AU  egenn  of  the  miTenal  eon), 
Cooapired  to  ftnn,  advanoev  enrfeh,  and  Umk 
The  level  raeC  tiD  hOla  and  ddea  appealed. 
And  dM analllale beeame a ooDtfaMBt; 
Whoae  boonda  hia  aneeaton  had  navar 
Thidiar  in  lina,  by  neana  hiamrtablab 
Flanl%  tfifwrufT^  and  mai 
And  widi  die  idolateiB  the  fodi  they 
Theee  talee  tiadithm  told  hfaa ;  he  heHevad. 
Though  aU  wwa  ftblea^  yel  diey  ahadowM 
That  tnuh  widi  heai^  aoul,  mind,  and 
aou^L 

O  twaa  a  apeetade  ftr  angeli,  bound 
On  embaaaiee  of  mercy  to  thia  eaith. 
To  gaae  on  with  oompaariua  and  deligfal, 
^Yea,  wididerire  that  diey  aright  ha  Ua 
To  eee  a  dark  endungeon'd  apirit  fninad. 
And  atmggUng  into  gtorwuB  hlietty. 
Though  Satan'a  legiona  vraidi'd  at  avety  portd. 
And  held  hfaa  by  Ian  thonaand  raanadaa! 
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Booh  waa  the  being  whoa  I  h^a  deaeriadl 
And  fb*d  my  eameat  expectatioQ  on  hin  i 
For  now  er  never  nught  my  hope  ha  pravad. 
How  near,  by  aeawhin^  nan  ntght  Ibd  oat 


Thna,  while  he  walk*d  along  duit  peaeeAl  vriBiy 
Thoqgh  rapt  hi  meditation  ftr  above 
The  world  which  met  hie  aeneea,  but  in  vain 
Would  charm  hia  apirit  within  ila  magic  drd% 
— Still  with  benign  and  meek  aimplidty 
He  hearken*d  to  the  prattle  of  a  babe. 
Which  he  waa  leading  by  the  band ;  but 
Could  he  reatrain  ita  eagerness  to  break 
Looae,  and  run  wild  with  joy  among  the 
It  was  his  grandson,  now  the  only  stoy 
Of  his  bereaved  affitctions ;  all  his  kin 
Had  ftll'n  before  him,  and  hia  youngeat  dai^ihlar 
Bequeathed  thia  in&nt  with  her  dying  lipa: 
**  O  take  Uiia  child,  my  ftther !  take  thia  chil^ 
And  bring  it  up  £>r  me ;  so  may  it  Uve 
To  be  the  latest  blesring  of  thy  lift.** 
He  took  the  child ;  he  brought  it  up  for  her  | 
It  waa  the  lateat  blesring  of  his  lite  ; 
And  while  his  soul  explored  iromenrity. 
In  search  of  something  undefinedly  great. 
This  in&nt  waa  the  link  which  bound  that  eoul 
To  thia  poor  worid,  where  he  had  not  a  wirii 
Or  hope,  beyond  the  moment,  for  himeelC 

The  little  one  was  dancing  at  his  sido^ 
And  dragging  him  with  petty  violenoe 
Hither  and  thither  from  the  onward  path. 
To  find  a  bird's  nest  or  to  hunt  a  fly ; 
His  feign*d  resistance  end  unfeign'd  reluctanea 
But  made  the  boy  more  resolute  to  rule 
The  grandsire  with  his  fond  caprice.    The  aag% 
Though  dallying  with  the  minion'a  wayward  wil^ 
His  own  premeditated  course  pursued. 
And  while,  in  tones  of  sportive  tendemesa. 
He  anawer'd  all  ita  queetiona,  and  aak*d  othen 
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Tt  wnkm  uod  pror*  an  nnftnt**  fiicnitigi  { 

As  tkOTgh  in  naad  warn  mBe  sweat 

And  1m.  wUh  bnath  and  touch,  wafa  findiDg  ool 

Whni Mtopi or  kaja  woaU  yiaU  tha  rksfaaHmBB; 

Ml  tUa  wm  bgr-pbj  to  im  aeaoa  wiihin 
Tka  baqr  Ihaatra  of  hit  own  btaait 
Kaaa  and  afanrfaing  Ihoughta  ware  wotkinf  thanb 
Aad  hk  heart  tmvail*d  with  unvttor'd  paoii; 
■ih  after  agh,  eaoaping  to  hit  Upi, 
Waa  eheckU  er  tam'd  into  noM  liToly 
lb  hUa  Iha  bitter  conduct  fion  hit  duld. 


At  la^th  thaj  alraek  into  the  wooda,  and 
CKmbM  the  grajr  nda  alooC  There  fiom  hii 
At  their  abmpt  approaeh.  the  ilartled  eegie 
Taok  winf  above  their  hendt;  die  boy,  a]aifli*d» 
— I«or  laat  delighted  whan  no  parfl  oamer— 
flattew'd  in  ii^  with  eyea  and  hands  npraitad. 
And  hoimdmg  Ibrward  on  the  Toidant  elope, 
Walch'd  it  diminirii,  tiU  a  gnat,  that  enai'd 
Hla  m^  edipied  it:  when  he  look'd  igain 
T  waa  gone,  end  6r  an  hMtant  he  fidt  tad, 
TBI  aome  new  okgect  won  hia  gay  attention. 
Hit  gfandthire  ttopp*d  to  take  the  axle's  ttaad. 
And  ftaa  at  fteadoat  on  the  bonndlati  praapect, 
Bm  aiartad  back,  and  held  hit  breath  with  awe, 
fla  aoddenly,  ao  gloriooily,  it  broke 
Fkoai  heaven,  earth,  tee,  and  air,  at  once  npoo  hinii 
ne  naBqiMl  ocean  roU'd  beneath  hie  feet; 
The  ihorai  on  each  hand  lawenM  fiom  the  viewi 
The  laadieapa  glow'd  with  tropical  loxorianoe; 
The  aky  wee  fleck'd  with  gold  and  crinaon  ebnd% 
That  teem'd  to  emanate  fiom  nodiing  thersb 
Bm  in  the  Une  and  infinite  expante. 
Where  Joat  before  the  eye  might  seek  in  Tain 
An  eveoing  ihadow  at  a  daylight  alar. 

There  stood  the  patriarch,  amidst  a  scene 
or  splendor  and  beelitude;  himself 
A  diadem  of  glory  o*er  the  whole. 
For  nuoe  but  he  could  comprehend  the  beauty, 
TIm  btis  diffused  throughout  the  universe ; 
Yet  holier  beauty,  higher  bliM  he  sought. 
Of  which  that  universe  was  but  the  veil, 
Wnmght  with  inex{dicaUe  hieroglyphics. 
Here  then  he  stood,  alone  but  not  fonaken 
Of  Him,  without  whose  leave  a  spam'w  fidla  not 
Wide  open  lay  the  Book  of  Deity, 
lUe  page  was  Providence :  but  none,  alas ! 
Had  taught  him  letters ;  when  he  look*d,  he  wept 
To  feel  himself  forbidden  to  peruse  it 
^^  O  for  a  messenger  of  mercy  now. 
Like  Philip  when  he  join*d  the  Eunuch's  chariot! 
0  for  the  privilege  to  burst  upon  him. 
And  show  the  blind,  the  deed,  the  light  of  life!*' 

I  hosh'd  the  exclamation,  for  he  seem*d 
To  hear  it ;  turn*d  his  head,  and  look*d  all  round. 
As  if  an  eye  invinble  beheld  him, 
A  voice  had  spoken  out  of  solitude : 
— >Tea.  sudi  an  eye  beheki  him,  such  a  voice 
Bed  spoken ;  but  they  were  not  mine ;  his  life 
He  wotild  heve  yielded  on  the  spot,  to  see 
That  eye ;  to  hear  that  voice,  and  understand  it: 
b  was  the  eye  of  God,  the  Ytice  of  Nature. 


AU  in  a  MBaMBtoB  Iw  kaa«  ha  felli 

And  vfith  iaspkning  arva,  oolitMluh'd  to 

And  eyea  no  longer  wet  vtith  hopslem  tmn. 

But  hsamii^  forth  aabliBe  ntalliganeet 

In  words  thnwgh  which  hk  heart's  pobalion  AMbW4 

And  made  nune  tremble  to  theb  aeotmtr— pf*9^i 

— ^Oh!  if  there  be  a  Power  al»va  all  power, 

A  light  above  all  light,  a  NaBto  above 

AUocher  aanii^inheavcBandeailh;  dMtBnaMk 

niat  Light,  dMt  Naae,  I  call  npon."— Be  ptid. 

Bow*d  hit  hoar  head  with  raveranee,  doted  hia  ayaa» 

And  with  elaapM  hands  upon  hii 

In  imdar-laoea,  that  roae  in  fervknoy, 

like  inoenae  kindled  on  a  holy  alltr. 

Till  hie  whole  aonl  baeane  one  loQgne  of  fii% 

Of  which  theae  WQidt  wero  feint  and  poor  ai| 

— ^Oh!  if  Tfaon  art,  Thon  knewte  that  I  Mil 

BfthoH  ma^  hear  ma^  pi^  na,  di 

The  prayer,  which    ifllion  ait— Thoa  1 

Or  wherefora  seek  I  ik>w  a  God  mdmownf 

And  feel  for  Tiwe.  if  htply  I  may  Smi 

In  whom  I  live  and  move  and  have  my  haiogt 

Reveal  thyself  to  ne;  reveal  thy  power. 

Thy  light,  thy  nama^    that  I  may  fear,  mkn, 

Obey#— and,oh!  dwtl  mighthivallMa  teof 

For.  if  lltou  art-4t  amt  he— ThoQ  ait  «od| 

And  I  would  be  the  ersatuve  of  thy  gooanattt 

Oh !  hear  and  aii8wcr;-4et  ne  knvw  Thon 

— Know  that  aa  surely  aa  thou  art,  ao  aortlly 

Mf  prayer  and  supplioaikn  are  aeoepled.* 


•• 


He  wailed  ailently ;  there  came  im  anawai  t 
The  roaring  of  the  tide  beneath,  the  gale 
Rnrtling  the  forest  leavea,  the  nocea  of  birdie 
And  hum  of  inaects< — these  were  all  the 
That  met  femiliarly  aroiind  Us  ear. 
He  kMk*d  ebroad;  than  siune  no  light fiooi: 
But  that  of  sun-set;  and  no  shapes  appeared 
But  glistering  clouds,  which  melted  through  the  tkf 
As  imperceptibly  as  they  had  come; 
While  all  terrestrial  otgects  seem*d  the  same 
As  he  had  ever  known  them ;— etill  he  look'd 
And  liston'd,  till  a  cold  sick  feeling  sunk 
Into  his  heart,  end  blighted  every  hope. 


Anon  feint  accents,  fiom  the  sloping  lawn 
Beneath  the  crag  when  he  was  kneeling,  nes^ 
Like  supematuiml  echoes  of  hie  prayer: 
— **  A  name  above  all  names« — I  call  npon^— 
Thou  art — ^Tbou  knowest  that  I  am  >— Reveal 
Thyself  to  me; — but.  oh !  that  I  may  kyve  Thee! 
For  if  Thou  art.  Thou  must  be  goods— Oh!  hear. 
And  let  me  know  thou  hearest!**— Memory  feil'd 
The  child;  for  'twas  his  grandchild,  though  he  knew 

not, 
— ^Tn  the  deep  transport  of  his  mind,  he  knew  not 
That  voice,  to  him  the  sweetest  of  ten  ihousend. 
And  known  the  best,  because  the  best  beloved. 
Again  it  cried : — ^Tliouart — ^Tbou  must  be  good  >-  • 

Oh!  hear. 
And  let  me  know  Hiou  hearcsL" — Memory  feil*d 
The  child,  but  feeling  feil'd  not;  team  of  light 
Slid  down  his  cheek ;  he  too  was  on  his  kneca. 
Clasping  his  little  hands  upon  his  heart. 
Unconscious  why.  yet  doing  what  he  saw 
His  grandsire  do,  and  saying  what  he  said. 
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For  wliil*  he  gadier'd  bodi  and  Ikfvnn,  to  twin* 
A  guluid  ibr  the  old  gray  hein,  whose  lodn 
Were  kvrelier  hi  hit  aght  then  ell  die  bloaini 
On  whiiih  the  bees  end  butterflies  were  fiieslhig, 
The  FUriereh's  egooy  of  spirit  cea|^ 
Hk  esre^  his  eer,  Us  heert ;  he  dropt  the  flowen, 
And  kaeeUng  down  among  them,  wept  end  pnjr'd 
like  him,  with  whoa  he  ielt  each  strange  emotions 
As  mpt  Ids  inftnteoal  to  heaTody  heighls ; 
Though  wheoee  they  spnog,  and  what  thsy  neant» 

he  knew  not: 
But  they  were  good,  end  that  was  all  to  him. 
Who  wondered  why  it  was  so  sweet  to  weepi 
Nor  would  he  quit  his  humble  attitude, 
Nor  oeeee  repeating  fiagments  of  that  leason, 
Thos  leamt  spontaneously  fiom  lips  whose  woids 
Were  almost  deiirer  to  him  than  theb  kimss, 
When  on  hie  lap  the  old  man  dandled  him. 
And  told  him  simple  stories  of  his  mother. 

Reoovering  thooght,  the  venerable  sire 
Beheld,  end  recngniied  his  darling  boy, 
llmB  beautiful  anid  innoeent,  engaged 
In  Uie  same  wonhip  with  himself  His  heart 
Leap*d  at  the  right ;  he  flung  away  despoodenee. 
While  joy  junspsakaUe  and  IfaU  of  i^oiy 
Brake  through  the  pegan  darkness  of  hk  sooL 
Hs  fan  and  snaloh'd  the  infiuU  in  his  arms, 
Emfaraoed  hbn  p— innstely,  wept  aloud. 
And  cried,  soaroe  knowing  what  he  iaid,r-^  Afy  Son! 
My  Son!  there  n  a  God!  there  is  a  God!" 
•*And,oh!  that  I  may  lore  Thee  too!"  rejoin'd 
The  diild,  whoee  tangae  could  find  no  other  words 
Than  prayer  ^-^  fitf  if  Thou  art,  Thou  must  be  good." 
— ^He  is!  He  is!  and  we  will  love  Hiro  too! 
Vea,  end  be  like  Hiin« — good,  for  He  is  good !" 
Replied  the  ancient  fiither  in  amazement 

Hien  wept  they  o*er  each  other,  till  die  child 
Exceeded,  and  the  old  man's  heart  reproved  him 
For  lack  of  reverence  in  the  excesi  of  joy : 
The  ground  itself  teem'd  holy !  heaven  and  earth 
Full  of  the  presence,  felt,  not  seen,  of  Hin, 
The  Power  above  all  power,  the  Light  above 
All  light,  the  Name  above  all  odier  names ; 
l¥hom  he  had  call'd  upon,  whom  he  had  Ibimd, 
Yet  worshipped  only  as  **  the  Unkno^-n  God,'* — 
Hiat  nearest  step  which  uninttnicted  man 
Can  take,  fh>m  Nature  up  to  Peity, 
To  Him  again,  standing  erect,  he  pray'd. 
And  while  he  pray'd,  high  in  his  arms  he  held 
Hiat  dearest  treasure  of  his  heart,  the  child 
Of  his  last  dying  daughter, — ^now  the  sole 
Hope  of  his  life,  and  orphan  of  his  house. 
Hu  held  him  as  an  ofleriiig  up  to  heaven, 
A  living  sacrifice  unto  the  God 
Whom  he  invoked. — ^^Ofa!  Thou  who  art!"  he 

cried, 
■■  And  host  reveal'd  that  mystery  to  me. 
Hid  from  all  generations  of  my  (athen. 
Or,  if  once  known,  forgotten  and  per\*erted ; 
f  may  not  live  to  leam  Thee  better  here ; 
Hut.  oh !  let  this  my  son,  mine  only  son, 
Whom  thus  I  dedicate  to  Thee ; — let  him, 
liCt  him  be  taught  thy  will,  and  choose 
tlhedicnce  to  it ; — may  he  fear  thy  power, 
Walk  in  thy  light,  now  dawning  oni  of  darkneas; 


And,  oh!  my  last,  last  prayer^— to  him  iv?c«l 

The  uttorable  secret  of  thy  name !" 

He  paused ;  then  with  the  transport  of  a  smi 

Went  onz^lliat  Name  may  all  my  natfan  kntrsr 

AiKi  all  thai  hear  it  worship  at  the  sound. 

When  thoashalt  with  a  Toioe  fiom  heaven  piodafaul^ 

And  ao  it  sorely  shall  be." 

"Forthoaait; 
And  if  Thon  art,  Tboa  must  ha  good!"  aickimM 
The  child,  yet  panting  vrith  the  bvsaih  of  pngrer. 

Tlioy  ceasad ;  thsB  went  ni^oieingdown  dto  I 


Through  the  ood  glen  where  not  •  sound  wm  bmad, 
Anudst  the  dark  aolemnity  of  eve. 
But  die  knid  pnrUng  of  die  Btde  brook, 
And  the  low  murmur  of  the  distant  ooeaa. 
Thence  to  their  home  beyond  the  hilb  in  peaee 
They  walk'd ;  and  when  diey  reach'd  their  hnmble 

direahold, 
The  glittering  firmament  waa  full  of  atara; 
— He  died  timt  night:  Us  grandchild  lived  to  aaa 
The  PMriarch's  pnyer  and  prophecy  fnUill'd. 


Here  end  my  song;  hue  ended  not  die 
I  heard  seven  thunders  uttering  their 
And  wrote  what  diey  did  utter;  but  'tie  aeai'd 
Within  the  volume  of  my  heart,  where  thnnglm 
Unbodied  yet  in  vocal  words,  await 
The  quidcening  warmth  of  poesy*  to  bring 
Their  form  to  lights — like  secret  charaeten^ 
Invisible  till  open'd  to  the  fire ; 
Or  like  the  potter's  paintings,  colorlesa 
Till  diey  have  pam'd  to  gloiy  through  the  flamer 
Changes  more  wonderful  than  those  gone  by. 
More  beautiful,  transporting,  and  sublime. 
To  all  the  frail  affections  of  our  nature. 
To  all  the  immortal  fiiculties  of  man ; 
Such  changes  did  I  witness ;  not  al(Hie 
In  one  poor  Pelican  Island,  nor  on  one 
Barbarian  continent,  where  man  himself 
Could  scarcely  soar  above  the  Pelican : 
— ^The  world  as  it  hath  been  in  ages  past. 
The  world  as  now  it  is,  the  world  to  come. 
Far  as  the  eye  of  prophecy  ran  pierce ; 
These  I  beheld,  and  still  in  memory's  rolls 
They  have  their  peges  and  their  pictures ;  these. 
Another  day,  a  nobler  song  may  show. 

Vain  boast!  another  day  may  not  be  given ; 
This  song  may  be  my  last ;  for  I  have  reach'd 
That  slippery  descent,  whence  man  looks  back 
With  melancholy  joy  on  all  he  cherish'd ; 
Around,  with  love  unfeign'd,  on  all  he's  losing. 
Forward,  with  hope  that  trembles  while  it  turns 
To  the  dim  point  where  all  our  knowledge  euda 
I  am  but  one  among  the  living ;  one 
Among  the  dead  I  soon  shall  be ;  and  one 
Among  unnumber'd  millions  yet  unborn ; 
The  sum  of  Adam's  mortal  progeny. 
From  Nature's  birth-day  to  her  dissolution  . 
— Lost  in  infinitude,  my  atom-life 
Seems  but  a  sparkle  of  the  smallest  star 
Amidst  the  scinUlIations  of  ten  thousand 
Twinkling  incemantly ;  no  ray  returning 
To  shine  a  second  moment,  where  it  shone 
Once,  and  no  more  for  ever  >— «o  I  pasa. 
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TIm  iporid  gMMM  dufctr,  kHMlMr,  md 
As  I  fo  dovvn  into  Um  Yal«of  yean; 
For  dm  gniT«*t  tliMioin  UngUiMi  in  ndvanotb 
And  liw  !!«?•'■  lonelinMi  appsb  ny  ipirit. 
And  die  gnve't  nlence  nnks  into  my  heei^ 
TUl  I  ftrget  exlMenee  in  die  dwogfat 
or  non^nrtence,  bnried  ftr  n  while 
In  die  idll  lepulehn  of  way  own  mindt 
luelf  iBiperiilieble»— eh!  diet  woid. 
Like  die  eicfaenfel*!  tnunpet,  wnkee  lae  op 
fo  deeihiwi  raaorreetion.    HeeTcn  end  eerth 
8heU  pHi  ewey,  bat  diet  which  thinke 


fteli 


Mart  dunk  ftr  erer;  diet  which  fteb 
^  em.  end  I  een  ncTer  eeeee  to  be. 

O  dioa  diet  reedect!  teke  dui  pereble 
Home  to  diy  boeom;  ddnk  ae  I  hcTe  thought^ 
And  Ael  et  I  have  felt,  dmragh  ell  the  eheofee. 
Which  Time,  life,  Dceth,  die  worid's  gieet  nctoii^ 

wFonght, 
While  oentnriee  swept  like  moniingdreemB  beftieniek 
And  thoa  thelt  find  this  moml  to  my  aongt 
•— lliou  ert,  end  thoa  cenet  never  oeese  to  be  i 
Whet  dicn  ere  time,  life,  deedi,  die  werid,  to  Aeet 
I  mey  not  enewer  t  eek  Elemitf . 


WMITfEW  DURINQ  NINE  MONTHS  OF  CONFINEMENT  IN  THE  CA0TLE  OF  YOIK. 

IN  THE  TEARS  1795  AND  17W. 


ADVERTISEBIEMT. 


Thoi  piecee  wece  composed  in  bitter  moments, 
ennd  the  honors  of  e  gaol,  under  the  pressure  of 
■iknesi  They  were  the  transcripts  of  melencholy 
feeiinf^  the  werm  effusions  of  e  bleeding  heerL 
The  writer  emiwed  his  imeginetion  with  ettiring  hit 
snrmwe  m  ▼ene,  thet,  under  the  romentic  eppeersnce 
of  fiction,  he  might  ■omrtimes  feiget  thet  hki  misforw 
tunes  wera  reel 

The  leader  may  be  corioas  to  be  informed  of  the 
to  which  tbeee  trifles  owe  their  exist- 
Soffice  it  to  say,  the  writer  is  very  young,  end 
ikse  been  Tefy  unfortunate.  Twice,  in  the  coune  of 
twelve  months,  he  was  sentenced  to  the  penalties  of 
line  end  inpriunment  for  imputed  ofTenccfl :  In  Jan- 
uary, 1795.  and  again  in  January,  1796;  the  /irat  time 
~-%  fine  of  twenty  pounds,  and  three  months*  oon- 
rinement :  the  second — six  months'  confinement,  and 
a  fine  of  thirty  pounds. 

In  behalf  of  these  the  forbearance  of  cnticinn  may 
be  solicited,  without  degradation  to  the  Author. 


PRISON  AMUSEMENTS. 


VERSES  TO  A  ROBIN  REDBREAST, 
WHO  Tiarrs  the  wix dow  op  my  paisoit  evcrt  day. 

WEtjcomm,  pretty  little  stranger! 
Welcume  tii  my  lone  retreat ! 
Here,  secure  fn»m  every  danger. 
Hop  about,  aiMl  chirji,  and  eat 
Kohin !  Im»w  I  envy  thee, 
IIap|iy  child  of  Liberty. 

Now,  thniigh  tyrant  Winter,  howling. 

Shakes  the  world  >\nth  tein(w>Kis  round. 
Heaven  above  with  ^-apors  m-ow  ling, 
FfoM  impriiuns  all  the  ground ; — 
Robin !  what  are  these  tu  tliee  7 
TIkw  art  Uest  with  Uberty. 
38 


Though  yon  fiur  m^jetrtio  rirer ' 

hfoumt  in  solid  ky  dbains ; 
Though  yon  flocks  and  cattle  ridTer 
On  the  deeolated  pfauns^— 
Robin!  thou  art  gay  ami  ftosb 
Happy  in  thy  liberty. 

Hunger  never  shall  distrsm  thee. 

While  my  catee  one  crumb  eflbrd ; 
Colds  nor  cramps  shall  e'er  opprees  thee , 
Come  and  share  my  hnmUe  bneid. 
Robin !  come  and  Hto  with  me. 
Live — yet  still  at  liberty. 

Soon  shall  Spring,  in  smiles  and  blushes* 

Steal  upon  the  blooming  year ; 
Then,  amid  the  enamour'd  bushes, 
Tl»y  sweet  song  shell  warble  dear; 
Then  shall  I  too,  join'd  with  thee. 
Swell  the  Hymn  of  Liberty. 

Should  some  rough  unfeeling  Dobbin, 

In  this  iron-hearted  i^e, 
Seise  thee  on  thy  nest,  my  Robin ! 
And  confine  thee  in  a  cage. 

Then,  poor  pnVner !  think  of  n»% 
Think — and  sigh  for  liberty. 

FA,  9, 1795. 

MOONUGHT. 

GK.TrLK  Moon !  a  captive  calls ; 

Gentle  Moon !  awake,  arise ; 
Gild  the  prison's  sullen  walls ; 

Gild  the  tears  that  drown  his  eyes. 

Throw  thy  veil  of  clouds  abide ; 

Let  those  smiles  that  light  the  pole 
ThTMigh  the  liquid  ether  glide, — 

Glide  into  the  mourner's  souL 

Cheer  his  melancholy  mind ; 

Soothe  his  sorrows,  bed  his  smart . 
Let  thine  infiiience,  pure,  refined. 

Cool  the  fever  of  his  heeiL 
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CIhm  dflipoiideiief  md  otra, 

Fiend!  that  iMirnt  the  guilty  bn«t  | 
GooMkNii  TirtiM  hnrm  deqnir, 

jMnnpai  iDfMC  when  iimmC  oppievd* 

Now  I  leel  tfajr  power  henlgn 
Swell  my  bonni*  thrill  my  veiiiit 

Ai  thy  heerae  tfie  bfigtooBt  riifaiei 
When  the  deepeet  midnight  ieip«i 

fley,  fidr  thepherdem  of  night ! 

Who  thy  ttmrry  fleeii  doet  lead 
Unto  rills  of  living  ligh^ 

On  the  Uue  etbeieel  meed  { 


At  thii  moment,  doit  thou  lee^ 
From  ihine  elevated  sphere. 

One  kind  friend  who  thinks  of 
Thinks,  and  drops  a  (eeling  t 


t 


On  a  brilliant  beam  convey 
Tins  soft  whisper  to  his  breast  t 

*  Wipe  that  genMons  drop  away. 
He  6r  whom  it  ftUs  is  Uest  I 

«  Blest  with  Freedom  oBoonfined ; 

Dungeons  oamioc  Iwld  the  Sool  t 
Who  ean  chain  dm  fanmortal  Bffind  f 

^None  but  He  who  qiana  the  pole.** 

Fancy,  loo,  the  nimble  fiiry. 
With  her  subtle  magic  spelU 

In  romantic  visions  airy 
Steals  the  captive  from  his  celL 

On  her  moonlight  pinions  borne, 
Far  he  flies  from  grief  and  pain ; 

Never,  never  to  be  torn 
From  his  firiends  and  home  again. 

Stay,  thou  dear  delasion !  stay ; 

Beauteous  bubble!  uo  not  break: 
— Ah!  the  pageant  flits  away ; 

Who  from  such  a  dreai^  would  wake  t 

7, 1795. 


THE  CAPTIVE  NIGHTINGALE. 

NocnniNAL  Silence  reigning, 

A  Nightingale  began. 
In  his  cold  cage  comfJaining 

Of  cruel-hearted  Bfan ; 
His  drooping  pinions  shiver*d. 

Like  wither'd  moss  so  dry ; 
His  heart  with  angfiish  quiver*d. 

And  sorrow  dimm'd  hk  eye. 

His  grief  in  soothing  slumbers 

No  balmy  power  could  steep ; 
8o  8w«etly  flow*d  his  numbers, 

The  music  seem*d  to  weep^ 
Unfeeling  Sons  of  Folly! 

To  you  the  Mourner  sung ; 
Khile  tender  melancholy 

^aspired  his  plaintive  tongue. 


*  Now  raigns  the  moon  in 

Anud  the  heaven  sersoef 
A  thousand  stars  attend  her. 

And  glitter  round  their  qaaeni 
Sweet  hiwrs  of  inspiration ! 

When  I.  the  still  li«fat  kmg. 
Was  wont  to  pour  Hf  passion. 

And  bwaihs  my  seal  in  Sung. 


"  But  Mw,  daHciouB 

In  vain  il^  charms  inviiei 
Entomb'd  In  this  dire  prison, 

I  sicken  at  the  sighL 

TiUs  mom,  this  vernal  HMttng, 
The  happiest  faiid  was  I, 

Tliat  hail'd  the  sun  returning. 
Or  swam  the  Uquid  sky. 

■■  In  yonder  bieeiy  boweis. 

Among  the  Ibliage  green, 
I  spent  my  tuneful  hours, 

In  solitude  serene  t 
Then  soft  Melodia's  beauty 

First  fired  my  ravish'd  eye ; 
I  vow'd  eternal  duty ; 

She  kiok'd— half  kind,  half  tkjl 


■  J 


*  My  plumes  widi  ardor  trembKng, 

I  flutter'd,  sigh'd,  and  sung ; 
The  6ir  one,  still  dissemblinf. 

Refused  to  trust  my  tongue : 
A  thousand  tricks  inventing, 

A  thoonnd  arts  I  tried. 
Till  the  sweet  nymph,  relenting, 

Con&ss'd  herself  my  bride. 

*  Deep  in  the  grove  retiring. 

To  choose  our  secret  seat. 
We  found  an  oak  aspiring, 

Beneath  wbuse  mossy  feet. 
Where  the  tall  herbage  swelling 

Had  form'd  a  green  alcove. 
We  built  our  humble  dwelling 

And  haUow'd  it  with  love. 

**  Sweet  scene  of  vanish'd  pleasure ! 

This  day,  this  fatal  day, 
My  little  ones,  my  treasure, 

My  spouse,  were  stolen  away ! 
I  saw  the  precious  plunder. 

All  in  a  napkin  bound ; 
Then,  sroit  with  human  thunder, 

I  flutter'd  on  the  ground ! 

**  O  Man !  beneath  whose  vengeanca 

All  Nature  bleeding  lies ! 
Who  charged  thine  impious  engines 

With  lightning  from  the  skies  ? 
Ah  I  is  thy  bosom  iron  ? 

Does  it  thine  heart  enchain  f 
As  these  cold  bars  environ. 

And,  captive,  me  detain ' 

**  Where  are  my  ofllsprinf  tender  f 
>Vhere  is  my  widow'd  mate  f 

— ^Thou  Guardian  Moon !  defimd  her! 
Ye  Stan!  avert  ifaair  frte! 
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Iwmmif  poor  bAbet  lingaUi* 
I  hear  thob  moihei  moam! 


-Oliboity!  iMpm 

And  oigio  Mnmih  mpiilj! 
Thoa,L9f«tlnigli^!  teat! 

I H  bomt  Hf  priHO-^or  dio  r 
iM(mi(t  MM  lonmo  noBwioat 

Ho  btoko  the  yioUinf  door ! 

Bat,  with  dM  Ao€k  eoiiftiiiidod» 
raU  Mftlf,  OB  dio  floor! 

FwowoOt  dMO,  WIoboIb: 

FborBHCsrr*dUid!adita! 
TlMn*t  ono,  mf  tkmrmlag  MIow. 

Who  thnlB,  who  ftoli,  liko  fM 
Hm  bud  dat  peoi  diy  Hoiy, 

Anidrt  •  prino^ii  giooD, 
IBghi^    tut  ftr  wooldi  nor  gloty* 

— But  fifofdon,  or  dij  toab! 

M.  13*179$. 


ODE  TO  THE  EVENING  ffTAR 

Hail!  UMplendent  Errniof  Star! 
Brighdy  booiiiiiig  ffon  a&r; 
FoiraH  fMB,  of  pamt  lig hi; 
In  dM  dbdcm  of  night 


Now  dif  mild  and  modotc  iwj 
li^m  to  iwt  dM  WBory  day; 
Whilo  die  hirtro  of  diine  eye 
Streody  UvmUco  dirough  the  iky ; 
Aa  the  clooing  ahadowi  roll 
Deep  and  deeper  nmnd  the  pole. 
Lb!  thy  kindling  legiene  bright 
Sicel  inwmibly  to  light. 
Till,  magnificmt  and  clear, 
Shinea  the  spangled  hemisphere 

In  theoo  calmly>pleating  boon. 
When  the  aoul  expands  her  powers. 
And,  on  wing^  of  oontemplatioa. 
Ranges  round  the  vast  creation ; 
When  the  mind's  immortal  ejre 
Bounds,  with  mpiure,  to  the  sky, 
And,  in  one  triumphant  glance. 
Comprehends  the  wide  expanse. 
Where  stars,  and  suns,  and  sjrstems  shine, 
Faint  beams  of  majesty  divine  ; — 
Now.  when  vbionary  sleep 
Lolls  the  world  in  slumberi  deep ; 
When  silence,  awfully  profound, 
Breadiea  solemn  inspiration  round ; 
Qiieen  of  beauty!  queen  of  stars! 
Smile  upon  those  frowning  ban : 
SoAly  sliding  from  thy  iphere. 
Condescend  to  visit  here. 

In  the  circle  of  this  cell 
No  tormenting  demons  dwell ; 
Round  these  walla,  in  wild  despair, 
No  agooiang  spectres  glare : 


Hara  iwdda  no  flniM 
No  tonidtiioai  pomlona  hinntt 
Fall  ravengo,  imr  Iwocbary  baa 
Gdill,  widi  bold  nnUiidiiiv  ftoa  ; 
Mo  reoMiBa,  widuD 
Soorpioii  hofvoiB  mnider  laat ; 
Cowaid  waHpo,  hanod  duo; 
Lawlaas  lapiiMb  dark  derifo  I 
PiniQg  envy,  fiande  ira; 
Novor,  navar  dara  hitmdo 
On  dda  pansivo  aoUtado, 
—Bot  a  mealy  humad  deer 
Finds  0  aad  asylum  hare  : 
Otaa,  whoaa  pandi^  sides  have  boaa 
Fieread  widnnany  an  arrow  keaa; 
Otaa,  whoae  deeply-woondad  haait 
Bean  the  aean  of  many  a  dait 
In  the  herd  ho  vainly  mmglad ; 
F^om  the  herd  when  hanhly  aii^iled. 
Too  proud  to  fly,  he  aeoni*d  to  yMd; 
Too  weak  to  fight,  ha  hat  dM  fiaM  I 
Asaail'd,  and  captive  led  aiway. 
Ho  fell,  a  poor  mghwiooa  pray. 

Deign dian, gendo Star!  toahod 
lliy  soft  loMTO  food  aiBo  heod ; 
Widi  cheering  radiaiiea  gOd  dia  rkm^ 
And  melt  the  mriandioly  gloom. 
When  I  see  dioe,  fltm  thy  sphera, 
TVembling  like  a  brilliant  tear, 
Bned  a  sympaiminig  ray 
On  the  pale  oipiring  day. 
Then  a  wokoow  emanatkn 
Of  reviving  coowdation, 
Swifter  than  die  Ughtning's  dart; 
Glances  diroogh  my  glovring  heart ;  ^ 

Soothes  my  sorrows,  lulb  my  vroes. 
In  a  soft,  serene  repose. 
Like  the  imdulating  motion 
Of  the  deepk  miyestic  ocean. 
When  the  whispering  billows  glide 
Smooth  along  the  tranquil  dde ; 
Calmly  dius,  prepared,  resign'd, 
Swells  the  independent  mimL 

But  when,  through  clouds,  thy  beaotaoiM  light 
Streams,  in  splendor,  on  the  night, 
Hope,  like  thee,  my  leading  star. 
Through  the  sullen  gloom  of  cara, 
Sheds  an  animating  ray 
On  the  dark,  bewildering  way. 
Starting,  then,  with  sweet  surprise, 
Tean  of  transport  swell  mine  eyes ; 
Wildly  through  each  throbbing  vehi, 
Rapcuro  thrills  with  pleasing  pain ; 
All  my  fretful  lean  are  banish'd. 
All  my  dreams  of  anguish  vanish*d  • 
Energy  my  soul  inspires. 
And  wakes  the  muse's  hallow'd  firsa , 
Ri(:h  in  melody,  my  tongue 
Warbles  Ibrth  spontaneous  song 

Thxm  my  prison  moments  gay, 
Swiftly,  sweetly,  glide  sway ; 
Till  the  last  long  day  declining. 
O'er  von  tower  thy  glory  shining, 
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Sun  the  weloone  ■gml  be 
Of  to-moRow*!  liberty! 
liberty,  triomphent  bome 
Od  the  raejr  wing!  of  monw 
Liberty  thall  tben  retam! 


Rim,  id  eet  the  csptiTe 
Rbe,  O  Son  of  liberal 

Mu  39, 179& 


80UL0QUT  OF  A  WATER-WAGTAIU 

Olf  TU  WALL!  or  TOftS  OASTIA 

Off  the  walle  that  guard  my  priioii. 

Swelling  with  fiuitaetic  pride, 
Briikand  meny  ai  the  leeioii, 

I  a  ftather*d  ooioomb  spied  i 
When  die  little  hopping  elf 
Gaily  thui  amived  himieUI 

"Hear  your  eorereign'i  proclamatioo, 
AU  good  lutgeeti,  young  and  old! 

I'm  die  lioid  of  the  Creaiioa; 
l-«  Waier-WagtaU  bold! 

All  around,  and  all  you  tee. 

All  the  world,  wae  made  fiur  m! 

"  Yonder  lun,  to  proudly  shining. 
Rises    when  I  leave  my  nest ; 

And,  behind  the  hills  declining. 
Sets — ^when  I  retire  lo  rest : 

Mom  and  evening,  thus  you  see, 

Day  and  night,  were  made  bt  m ! 

**  Vernal  gales  to  love  invite  me : 
Summor  sheds  for  me  her  beams ; 

Autumn's  jovial  scenes  delight  me ; 
Winter  paves  with  ice  my  streams  i 

All  the  year  is  mine,  you  see ; 

Seasons  change,  like  moons,  for  mk! 

**0n  the  heads  of  giant  mountains. 

Or  beneath  the  shady  trees ; 
By  the  banks  of  warbling  fountains, 

I  enjoy  myself  at  ease : 
llills  and  valleys,  thus  you  see. 
Groves  and  rivers,  made  for  mk  ! 

*■  Boundless  are  my  vast  donunions : 

I  can  hop,  or  swim,  or  fly ; 
When  I  please,  my  towering  pinions 

Trace  my  empire  through  the  sky: 
Air  and  elements,  you  see. 
Heaven  and  earth,  were  made  for  mk! 

Birds  and  insects,  beasts  and  fishes. 
All  their  humble  distance  keep; 
Man,  subservient  to  my  wishes. 

Sows  the  harvest  which  t  reap : 
Mighty  man  himself,  you  see. 
All  that  breathe,  were  made  for  mk. 

T  was  for  my  accommodation 
Nature  rose  when  I  was  bom : 
Shonhl  I  die— the  whole  creation 
Bark  lo  nothing  would  return : 


Son,  moQii,  eCaiB,  the  woild,  yiM  nai 
8pnii«-- exist— will  Ud  widi  mb!" 

Here  the  pretty  prattler  ending. 
Spread  his  wings  lo  soar  away ; 

But  a  cruel  Bumi,  deaoandinf. 
Pounced  bin  ^v    ^  balplaM  pvey* 

— Cou]dBtdmiMl,'|iOQrW«|iiil!  m^ 

That  die  Hawk  wm  owlt  ftr  noBl 
Afriil5,VM.    • 


THE  FLEA8URE8  OT  DiFRIBOlf MFliT 


to  A 

Tou  Mk,  nqr  fiiand,  mod  wril  yiNi 
Ton  ask  ne  how  I  •pend  dM  dijt 
I'll  tell  yoo,  in  nnHwdiad  rfaynab 
How  wisely  I  befool  ny  dne.t 
Expect  not  wll,  nor  ftncy  dMit 
In  this  cfiusion  of  my  pen; 
These  idle  lines— dia^  nig^  ba 
Are  simple  prose,  in  simple  Tone. 


Each  morning,  then,  at  five  o'olodt. 
The  adamantine  doors  unlock ; 
Bolts,  bars,  and  portals,  crash  and  thnndar. 
The  gates  of  iron  burst  asunder ; 
Hinges  that  creak,  and  keys  that  jingle. 
With  clattering  chains,  in  concert  mingfo* 
So  sweet  the  din,  your  dainty  ear. 
For  joy,  would  break  its  dnun  to  hear ; 
While  my  dull  organs,  at  the  sound. 
Rest  in  tranquillity  profound : 
Fantastic  dreams  amuse  my  brain. 
And  wafl  my  spirit  bome  sgain : 
Though  captive  all  day  long,  't  is  trae. 
At  night  I  am  OS  free  as  )*ou ; 
Not  ramparts  high,  nor  dungeons  deep. 
Con  hold  me  when  I  'm  fost  asleep 

But  every  thing  is  good  in  season. 
I  dream  at  large,  and  woke  in  prison. 
Yet  think  not,  sir,  I  lie  too  late, 
I  rise  as  early  even  as  eight : 
Ten  hours  of  drowsiness  ore  plenty, 
For  any  man,  in  four-and-twenty. 
You  smile — and  yet  't  is  nobly  done, 
I  'm  but  five  hours  behind  the  sun ' 

When  dress*d,  I  to  the  yard  repair. 
And  breakfast  on  the  pure,  fresh  air : 
But  though  this  choice  Costolian  cheer 
Keeps  both  the  head  and  stomach  clear. 
For  reoiions  strung  enough  with  mr. 
I  mend  the  meal  with  tonst  and  teo. 
Now  air  and  fame,  as  poets  sing. 
Are  both  the  same,  the  self-some  thing* 
Yet  bards  are  not  chamolc<ms  quite, 
And  heavenly  fiiod  is  very  light : 
Who  ever  dined  or  supp'd  on  fiime. 
And  Went  to  bed  upon  a  name  ? 

Breakfost  dispatch'd,  I  soroetimea  read 
To  clear  the  vapors  from  my  head  ; 
For  books  are  magie  chams,  I  ween. 
Both  for  the  crotchets  and  the  spleen. 


VBtBOK  AHUSEHENTa 


tlT 


Whto  gHMiy  wbiloui,  wit  abomd* 

Vfhtnuanad'mi 

MOM,  and  lenBe  ia  wand: 

Wh«n  art  mod  Batnro  both  combim, 

And  Ihrt,  wad  bitathe,  in  every  Ime; 

The  readier  gbfvt  «loag  ihe  page 

With  aU  *»  aMbor^i  naliTe  nge ! 

Bat  boohi  ihaie 

■re  wiih  aathiaif  llaagH- 

TendMMni  w 

ovdi^  anl  na^  a  thiw^rfif 

MThere  pHio*  wMma  p«iod  cnwl. 

Liha  MtirpTIi 

aaawalU 

That  ftU  ta  cHi^  aad  dMh  ta  idli 

While  aiiU  Ihrir 

aAM  onlf  ttnd 

TahaapAaMii 

MB  thak  Jawi^iiaad. 

IVrMtaafm 

n  with  Moa  vraatloBf 

AihI  airi-^at  mC  wM  appaofaatiooa 

laaMkaAfef 

dalfaiMalaii^ 

therfhtiaMai 

■t  give  ap  die  ghoet; 

Not  Aigatir  ef«B 

awaha  eoold  kaep» 

Zwm  0aalh  Blihi  iwd  Unnlf  ta  deapb 

Af  half^part  Mb.  ar  diefcaboal; 
My  ayaa  an  all  vpon  the  eeoui; 

With  letteiB  ar  with  new*  from  hone. 
BelieTe  it,  oa  a  capdve*i  word. 
Although  the  doctrine  eeem  abraid, 
ITie  papermaenQgen  of  firiende 
jpof  ihafinro  almoet  make  araendt  * 
Hot  if  fOQ  think  I  jeat  or  lie, 
CooM  to  York  Caade,  lir,  and  try. 

Sumetiiaaa  to  fairy-land  I  roTa: 
Hioee  iron  raib  beeome  a  giore ; 
Theee  aialely  baiMinge  fiiU  away 
To  moM  grown  coctagee  of  clay ; 
Dehcora  are  changed  to  jolly  swaine, 
Who  pipe  and  whistle  on  the  plaint ; 
Yon  felont  grim,  with  (ettert  bound, 
Are  latyri  wild,  with  garlanda  orown'd  t 
Their  clanking  chains  are  wreathe  of  flowers; 
Their  horrid  cells  ambrosial  boweit : 
The  oaiha,  eipiring  on  their  tongues^ 
Are  metamorphosed  into  songs ; 
While  wretched  female  prisoners,  lo ! 
Are  Dian's  nymf^is  of  virgin  snow. 
Thoae  hideous  walls  with  verdure  shoot; 
Thf'se  pillars  bend  with  blushing  ihiit ; 
That  dunghill  swells  into  a  mountain. 
The  pump  becomes  a  purling  fountain ; 
The  noisome  smoke  of  yonder  mills. 
The  circling  air  with  fragrance  fills ; 
Hiis  horschpoiid  spreads  into  a  lake, 
And  swans  of  ducks  and  geese  I  make; 
Starrows  are  changed  to  turtle^vca. 
That  hill  and  coo  their  pretty  loves ; 
Wostsils,  tnm*d  thrushes,  charm  the  valaa. 
And  tomtits  sing  like  nightingslea. 
No  more  the  wind  through  kcy-holea  whistles^ 
R'lt  sighs  on  Weds  of  pinks  and  thistlei ; 
The  rattlii^  rain  that  beats  without. 
And  gurgles  dov^n  the  leaden  spout; 
In  licht,  delicious  dew  distils. 
And  melts  away  in  amber  rills ; 
Elysium  rises  on  the  green. 
And  health  and  beauty  crown  the  seene. 
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Then  by  die  eBcfaanHaai  fkney  lail» 
On  violet  banks  I  lay  Biy  head ; 
LegkxiB  of  radiant  fbnae  arise. 
In  fair  amy,  befera  Bune  eyee ; 
Fbetie  visiona  gild  ny  hnfai. 
And  melt  in  liquid  air  again ! 
Aa  in  a  magio-lantem  ctear, 
Fhntaade  imagea  appear. 
That  beamiQg  from  the  Bpaetiad  glaBi^ 
In  beantifid  aoeeearion  p—; 
Tat  steal  die  lortro  cf  dietr  li^ 
From  the  deep  shadow  of  die  Bight  t 
Thua,  hi  die  darkness  of  ny  head. 
Ten  dioasand  ahinhig  dunffi  ara  faiad. 
That  borrow  splendor  fiam  the  i^OQB^ 
Aa  glow-wonna  twinUe  in  a  toBib. 

But  lest  diese  glories  should  eoaftoBd 
Kind  Dullness  diawa  bar  curtain  lovri  i 
The  visions  vankh  in  a  trioe^ 
And  I  awake  as  ooUaa  ice; 
Nothing  remaina  of  all  the  vapor. 
Save— 'What  I  send  yon—ink  and  pap« 

Thus  flow  my  morning  hooia  aloag* 
Smooth  as  the  numben  oif  a^  HBf  i 
Yet  let  me  wander  aa  I  vrill, 
I  feel  I  am  a  prisoner  still. 
Thus  Robin,  widi  die  blushh^  hnt0k 
Is  mvish'd  fiom  his  little  neat 
By  barbarous  boys,  who  bind  his  lag; 
To  make  him  flutter  round  a  pegt 
See,  die  glad  captive  spreada  hia  wii^ 
Bfoonis,  in  a  moment,  mounts  and  aii^^ 
When  suddenly  the  cruel  chain 
Twitches  him  back  to  earth  again. 
— ^The  dock  strikes  one^— I  can*t  delay. 
For  dinner  comes  but  once  a  day. 
At  present,  worthy  firiend.  frrewell ; 
But  by  to-morrow's  post  I  *11  tell. 
How,  during  these  half-doien  mooBi; 
I  cheat  the  lazy  aflernoooa. 

June  13, 1796. 


EPISTLE  IL 

Im  this  sweet  place,  where  freedom  ra.gtia 
Secured  by  bolts,  and  snog  in  chains ; 
Where  innocence  and  guilt  together 
Roost  like  two  turtles  of  a  feather; 
Where  debtors  safe  at  anchor  lie 
From  saucy  duns  and  ballifls  sly ; 
Where  hif^wnymen  and  robbers  stout 
Would,  rather  than  break  in,  break  ow  * 
Where  all  so  guarded  and  recluae. 
That  none  hb  liberty  can  lose ; 
Here  each  may,  as  his  means  affyrd. 
Dine  like  a  pauper  or  a  lord, 
And  those  who  can't  the  cost  defiay 
May  live  to  dine  another  day. 

Now  let  us  ramble  o*cr  the  green. 
To  see  and  hear  what's  h^ard  and  aaaa 
To  breathe  the  air,  enjoy  the  light 
And  hail  yon  sun,  aho  shines  as  bright 
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Upon  tho  dtingecm  and  the  gallowi 

Ai  on  York  Mintter  or  Kew  Palaoe. 

And  liere  let  us  the  lonM  review: 

That'i  the  old  cattle,  thia  the  new ; 

Yonder  the  felons'  walk,  and  there 

The  lady-priflonera  take  the  air; 

Behind  are  loUlary  cella. 

Where  hermits  live  like  snails  in  abeUs ; 

There  stands  the  chapel  ibr  good  people ; 

That  black  balcony  is  the  steeple ; 

How  gaily  spins  the  weather<)ock ! 

How  proudly  shines  the  craiy  dock . 

A  clock,  whose  wheels  eccentric  ran 

More  like  my  head  than  like  the  sun : 

And  yet  it  shows  us,  right  or  wrong. 

The  days  are  only  twelve  hours  long ; 

Though  captives  often  reckon  here 

Each  day  a  month,  each  month  a  year. 

There  honest  William  stands  in  state. 

The  porter,  at  the  horrid  gate ; 

Yet  no  ill-natured  soul  it  he, 

Entrance  to  all  the  world  is  free ; 

One  thing  indeed  b  rather  hard, 

Egress  is  frequently  debarr*d ; 

or  all  the  joyt  within  that  reign. 

There 't  none  like— ^tting  out  again! 

Acrooi  the  green,  behold  die  court. 

Where  jargon  reignt  and  wigt  retort ; 

Where  bloody  tcmguet  fight  bloodlett  battles^ 

For  life  and  death,  for  straut  and  rattles ; 

Where  juries  yawn  their  patience  out. 

And.  judges  dream  in  spite  of  gout 

There,  on  the  outside  of  the  door 

(As  sang  a  wicked  wag  of  yore). 

Stands  Mother  Justice,  tall  and  thin, 

Who  never  yet  hath  ventured  in. 

The  cause,  my  friend,  may  fioon  be  shown: 

The  lady  was  a  ttepping-stune. 

Till — though  the  metamorphose  odd  is^ 

A  chisel  made  the  block  a  goddess : 

— '*  Odd ! "  did  I  say  ? — I  'm  wning  this  time ; 

But  I  was  hamperM  fi)r  a  rhyme  : 

Justice  ot — I  rwuld  tell  you  where — 

Is  just  the  same  as  justice  there. 

But  lo !  my  frinking  dog  ol  lends. 
The  kindest  of  four*luoted  friends ; 
Brim-full  of  giddiness  and  mirth, 
He  is  the  prettiest  fool  on  earth. 
The  rogue  is  twice  a  squirrel's  size, 
With  short  snub  nose  and  big  block  eyes ; 
A  cloud  of  brown  adorns  his  tail. 
That  curls  and  serves  him  for  a  sail ; 
The  same  deep  auburn  dyes  his  ears. 
That  never  were  abridged  by  shears : 
While  wliito  around,  as  Lapland  snows, 
His  hair,  in  soft  profusion,  flows ; 
Waves  on  his  breast,  and  plumes  his  feet 
With  glossy  fringe,  like  feathers  fleet. 
A  thousand  antic  tricks  he  plays. 
Ami  looks  At  once  a  thousand  wajrs ; 
His  wit,  if  he  has  anv,  lies 
Somewhere  between  his  tail  and  eves ; 
Sooner  the  Iii;ht  tho^o  eyes  will  fail, 
Thau  Billy  cease  to  wag  that  tail. 


And  yet  the  fellow  ne'er  is  safe 
Fkwn  the  tremendous  beak  of  Ralph ; 
A  raven  grim,  in  Mack  and  blue. 
As  arch  a  knave  as  e'er  you  knew ; 
Who  hopB  about  with  broken  pinioiii^ 
And  thlnki  these  walla  his  own  «**'—«>wnf 
This  wag  a  mortal  foe  to  Bill  is. 
They  fight  like  Hector  and  AcUIIm; 
Bold  BiUy  rant  with  all  his  might. 
And  oonqaers,  Parthian-like,  in  flight ; 
While  Ralph  his  own  imponanoe  leeK 
And  wages  endlett  war  with  heeb : 
Horaet  and  dogs,  and  geeta  and  dear. 
He  tlily  pinches  in  the  nar; 
They  ttart,  surprised  with  sudden  pain. 
While  hocest  Ralph  sheera  off  BfpMn, 

A  melancholy  stag  appears. 
With  rueful  look  and  flagging  mtb  ; 
A  feeble,  lean,  consumptive  elf^ 
The  very  jacture  of  myself! 
My  ghost-like  form,  and  new-mooo  phi^ 
Are  just  the  counterparts  of  his : 
Blasted  like  me  by  fortune's  frown ; 
Like  me,  twice  hunted,  twice  run  down! 
Like  me,  pursued  almost  to  death. 
He 's  come  to  gaol  to  save  his  breath ! 
Still,  on  his  )ttinful  limljs,  are  seen 
The  scars  where  worrying  dogs  have  baea 
Still  on  his  woc-imprintcd  face, 
I  weep  a  broken  heart  to  trace. 
Daily  the  mournful  wretch  I  feed 
With  crumbs  of  comfort  and  of  bread ; 
But  man,  fiilsc  man !  so  well  he  knows. 
He  deems  the  species  all  his  foee : 
In  vain  I  smile  to  soothe  his  fear. 
He  will  not  dare  to  come  too  near; 
Ho  lingers— looks — and  fniu  he  would-« 
Then  strains  his  neck  to  reach  tho  food. 
Oft  as  his  plaintive  louks  I  ^ce, 
A  brother's  bowels  y<-ani  in  me. 
Whnt  rocks  and  lempettts  yet  await 
Both  him  and  me,  we  leave  lo  fate ; 
We  know,  by  post  exficrience  taught. 
That  innocence  availcih  noimht : 
I  feel,  and  't  is  my  proudest  Imast, 
That  conscience  is  itself  a  host : 
While  this  inspires  my  swelling  breast. 
Let  all  forsake  me — I  'm  at  rest ; 
Ten  thousand  deaths,  in  every  nerve, 
I  'd  rather  suffer  than  d>:si:rve. 


But  yonder  comes  the  victim's  wife, 
A  dappled  doe.  all  (ire  and  life : 
She  trips  along  with  gallant  pace. 
Her  limljs  alert,  her  motion  prace : 
Soft  as  the  moon-light  fairies  hound. 
Her  footsteps  scarcely  kiss  the  ground ; 
Gently  she  lifts  h*rfnir  brown  head, 
And  licks  my  hand,  and  I)rcs  for  bread: 
I  pat  her  ibrehend,  strr>ke  her  neck. 
She  starts,  and  ^ives  a  timid  nqueak; 
Then,  while  her  eye  with  brilliance  bams 
The  fawning  oi  mxd  returns ; 

309 


PRISON  AHUHEMENIU 


110 


Mehi  Imt  bolMaO,  and  w«vw  W  CM% 

Ani  iMppteffdMuiaqoMaftppMni 

— ^Fdot  Immi!  tfom  fell  amfaitioii  tno, 

Attd  all  dM  wow  of  Libirtt; 

Bom  in  a  gMil,  a  pritoner  brad. 

No  diaaaH  of  hunting  rack  thina  haad ; 

Ah!  wmpa  thou  navar  paas  tfaaia  boonda 

Ta  aaa  dM  irorld— and  leal  thahoondal 

8tiU  aU  kar  baauty,  aU  bar  art, 

Bava  fiul'd  la  win  bar  kutband'i  haaiti 

Bar  laabant  agraa,  and  kyvaly  chaat; 

Bar  laianlika  nack.  and  arraina  biaaat; 

Bar  tapar  lagii  and  apotty  bida, 

Ba  aoAly,  dalieatiljr  piad. 

In  vain  Ihair  And  alluiamanta  apiaad^^ 

Ta  Wva  and  joy  bar  ipoow  ia  daad. 

Bnt  to !  tba  avaning  sbadowa  fidl 

Ihnadur  and  browner  fiom  tba  wall ; 

A  warning  ?oica,  like  curfew4)all, 

O— inanda  aacb  captive  to  hia  call ; 

lly  fritbful  dog  and  I  retire, 

1\»  play  and  cbatier  by  tbe  fire: 

Soan  eoBMa  a  turnkey  with  '*Good  night,  lir!' 

Aad  belli  tba  door  with  all  hia  might,  lir: 

Then  toiaurely  to  bed  I  creep, 

And  aoaMtimei  wake    and  loinotnnea  tUmp, 

llMaa  are  tba  joya  that  reign  in  pnion. 

And  if  I  *ai  happy,  't  ia  wiih  reason : 

Taf  Mill  this  pnepect  o*er  the  rest 

Mafcee  every  ble«ing  doubly  bleet ; 

That  aoon  theee  pleaanrea  will  be  vanish'd. 

And  I,  fiuoi  all  thcee  oomfbns,  baniab*d ! 

14, 1796. 


THE  BRAAflN. 

KXTEACT  FROM  CINTO  I. 

on  the  mountain's  halmy  lap  reclined, 
Iw  aage  unlock*d  the  irenure*  of  hii  mind ; 
Wa  fium  hia  lipi  miblime  instruction  came, 
ui  dw  bleat  altar  breathes  celestial  flame ; 
i  band  of  youths  and  virgins  round  him  preot'd, 
VImmb  thus  the  prophet  and  tlic  sage  addre«*d. 

"Tluoagh  the  wide  universe's  boundless  range, 
kO  that  eiiet  decay,  revive,  and  change : 
ia  Morn  torpid  or  inactive  lies ; 
i  baiag.  once  created,  never  dies. 
Iw  waning  moon,  when  qtiench'd  in  shades  of  night, 
(anewa  her  youth  \%iih  all  the  charms  of  light ; 
Iw  flowery  beauties  uf  the  blooming  year 
lirink  fiuni  the  shivering  blant,  oimI  disappear; 
I  at,  warm*d  with  quickening  showers  of  genial  rain, 
ipving  from  their  grave^i.  and  piirpile  all  the  plain. 
U  day  the  night,  and  nii^ht  niicceeds  the  day, 
b  death  reanimates,  so  lives  decay : 
Jiud  failtows  on  the  undulntinK  miiin, 
rba awelling  fiill,  the  tallini;  swell  again; 
Iraa,  on  the  tide  of  lime,  inronxtant,  roll 
'%t  dying  body  and  tfir  liviiij  wmiI. 
a  mwrry  animal,  iimpimi  wiih  hnmih. 
%&  flawrn  of  life  priMluco  the  iH^eUs  of  death ; — 
Iw  aenls  of  doath,  thoimh  nf-atter'ti  in  the  tomb, 
ipdof  with  new  vigor,  vegetate  aiid  bloom. 


«  Wbao  waaled  down  to  doit  the  enatnra  dtoa 
Quick,  fiam  ita  call,  dia  anfiranchisad  apirit  Bm ; 
Fills,  with  fi«eh  energy,  anodiar  form. 
And  toweia  an  elephant,  or  glidea  a  worn ; 
The  awful  lion*!  rofal  timp&  atoumea; 
The  foi*a  anbilety,  or  peacock's  plnmea ; 
Swima,  like  an  aagla,  in  the  9y9  of  noon. 
Or  wails,  a  acreech-owi,  to  the  daaC  cold  hmmh  ; 
Hannta  die  dread  brakaa,wbaffaaerpent8hiBB  and  i^aia 
Or  hmns.  a  gtittering  inaed,  in  die  air. 
Tha  illnalrkNM  sook  of  grant  and  Tirtnona  bmd. 
In  iwbia  aniinals  rerira  again : 
But  baaa  and  vicioas  spirits  wind  dieir  way 
In  scorpions,  vultures,  sharks,  and  beasts  of  pray 
The  fiur,  the  gay,  the  witty,  and  the  btava^ 
Tha  ibol,  the  coward,  oooriiar,  tyrant,  abra ; 
Eaeh,  in  congenial  animals,  shall  find 
A  home  and  kindred  fcr  hia  wandering  ndnd. 

*  Even  tha  cold  body,  when  anshrinad  in  earth. 
Risea  again  in  vagatabla  birth: 
From  the  vile  aahaa  of  tha  bad  pracaada 
A  baneful  harvaatdf  parmoious  weeds; 
Tha  ralica  of  tha  good,  awaked  by  showan. 
Peep  flam  tha  lap  of  death,  and  hva  in  flowan  | 
Sweat  modest  flowan,  that  blush  along  tha  vala 
Whoaa  Ingrant  lipa  embalm  the  paasing  gaW." 

SZTaACT  mOM  CANTO  II. 


Now,  mark  tha  words  these  dying  Ups  impart. 
And  wear  this  gruid  memorial  round  your  heart  i 
All  that  inhabit  ocean,  air,  or  earth. 
From  omt  xtben al  sinx  derive  their  birth. 
The  Hand  diat  built  die  palace  of  die  sky 
Form'd  the  light  wings  that  decorate  a  fly ; 
The  Power  that  wheels  the  circling  planets  round 
Rears  every  infiint  flow'ret  on  die  ground ; 
That  Bounty  which  the  mightiest  beings  share 
Feeds  the  least  gnat  that  gilds  the  evening  air. 
l*hus  all  the  wild  inhabitants  of  woods. 
Children  of  air,  and  tenants  of  the  floods; 
All,  all  are  equal,  independent,  free, 
And  all  the  heirs  of  immortality ! 
For  all  that  live  and  breathe  have  once  been  men. 
And,  in  succession,  will  be  such  again : 
Even  you,  in  turn,  that  human  »hape  must  change. 
And  through  ten  thousand  ibrms  of  being  range. 

Ah!  then,  refrain  yma  brethren's  blood  to  spill. 
And,  till  >'oii  can  create,  i!>rbear  to  kill ! 
DA  OS  a  guiltless  fellow-creature  dies. 
The  blood  of  innocence  for  vengeance  cries : 
Kven  grim,  rapacious  savages  of  prey. 
Presume  not,  save  in  sclf-defenre.  to  tilay. 
What,  though  to  Heaven  their  forfeit  lives  they  oua 
Hath  Heaven  commissionM  thee  to  deal  the  bk>w  f 
Crush  nut  the  feeble,  inoflensive  u-nrm. 
Thy  sister'n  spirit  wears  that  humble  fiirm ! 
Why  shuuhl  thy  cniel  arrow  smite  yon  bird  f 
In  him  thy  brother's  plaintive  sori^  Ik  hennl. 
When  the  pnir.  harmlcas  kid,  all  in'mliling,  lies, 
AinI  beas  hii*  little  life  with  infant  cries. 
Think,  ere  you  take  the  throbbing  victim's  famlh. 
You  doom  a  dear,  an  only  child,  to  death. 

aos 
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When  at  dw  ring  th«  bcttotaoiM  hmiiM' i^uMkb 

—Stay,  monter!  itay  those  parricidal  handif 

Canst  ihou  not,  in  that  mild  dcijected  fiM», 

Tho  ■acred  ieatiires  of  thy  mother  tiaoe  ? 

When  to  the  itake  the  genennii  bull  yoa  lead, 

Tremble« — ah,  trembler-Jest  your  ftther  bleed. 

I«t  not  your  anger  on  your  dog  descend, 

The  faithful  animal  was  once  your  iriend ; 

The  friend  whose  ooaragesnatch*d  you  from  the  gnve. 

When  wiapt  in  flames  or  sinking  in  the  wave. 

— Rash,  im(Noui  youth!  renounce  that  honid  kniie. 

Spare  the  sweet  antelope  *  ah,  spare— thy  wifii! 

In  the  meek  Tictim*s  teaMllumined  eyes^ 

See  the  soft  image  of  thy  consort  rise ; 

Such  as  she  is,  when  by  romantic  streams. 

Her  spirit  greets  thee  in  delightful  dreams ; 

Not  as  she  look*d,  when  blighted  in  her  bloom ; 

Not  as  she  Ues^  all  pale  in  yonder  tomb; 

That  mournful  tomU  where  all  thy  joys  repose ! 

That  hallow'd  tomU  where  all  thy  griefi  shall  ckse. 

While  yet  I  sing,  the  weary  king  of  light 
Resigns  his  sceptre  to  the  queen  of  night; 
Unnumber'd  orbs  of  living  fire  appear. 
And  roll  in  glittering  grandeur  o'er  the  sphere. 
Perhaps  the  soul,  released  from  earthly  ties, 
A  tlurasand  ages  hence  msy  mount  the  skies ; 
Through  suns  and  planets,  stars  and  sjrslems  range. 
In  eadi  new  forms  assiimei  relinquish,  change ; 


FYom  age  to  age,  irom  woiid  to  world  ■■pii% 
And  climb  the  scale  of  being  higher  and 
But  who  these  awful  mysteries  dare  axplotv  t 
Pkiuse,  O  my  soul!  and  tremble,  and  adinre. 

There  ia  a  Power,  all  other  powen  abovn. 
Whose  name  is  Goodness,  and  His  nature  Lovei 
Who  caird  the  infiunt  imivene  to  light. 
From  central  nothing  and  circumflnent  nigliL 
On  His  great  providence  all  worlds  depend. 
As  trembling  atoms  to  their  centre  lend : 
In  nature's  ftoe  His  gloiy  shines  eonfesC, 
She  wean  His  sacred  imaga  on  her  breast; 
His  spirit  breathes  in  every  living  soul; 
His  l»unty  feeds,  his  presence  fiUa  the  whole ; 
Though  seen,  invisible— though  fiill,  onknownx 
All  that  exist,  exist  in  Him  akme. 
But  who  the  wonders  of  His  hand  can  tinea 
Through  the  dread  ocean  of  unfiithom'd  apaoaf 
When  from  the  shore  we  lifl  our  fainting  eyes. 
Where  boundless  scenes  of  God-like  grandeur  rise 
Like  sparkling  atoms  in  the  noontide  raya. 
Worlds,  Stan,  and  suns,  and  untveiMs  blase ! 
Yet  these  trsnscendent  monnmenii  that  ahina^ 
Eternal  miracles  of  skill  divine, 
lliese,  and  ten  thousand  more,  are  only  acill 
The  shadowof  His  power,  the  transcript  of  His  wiU. 

Apra  14, 1796. 
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O  labofam 
Dnloe  l«DinMii,  mihieainqiM  Mlva 
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THE  GRAVE. 

There  is  a  calm  fi>r  those  who  weep^ 
A  rest  for  weary  pilgrims  found. 
They  sofUy  lie  anid  sweetly  sleep 

Low  in  the  ground. 

The  storm  that  wrecks  the  winter  sky 
No  more  disturbs  their  deep  repose, 
Than  summer-evening's  latest  sigh 

That  shuts  the  roee. 

I  long  to  lay  thb  painful  head 
And  aching  heart  beneath  the  soil. 
To  slumber  in  that  dreamless  bed 

From  all  my  toiL 

For  Misery  stole  me  at  my  birth, 
And  cast  me  helpless  on  the  wild : 
I  perish ; — O  my  Mother  E^rth, 

Toko  home  thy  Child. 

On  thy  dear  lap  these  limbs  reclined. 
Shall  gently  mouloer  into  thee ; 
Nor  leave  one  wretched  trace  behind 

Resembling  mei 


Hark ! — a  strange  sound  aflrights  nrine 
My  pulse,^ — my  brain  runs  wild, — I  rave; 
—Ah !  who  art  thou  whose  voice  1  hcarf 

— ^^1  am  THE  GnAVs! 

*  The  Grave,  that  never  spake  belbra. 
Hath  found  at  length  a  tongue  to  chide  i 
O  listen ! — 1  will  speak  no  more  >— 

Be  silent.  Pride ! 

"  Art  thou  a  Wretch  of  hope  fbrlom. 
The  victim  of  connuming  care  f 
Is  thy  dintrocted  oorotcicnce  torn 

By  fell  despair  t 


**  Do  foul  misdeeds  of  former  timea 
Wring  with  remon«  thy  guilty  hi 
And  ghosts  of  unforynvpn  crimes 

Murder  thy  rest  f 


t 


**  Lnfth*d  hy  the  furies  of  the  mind. 
From  Wratli  and  Vengeance  wouldst  thoa  flea 
Ah!  think  not,  hope  not,  fool,  to  find 

A  friend  in  ma. 
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BtfODd  Ite  pow«r  of  tMfM  to  Milt 
Bf  dw  dread  ncfttt  of  ay  iioaib; 

fif  Death  ndHtUt 

•*  I  dMifB  tlMe  un  !—n|MOt  nd  pny, 
la  doit  china  iafiuny  daptora; 
TWia  fat  li  flBercy — go  iliy  way. 

And  tin  no  moiab 

"Alt  dwa  a  BiMJRNmf— Hart  iboo  known 
Tha  jof  of  Innooent  daligim* 
Endaaring  dqia  fcr  a^ar  flown. 

And  tranquil  ni|^f 

-  O  UTS  ^-and  daaply  flfaariih  adU 
Tha  awaat  niaamhtaiva  of  tha  paati 
£oly  on  Haavan*!  unchangiog  will 

For  paaoa  at  hM, 

"Art  dMa  a  WANnont— Haat  dwo 
(yarwhalming  tamporta  drown  thy  barkf 
A  riiipwrack*d  iuftrer,  haat  thou  baan 

Miefortana'a  aaikf 


"TVnigh  h»g  of  winds  and  wavai  iha  apot^ 
Gondanin'd  in  wretchadnea  to  roam, 
Liyb!— ihoQ  ihalt  reach  a  ehalteriog  port, 

A  quiet  homa. 

•To  FEiBroanr  didet  than  troet  thy  ftma. 
And  waa  thy  fiiand  a  deadly  foa. 
Who  atola  into  thy  breast  to  aim 

A  surer  blow? 

*■  Liyb!— and  repina  not  o*ar  his  lorn, 
A  loss  unworthy  to  be  told  i 
Thou  haat  mistakan  aoidid  dross 

For  friendihip*s  gold. 

"  Seek  the  trua  treasure,  seldom  found, 
or  power  the  fiercest  grieft  to  calm. 
And  soothe  the  bosom's  deepest  wound 

With  hesTenly  balm. 

*  Did  Woman's  channi  thy  youth  beguilab 
And  did  the  Fair  One  iaithless  prove  ? 
Hath  siia  betray'd  thee  with  a  smile. 

And  sold  thy  love  ? 


*Liyb!  *Twas  a  ialse  bewildering  firai 
*Ibo  oAra  Love*s  insidious  dart 
TluiUs  the  fiind  soul  with  wild  desire. 

But  kills  the  heart 

"Ham  yet  shalt  know,  how  sweet,  how  dear. 
To  fsia  on  listening  Beauty's  ejre ; 
Ta  ask^    and  pause  in  hope  and  (ear 

Till  she  reply. 

*  A  nobler  flame  shall  warm  thy  breaat, 
A  brighter  maiden  iaithful  prove ; 
Thy  )'outh,  thine  age,  shall  yet  be  bleat 

In  woman's  love. 


•  — ^Whate'er  thy  lot« — whoe'er  thou 
ConfeM  thy  inlly.  kiss  the  rod, 
And  in  thy  chastemng  sorroi^-s  see 

'The  hand  of  Godw 
39  9Ad 


•  A  hniBad  read  ha  will  sol  hniki 
AflhctioiM  aU  his  cUUian  fiMi ; 
Ha  wounds  them  ftr  his  n&nfB  mikm. 

Ha  wounds  tobaal 

"  Annblad  beneath  Us  wtifjbif  hand, 
Proairato  his  Providanoa  adarat 
TisdonaS— Afiia!  Habidsthaa 

ToSUlao 


«  Now,  Travalkr  hi  Iha  vala  of  toan^ 
To  rsafana  of  avariaadag  light, 
ThioHgh  Tiaali  dark  wfUams  of 

PaiBoa  thyflii^ 

*  There  is  a  oala  iir  dtoaa  who 
A  rest  tot  waaiy  Pitgrima  irand; 
And  while  tha  BOuUaring  aahas  daap 

Low  ki  dm  gvouid. 

*■  The  Soul,  of  origin  divineb 
Goo'a  gkwiouB  image,  fived  fiom  day« 
In  heaven's  eternal  sphere  shaU  shma 

Astarof  day. 

"The  Son  is  but  a  spark  of  fira, 
A  transient  meteor  in  the  dnr ; 
Tlie  SooL,  immortal  as  its  Care, 

Shall  NBvnt  on" 


THE  LYRE. 


Ak! 


leva  the  lyief 
W.M. 


Whkm  the  roving  rill  meandered 
Down  the  green  retiring  vale. 
Poor,  fcrlom  AucjEin  wander'd, 

Pisle  with  thought,  serenely  pale  a 
Timeless  sorrow  o'er  his  face 
Breathed  a  melancholy  grace. 
And  fix'd  on  every  feature  there 
The  raouroful  reeignation  of 


O'er  his  arm,  hk  lyre  negleeted. 

Once  hk  dear  companion,  himg; 
And,  in  spirit  deep  dejected. 

Thus  the  pensive  poet  sung : 
While,  at  midnight's  solemn  noon. 
Sweetly  shone  the  cloodless  moon. 
And  all  the  stars,  around  his  head. 
Benignly  bright,  their  miklost  influence  dieu 

*'  Lyre !  O  Lyre !  my  chosen  treasure. 

Solace  of  my  bleeding  heart ; 
Lyre!  O  Lyre!  my  only  pleasurs^ 

We  must  now  for  ever  part: 
For  in  vain  thy  poet  sings. 
Wooes  in  vain  thine  heaveidy  strings , 
llie  Muse's  vrretched  sons  are  bom 
To  cold  neglect,  and  penury,  aiiu  «oonk 

"  That  which  Alexander  sigh'd  for. 
That  which  Crsar's  mniI  possssi'd. 

That  which  heroes,  kings,  have  died  tar  — 
Glory !— animates  my  breast* 
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Buk.  Ih*  drngniK  tnin|Mli^  thiiMli 

^mr  fhtit  dattb<iafyiiig  docm; 
•Tb  aim!'  dMj  ttXit  to  anni  I  flf* 
Uht  WoUb  to  MMMT,  nd  lika  WoUb  10  dk. 


«8aftS-4lw  blood  of  «Dte*d  kglow 

flom  iheriDoii 


0  ttoa,  iiuMwwnrty  l»w% 

1  win  inoollo  wtk  flip  w«f ; 

Lo!  Oamnoiooapmdtiko  doling  nil 
Aad  yokoi  ktr  Mfri  dwioli  to  dM  fdflw 

"BtoWtyobweooi!    filly  biownn» 

Waft  no  10  tlwt  honif  ainn, 
Whora  Aon  ftmnfaii  ovor  dowfaig 

Indian  mlm  thofar  traoonvw  pour  I 
TlMoee  ntondnf  ,  poor  in  haaltb. 
Rich  in  hooeity  and  wealth, 
(y«r  thee,  my  dear  paternal  toil, 
1*11  atrew  the  golden  hanreit  of  ny  toiL 


"Tlien  ■hall  Minfy'a  noa  and  danghten 

III  their  lowly  dwelUngi  nng ; 
Boanteoua  n  the  Nile'i  daik  waleia, 

Undiaoover'd  n  the  ipring^ 
I  will  acatter  o'er  the  land 
Bfewinga  with  a  aecret  hand; — 
For  anch  angelie  tadn  deaign'd, 
I  give  the  Lyre  and  aonrow  to  the  wind." 

On  an  oak,  wboae  bianchea  hoary 
Sgh'd  to  every  peering  breeaab 
Sgh'd  and  Cold  the  aim|Je  aioiy 

Of  the  patriarch  of  treea ; 
High  in  the  air  hia  harp  he  bong. 
Now  no  more  to  raptore  atrung; 
Then  warm  in  hope,  no  longer  pale. 
He  blush'd  adieu,  and  rambled  down  the  dale. 

Lightly  toach*d  by  fairy  frngen. 

Hark ! — the  Lyre  enchanta  the  wind ; 
Fond  Alcaeua  liatena,  lingera, 

— Lingering,  liatening,  looka  behind. 
Now  the  music  mounta  on  high. 
Sweetly  swelling  diroogfa  the  sky; 
To  every  tone,  with  tender  heat, 
Hia  heart«tringa  vibrate,  and  hia  pulses  beat 

Now  the  strains  to  silence  stealing. 

Soft  in  ecstodes  expire ; 
Oh !  with  what  romantic  feeling 
Poor  AlcsBus  grasps  the  Lyre. 
liO .  his  furious  hand  he  flings 
In  a  tempest  o'er  the  strings ; 
He  strikes  the  chords  so  quick,  so  loud. 
Tie  Jove  that  acatten  lightning  from  a  cloud. 

**  L3rre !  O  Lyre !  my  choaen  treasure. 

Solace  of  my  bleeding  heart , 
Lyre!  O  Lyre!  my  only  pleasure, 

We  will  never,  never  part 
Glory,  Commerce,  now  in  vain 
Tempt  me  to  the  field,  the  main ; 
The  Muse's  sons  are  blest,  though  bom 
Tu  oilti  otgleet.  and  oennrv,  and  scorn. 


•Whit,  ^honi^  an  dio  wotid  nagUot 

Shall  ny  hanghly  aool  npina  t 
And  aball  pover^  d^jeet  na, 

Wl^to  thia  hallow'd  lyre  k  nnaf 
Heaven — that  o'er  my  helplen  head 
Many  a  wrathfol  vial  died/— 
Heaven  gave  thia  lyrer— and  thna 
Bo  ihoo  a  Indmd,  bat  not  a  hnAm  nod.' 


REMON&TTRANCE  TO  WHVIXS 

Aa !  vrfay,  oniceUng  Whiler,  why 
Still  flaga  thy  torpid  wingt 

fly,  melancholy  Seaaoo,  fly. 
And  yield  the  year  to  Spcing. 


Spring,^-tha  young  harbinger  of  lova^ 

An  exile  in  diagraco^ — 
Flita  o'er  the  aeene,  like  Noah^  dow% 

Nor  finda  a  reatii^-plaoa. 


When  on  the  mountafai'a  azoiv  peak 

Alighta  her  fiury  form. 
Cold  blow  the  winda^    and  dark  and 

Aimmd  her  rdla  tlie  atonn. 

If  to  the  valley  ahe  repair 

For  ahelter  and  defbnoe, 
Thy  wrath  pursues  the  moumor 

And  drives  her,  weepinf^  thooea 


She  seeks  the  brook,  the  fiutUen 
Of  her  unmindful  grown, 

Feels  the  chill  magic  of  thy  lookt 
And  lingers  into  stone. 

She  wooes  her  embryo  flowers  in 
To  rear  their  infiuit  heads  ;-— 

Deaf  to  her  voice,  her  flowers 
Enchanted  in  their  beds. 

In  vain  she  bids  the  trees  expand 
Their  green  luxuriant  channs  ;- 

Bare  in  the  uildemess  they  stand. 
And  stretch  their  withering 


Her  fhvorite  birds,  in  feeble  notes. 

Lament  thy  long  delay ; 
And  strain  tlieir  little  stammering  throaia 

To  charm  thy  blasts  away. 

Ah,  Winter,  calm  thy  cruel  rage. 
Release  the  struggling  year; 

Thy  power  is  past,  decrepit  Saga^ 
Arise  and  disappear. 

The  Stan  that  graced  thy  splendid  night 

Are  lost  in  warmer  rays ; 
The  Sun,  rejoicing  in  his  might. 

Unrolls  celestial  days. 

Then  why,  usurping  Winter,  why 

Still  flags  thy  frosen  wingf 
Fly,  unrelenting  tyrant,  fly — 

And  yield  the  year  to  Spring. 
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Round  Jjn^^  Elytkn  bowen 

Thefcimc  protpedi  riie; 
Then  bioom  Um  tweeteM  flow«n» 
There  shine  the  purest  tkiee* 
And  jof  and  mptore  gild  awhile 
The  chwdlew  heaven  of  Beauty*!  miWi 

IhMnd  Love'i  deeerted  bowen 

IVemeiidoai  rockaariie; 
OoU  mildewa  blight  the  floweia^ 
TonMdoei  rend  theikiea: 
And  PleMore*!  waning  moon  goea  down 
Amid  die  night  <£  Beauty's  flown. 


Then.  Youdi.  thou  ftod 
The  wily  Siren  ahuni 
Who  tmsiB  die  dear  DeoeiTer 
Will  surely  be  undone. 
Wheo  Beauty  triumphs,  eh!  beware  i 
Bar  smile  is  hope    her  fiown  deepur. 


LINES 

A  MUWIRO  or  TAIDLT  OMM9 
CBLSnUTCD  BT  OOWI 


I  Bsfhr*!  lift  sad  LMm  of  W.  OMppsr, 


Tm  sole  sonrivor  of  a  race 
Of  giant  oiUdi,  where  once  the  wood 
Bang  widi  the  battle  or  the  chase, 
la  stem  and  body  grsndeor  stood. 


Vnm  age  to  age,  it  stowly  spread 
In  gradual  boughs  to  son  and  wind; 
Tnm  oge  to  age.  Its  noble  heed 
As  slowly  wiiher'd  and  declined. 

A  thousand  yeen  are  like  a  day. 
When  fled ; — no  longer  known  than 
This  tree  wis  doom'd  to  pees  away, 
And  be  OB  if  it  ne^er  had  been^— 


But  mournful  Cowpcr,  wandering  nigh. 
For  rcet  beneath  its  shadow  came. 
When,  \o !  the  voice  of  days  gmie  by 
Ascended  fiom  its  hallow  frame. 

O  that  the  Pbet  had  reveal'd 
The  words  of  those  prophetic  strains, 
£re  Death  the  eternal  raystcry  seal*d ! 
— -^Yet  in  his  song  the  Oak  remaiiM. 

And  fiedi  in  nndecaying  prime. 
There  may  it  live,  beyond  the  power 
Of  storm  and  earthquake.  Man  and  Tune, 
Till  Nature's  oonflagration-hoor. 


SONG 


WHOSE  MOTTO 
t. 


WAl 


roa  A  aocnrrr, 

"raiKlVIMHlP,  LOVE,  AND  TRUTU.' 

Whe?!  **  Friendship.  Love,  and  Truth  "  abound 

Amonic  a  bond  of  Knithoiv, 
The  cup  of  joy  giiea  gaily  round. 

Each  shares  the  blim  of  oihen : 


gmea  te  ikanqr  way 
Along  dds  vala  of  aofimir; 
The  flowers  that  shad  their  lenvai  l»4iiv 
fBiati  hlnnm  agaia  m  ■» row  i 
How  grand  m  afa»  how  ftir  fai  youth. 
Are  holy  « FHandAipb  ha/n,  and  TMk  K" 

Ob  halcyon 

Iile*kemal 
OUThaaliva 

WIdi 
HI 
Ba  hwki  Bka  Whitar  tnm'd  to  Ifli^, 
Night  aoAao'd  hilo  BIbniingi 
How  giaiid  in  oga.  how  fldr  in  foaA» 
An  holy  •ftediUpb  Lave,  and  Tvufli 

Fkon  thoaa  deUghtflil  flrantdiM  flow 

Ambrasial  rills  of  pleasure: 
Gan  man  desire,  can  Heaven  bestow 

A  mora  rsqdendent  treasure? 
Adoni'd  with  gena  so  richly  bi^it, 

Wa*ll  ftrm  a  GoiMlallation, 
Where  every  Star,  with  modes!  light. 

Shall  gUd  his  proper  sistiopi 
How  grand  in  ega»  how  6tr  hi  yondi. 
An  holy  «•  FrimUiipb  Lova,  and  Thidi 


REUGIQN, 

AN  OOOAKOHAL  HTIOI. 

TmaioBR  shadee  and  solitudes  profimntf 
The  fldnting  trnvaUar  winds  his  way. 

Bewildering  meteors  glare  around. 
And  tempt  his  wandering  ieet  astray 

Welcome,  thrice  welcome,  to  his  eye. 
The  sudden  moon's  inspiring  light. 

When  ibrth  she  sallies  through  the  sky 
The  guardian  angel  of  the  nighk 

Tims  raortala,  blind  and  weak,  below 
Pursue  tho  phantom  fiUai,  in  vain. 

The  world  *s  a  wiUemem  of  woe. 
And  life  a  pilgrimage  of 


Tin  mild  Reugion,  fiom  above. 
Descends,  a  sweet  engaging  lbrm> 

Tlie  messenger  of  heavenly  love. 
The  bow  of  promise  in  a  storm. 

Then  guilty  pasiions  wing  dieir  flight. 

Sorrow,  remorse,  aflliction  cease ; 
Religion's  yoke  is  soft  and  light. 

And  all  her  paths  are  paths  of  peace* 

Ambition,  pride,  revenirc  depart. 
And  folly  flies  her  chastening  rod  : 

She  makes  the  humble  contrite  heart 
A  temple  of  the  lining  God. 

Beyond  the  narrow  vnle  of  time, 
>Vhere  bright  celesiiol  ages  roll. 

To  scenes  eternal,  scenes  sublime. 
She  points  the  way,  and  leads  the  sou. 
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At  W  mppnmik,  dia  GniTe  appMn 
The  G«ta  of  PumUm  miorad ; 

Bar  Tolw  ihe  inileiiiDg  Cberab  hmn, 
Ani  dwpi  Mi  diwiMJi  fWming  wwd. 

Bipliwd  with  Btf  iMMWiog  on. 
May  wo  the  erawn  of  gioty  gain ; 

Um  wbiQ  iIm  Hot  of  Hmtoq  eipii^ 
And  nign  with  God,  ftr  evw  ni|n! 


•THE  J07  or  onEF.** 


8wnr  dM.bour  of  tiftwIitMn, 
Wlun  tki*  hMit  ou  fiMly  a^i 

And  tlie  tear  of  raigMUioa 
Twinkki  in  die  moornftil  Of*. 

Hiivt  yon  ftU  n  kind  onoCioii 
Tramblo  through  four  tioablid 

Soft  M  eYcnii^  o'er  the  ooav. 
When  die  chum  the  wami  to 


mtff 


Have  foo  kit  a  fliind.or  hndiarff 
Heard  a  frdiei'a  pnOs^  bm^ff 

Gaaed  npon  a  Bftlete  molher. 
Till  die  aeenU  lb  waka  Item  deitbt 


Have  foo  ielt  a  wpanm  aipbfag 
In  yoor  ann^  baftm  your  view! 

Watcfa'd  die  lofely  ebnl  nliring 
From  her  eyae  ttartnlw  flSTmf 


DM  not  gnii 

Raving  on  wmewber^d  bHsf 
Did  yoa  not,  with  fervor  fiantic» 

Kim  die  Upe  that  felt  no  kiai  f 

Toi !  but,  when  you  had  reiign*d  her* 
Life  and  jrou  were  reconciled; 

Anna  lefW-ehe  left  behind  her. 
One.  one  dear,  one  only  child. 

Bat  befere  die  green  mon  peeping 
Hie  poor  modber^e  grave  arrajr'd. 

In  that  grave  the  infent  ileeping 
On  the  inocher*i  lap  was  laid. 

Ilorror  then,  your  heart  congealing, 
Chill*d  you  with  intenw  despair: 

Can  you  nil  to  mind  die  feeling  t-^ 
No!  there  wae  no  feeling  there. 

From  that  gloomy  trance  of  iorrow 
When  you.  woke  to  pangi  miknown. 

How  unwelcome  wai  the  monow, 
For  it  roee  on  tou  alone! 

8<ink  m  ■elf-oonsuming  anguith. 
Can  the  poor  heart  alwayi  ache  f 

Mo!  the  tortived  nerve  will  languislv 
Or  the  etringt  of  life  must  break. 

O'er  the  yielding  brow  of  Sadnen 
One  feint  nnile  of  comftirt  stole ; 

On«f  eoft  pang  of  tender  gledm 
Eiqniiitely  thriird  your  souL 


WhOe  die  woondi  of  woe  are  heal^ 
While  die  heart  ie all  raeign'di 

Til  a  eolemn  feaet  of  ftdiqg, 
T  b  die  nbbadi  of  die  bUI 


dien 

fer  aver  fled, 
dnee  and  plaeait 
with  dm 


And  when  ni^'s  prophede  eliiMhaw 
Rend  the  veil  to  mortal  avai^ 

From  dieir  tombe  dM  laiBted  na 
Of  par  ket  eompankma 


8 


UPeatte  of  hyva  your  giiaf  begidH^g^ 

Too  havta  ehapTd  a 
And  received  yoor  ^frt*  ■nili^g 

Fkom" 


Yoa  have  leen  a  ftlend,  a 
Heald  a  dear  dead  fediar 

ftoved,  ihe  fendnem  of  a 
Felt  her  team  npon  yoor 


TkambUng^  pala, 

WhOaym 
Bright  dM 

Opeo'd  heaven^ 


TUdiar  an  your 
Roieineoilaey 

TUdier  all  yoor 
TriomphM  over 


Thnaaffliclid, 

Have  yon  knowm 
Tecmyflieod;  andbSTtfeli 

Yoo  have  fAi  "tbk'jot  or  qbir* 


THE  BATTLE  OF  ALEXAlfDHA. 


AtThebci.  ia  AaeitBtBinrpl. 
wkh  a  harp  In  hb  btod.  whkh  b 
difif  btfel  Botie  the  riiiof  Mm.  ind  ia 
bsw  moanMa  his dspsrtMS.  Tms  iHrad' 
brstad  Lrm,  oo  s  Modsra  oeriifae,  uriB 
soschraoiMii  bf  Ummw  onlr  wbe  diak 
bseo  toQchsd  uaikilfiiDy. 


Haep  of  Meranen !  sweetly  strnqg 
To  Ihe  music  of  the  spherea. 

While  the  Hero's  dirge  ia  song, 
Braathe  enchantment  to  our  caiiL 

As  the  Sun*s  descending  beanw. 

Ghmcing  o*er  thy  feeling  wire. 
Kindle  every  chord  that  gleama. 

Like  a  my  of  heavenly  fire  t 

Let  thy  numbers,  soft  and  slow. 
O'er  the  plain  with  camage  sproao* 

Soothe  the  dying,  while  they  flow 
To  the  memory  of  Ihe  dead. 

Bright  as  Venus,  newly  bom. 
Blushing  at  her  maiden  rfaarma« 

Fresh  from  ocean  mee  the  Mom. 
When  the  trumpet  blew  to  ama. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEBia 


m 


O  tiMt  Time  hid  fCaj'd  in  flif^t. 

Era  that  Morning  left  the 
FiUal  M  the  Egyptian  night. 

When  the  ehieet-bom  were  ilein. 

LMh'd  to  madnei  by  the  wind, 

A*  the  Red  See  ■urges  roer. 
Leave  a  gloomy  gulf  behind. 

And  devour  the  ihrinking  shore ; 

Thus,  with  overwhelming  pride, 
Gallia's  brightest,  boldest  boairt. 

In  a  deep  and  dreadful  tide, 
RoU'd  upon  the  British  host 

Dauntless  these  their  station  hdd. 
Though,  with  nnextinguish*d  ire, 

Gallia*s  legions,  thrice  repell'd. 
Thrice  retum'd  through  blood  and  ilrs. 

Tlios,  above  the  storms  of  time, 
Ttowering  to  the  sacred  spheres. 

Stand  the  i^rsmids  sublime^— 
Rocks  anud  the  flood  of  years. 

Now  the  veteran  Chief  drew  niglw 
Conquest  lowering  on  his  ersst, 

Vakir  beaming  irom  his  eye, 
Pity  bleeding  in  his  breast 

Britain  saw  him  thus  advance 
In  her  Guardian  Angel's  Ibnn ; 

Bat  he  lower'd  on  hostile  France 
like  the  Demon  of  the  Storm. 

On  the  whiriwind  of  the  vrar 
High  he  rode,  in  vengeance  dire ; 

To  hit  friends  a  leading  star, 
To  his  iocs  consuming  fire. 

Then  the  mi|?hty  pour'd  their  breath. 
Slaughter  feasted  on  the  brave : 

"T  wss  the  Carnival  of  Death ; 
"T  Mvwt  the  Vintage  of  the  Grave. 

Charged  wiih  Abercrombie's  doom. 
Lightning  wing'd  a  cruel  ball : 

T  u-aa  the  Herald  of  the  Tdrob, 
And  the  Hero  felt  the  call — 

Felt— and  raised  his  arm  on  high ; 

Victory  well  the  signal  knew, 
Darted  frtmi  his  awful  eye. 

And  the  force  of  France  o'erthrew. 

But  the  horrori  of  that  fight 
Were  the  weeping  Muse  to  tell. 

Oh  *t  would  cleove  the  u-omb  of  night 
And  av^-ake  the  dead  that  fell ! 

Gash'd  with  honorable  scars. 

Low  in  (.ilory's  lap  they  lie ; 
Though  they  felU  they  fell  like  stars. 

Streaming  splendor  through  the  sky. 

Yet  shall  Memory  mourn  that  day. 
When,  with  expectation  pale. 

Of  her  soldier  ftr  away 
Itie  poor  widow  hears*  the  tale. 


In  imaginatioa  wild. 

She  shall  wander  o'er  this  plam, 
Bave^— and  bid  her  orphan-child 

Seek  his  sire  among  the  slain. 

Gently,  fiqm  the  weatem  deep^ 
O  3re  evening  breeoea,  rise ! 

0*er  the  Lyre  of  Menmon  sweeps 
Wake  its  spirit  with  your  sighs. 

Harp  of  Memnon !  sweetly  strung 
!>»  the  music  of  the  spheres. 

While  the  Hero's  diige  is  suQg 
Breathe  enchantment  to  our 


Let  thy  numbers  soft  and  slow, 
O'er  the  plain  with  carnage  spread. 

Soothe  the  dying,  while  they  flow 
To  the  memory  of  the  dead. 

None  bat  solemn,  tender  tones 
Tremble  from  thy  plaintive  wires : 

Harii !  the  wounded  warrior  groane  t 
Hush  thy  warbling  I — he  expiree. 


Hush!  while  Sorrow  wakes  and 
O'er  his  relics  ooki  and  pale 

Night  her  silent  vigil  keeps. 
In  a  mournful  OMionligfat  veil. 


Harp  of  Memnon !  from  afiur. 
Ere  the  lark  salute  the  sky. 

Watch  die  rising  of  the  star 
That  proclaims  the  noming 


Sooa  the  Son's  ascaending  rays. 
In  a  flood  of  haUow'd  fire. 

O'er  thy  kindling  chords  shall  blase, 
And  thy  magic  soul  inspire. 

Then  thy  tones  triumphant  pour. 
Let  them  pierce  the  Hero's  grave* 

Life's  tumultuous  battle  o'er, 
O  how  sweetly  sleep  the  brave ! 

From  the  dust  their  laurels  bloom. 
High  they  shoot  and  fk>urish  free ; 

Glory*s  Temple  is  the  tomb. 
Death  is  immortality. 


THE  RLLOW. 

The  head  that  oft  this  Pillow  presv'i!. 
That  aching  head,  is  gone  to  rest  * 
Its  little  pleasures  now  no  more. 
And  all  its  mighty  sorrows  o'er. 
For  ever,  in  the  worm's  ''ark  bed, 
For  ever  sleeps  that  humUe  heed . 

My  Friend  was  young,  the  ^-orld  was  net 
The  world  was  false,  my  inend  i^-as  true , 
Lowly  his  lot,  his  birth  obscure, 
His  fortune  hard,  my  friend  was  poor; 
To  wisdom  he  had  no  preteme, 
A  child  of  sufiering,  not  of  sense , 
For  Nature  never  did  impart 
A  weaker  or  a  ^-anner  heart 
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Hb  fivrent  icMil,  a  wol  of  flunt. 
CoaranMd  iti  fiail  tenwHwl  finiM; 
That  fire  firom  Heaven  eo  fioroely  biim'd« 
That  whenee  it  came  it  eoon  reConi'dt 
And  yet,  O  Pillow!  yet  lo  me. 
My  gentle  Friend  nnriTee  in  ihee  ( 
In  thee,  the  partner  of  hk  bed. 
In  thea,  tha  widow  of  the  dead. 

On  Helioon'i  inepiring  brink. 
Ere  yet  my  Friend  had  leam'd  lo  ddnk^ 
Once  ai  he  pam*d  the  carelem  day 
Among  the  whispering  raedi  at  play. 
The  Mnea  of  Sorrow  wandered  by; 
Her  penrive  beaoty  fix*d  hia aye; 
With  oweel  aeionidimeot  ha  milad ; 
Tha  (Spiy  eaw— the  ilola  Ae  diild ; 
And  nft  on  her  ambraial  braart 
Saqg  tha  deUWhted  babe  to  rert; 
Gonvey'd  him  to  her  inmoit  groves 
And  lovad  him  with  a  MoCher'a  lova. 
Awakmg  fiom  hk  niy  nap^ 
And  gaily  epofting  on  her  lap^ 
Hii  wanton  fingen  o'er  her  lyre 
Twinkled  like  eleetrio  fire  t 
Quick  and  qoieker  ai  they  flew. 
Sweet  and  iweeter  tanea  they  draw; 
Now  a  bolder  hand  he  flinp, 
And  divei  among  tha  deepaet  etringi , 
Then  forth  the  marie  brake  like  tfamder; 
Back  he  itarted,  wild  with  wonder. 
The  Muee  of  Sorrow  wept  iir  joy. 
And  clMp'd  and  kiai'd  her  ehoMn  boy. 

Ah !  then  no  more  hit  trailing  boon 
Were  tpent  in  Childhood't  Eden4)owem ; 
The  fiJl  from  Infimt-innocence, 
The  &11  to  knowledge  drives  ut  thence : 
O  Knowledge !  worthless  as  the  price. 
Bought  with  the  loos  of  Paradise. 
As  happy  ignorance  declined, 
And  reason  rose  upon  his  mind, 
Romantic  hopes  and  ibnd  desires 
(Sparks  of  the  soul's  immortal  fires) 
Kindled  within  his  breast  the  rsge 
To  breathe  through  every  future  age^ 
To  clasp  the  flitting  shade  of  &me. 
To  build  an  everlasting  name, 
(yerleap  the  narrow  vulgar  span. 
And  live  beyond  the  life  of  man. 


Then  Nature's  charms  his  heart 
Knd  Nature's  glory  fiU'd  his  breast ; 
The  sweet  Spring-rooming's  infant  rays. 
Meridian  Summer's  youthful  blaae, 
Maturer  Autumn's  evening  miki, 
And  hoary  Winter's  midni^t  wild. 
Awoke  hai  eye,  inspired  his  tongue ; 
For  every  scene  he  lo\  ed,  he  sung. 
Rude  were  his  sitngs,  and  simple  truth 
Till  Boyhood  blosMom'd  into  Youth ; 
Then  nobler  themes  his  fancy  fired, 
To  bolder  flights  his  soul  aspired  ; 
Ami  as  the  new  moon's  opening  eye 
droadens  and  brightens  through  the  sky. 
From  the  dim  streak  of  western  li^ 
To  tha  full  orb  that  niUa  tha  night; 
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That,  gatharing  Inttre  in  in  laoa. 
And  thining  throqgh  anboondad 
Fiota  earth  to  heaven  hit  Ganiat  Mwr^^ 
Time  and  eternity  aiploiid. 
And  hail'd,  where'er  its  footstept  tiodU 
In  Natorali  temple,  Natore't  God  z 
Or  pieroed  the  homan  brettt,  la  leai 
Hie  hidden  ni^ietty  of  Man ; 
Bfan't  hiddm  ^w>*Vh'—  too  deacriad. 
Hit  gloiy,  grandeur,  meannatt,  prida  i 
Portoad  along  their  erring  oooioa 
Hie  ttieamt  of  patrion  to  their  Kiaieai 
Or  in  the  mind*t  crealaon  toi^^ 
New  ttan  of  fancy,  woridt  cif  thoa^iL 
— Yat  ttill  thRM«h  all  hit  tUaiM  wooU 
A  tone  of  nnmmplaining  wo% 
Kind  at  the  tear  in  Fity't  tiyt. 
Soft  aa  tha  tlumbaring  Infant't  li^ 
So  iweetly,  exquiritely  wild. 
It  tpako  the  Mute  of  Sorrow't  eUld. 

O  PiUow!  then,  when  light  wilbdraw^ 
To  thee  die  fond  enthntiatt  flaw; 
On  thee,  in  pentive  mood  reclined. 
He  ponr'd  hit  oootamplativa  mind. 
Till  o'er  hit  ayaa  with  mild  ooDtrol 
Sleep  like  a  toft  enchmtment  tlola^ 
Chann'd  mto  lifo  hit  aiiy  tcheana^ 
And  realised  his  waking  droani. 


Soon  from  thoM  waking  dreama  ha 
The  foiry  tpell  of  fancy  hnke ; 
In  vain  ha  breathed  a  tool  of  fire 
Through  every  chord  that  ttrung  hit  ^yi» 
No  fifiendly  echo  cheer'd  hit  tongua; 
Amidst  the  wilderness  he  sung ; 
Louder  and  bolder  bards  were  crown'dt 
Whose  dissonance  his  music  drown'd ; 
*The  public  ear,  the  public  voice, 
Desf^sed  his  song,  denied  his  choiea. 
Denied  a  name,^ — a  life  in  death. 
Denied— a  bubble  and  a  breath. 

Stript  of  his  fondest,  dearest  claia* 
And  disinherited  of  fimie. 
To  thee,  O  PiUow!  thee  alone. 
He  made  his  silent  anguish  known ; 
His  haughty  spirit  scom'd  the  blow 
That  laid  Us  high  ambition  low ; 
But,  ah !  his  looks  assumed  in  vain 
A  cold  inefiSible  disdain. 
While  deep  he  cherish'd  in  hb  breaat 
The  scorpion  that  consumed  his  rest 

Yet  other  secret  griefi  had  he, 
O  Pillow !  only  tokl  to  thee : 
Say,  did  not  hopeless  love  intrude 
On  his  poor  bosom's  solitude  f 
Perhaps  on  thy  woti  lap  reclined. 
In  dreams  the  cruel  Fair  was  kind. 
That  more  intensely  he  might  know 
The  bitterness  of  waking  woe. 

Whate'er  those  pangs  fimn  me  coneeaTdL 
To  thoe  in  midni^t  groans  reveal'd. 
They  stung  remembrance  to  despair ; 
**  A  wounded  Spirit  who  can  bear  f  ** 
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Bfetawfaile  DiMue,  with  dow  decay, 
Monlder'd  hk  feeble  fiame  away ; 
And  ai  hb  evening  ran  declined. 
The  shadowa  deepen'd  o'er  hia  mind. 
What  doubia  and  tenon  then  poaMu'd 
The  dark  dominion  of  hia  breMt! 
How  did  delirooa  &ncy  dwell 
On  Madneai,  Suicide,  and  Hell! 
There  waa  on  earth  no  Power  to  MTe : 
•—Bat,  9M  he  shudder'd  o'er  the  grave. 
He  Mw  from  realma  of  light  deacend 
The  friend  of  him  who  haa  no  friend, 
ReKgioo  I— Her  almighty  breath 
Reboked  the  winds  and  waves  of  death ; 
She  bade  the  storm  of  frenzy  cease, 
And  smiled  a  calm,  and  whisper'd  peace : 
Anudat  that  calm  of  sweet  repose. 
To  Heaven  his  gende  Spirit  rose. 


VERSES 

TO  Tut  HiMoaT  or  tbx  latk  joflsm  aaowmE,  or  lo- 
rtnMJUULLE,  ome  or  thk  peoplk  called  auAKxaa, 

WHO  HAD  SUFFUIXD  A  LONO  CONFINXIIXNT  IN  THB 
OAaTLB  OF  TOaC  AMD  lOn  OF  ALL  Htf  WOftLDLT 
FEOFBBTT,  fOft  OON8CIKNCB  aAKK. 

*l^aiT,  leave  thine  house  of  clay ; 
lingering  Dost,  resign  thy  breath ! 
Spirit,  cast  thy  chains  away ; 
Dost,  be  thou  dissolved  in  death ! " 

Thus  thy  Guardian  Angel  spoke. 
As  ha  watch*d  thy  djring  bed ; 
As  the  bonds  of  life  he  broke, 
And  the  ranaom'd  captive  fled. 

*  Prisoner,  long  detain'd  below ; 
Prisoner,  now  with  freedom  blest ; 
,       Welcome,  from  a  world  of  woe, 
WelcooM  to  a  land  of  rest!" 

Tlius  thy  Guardian  Angel  sung. 
At  he  bore  thy  soul  on  high , 
\l'hile  with  Hallelujahs  rang 
All  the  region  of  the  sky. 

— Ye  that  mourn  a  Father's  loss. 
Ye  that  weep  a  Friend  no  more. 
Call  to  mind  the  Christian  cross 
Wlkirh  3rour  Friend,  your  Father  bore. 

Grief  and  penury  and  pain 

Still  attended  on  his  Mrny, 

And  Oppression's  scourge  and  chain. 

More  unmerciful  than  they. 

Y<*t,  while  travelling  in  distresa 
(*T  vias  the  eldest  curse  of  sin) 
Through  the  ^-orld's  waste  wilderness. 
He  lud  paradise  within. 

And  along  that  vale  of  tears. 
Which  his  humble  ibolMrps  trod. 
Still  a  vhining  path  appears. 
Where  the  Mourner  walk'd  with  GoDb 


Till  hia  MMter,  from  above^ 
When  the  promised  hoar  waa  oome^ 
Sent  the  chariot  of  hia  love 
To  convey  the  Wanderer  home. 

Saw  ye  not  the  wheela  of  fire. 
And  the  steeds  that  deft  the  wind  f 
Saw  ye  not  his  aool  aspire. 
When  hia  mantle  diopp'd  behindt 

Te  who  caoi^t  it  m  it  feU, 
Bind  that  mantle  round  your  braaal ; 
So  in  yon  hia  meekness  dwell. 
So  on  you  his  spirit  rest! 

Yet,  rejoicing  in  Ms  kit. 
Still  diaU  BfeoBory  love  lo  traap 
O'er  the  Tenaahle  spot 
Where  hk  dear  oold  reiki  dea^ 

Grave !  the  guaidian  of  hia  doil; 
Grave !  the  treasury  of  die  akiai^ 
Every  atom  of  thy  tmat 
Reata  in  hope  again  lo  lise. 

Hark !  the  judgment^nmipet  caUa— 
**  Soul,  febuiM  thine  boose  of  day: 
Immortality  thy  walla. 
And  EtermQr  thy  day  !** 


THE  THUNDER4SrrORlll 


O  FOii  Evaning'a  brownest  shade ! 

Where  the  breezes  play  by  stealth 
In  the  fiweatdnctuied  glade, 

Botmd  die  hermitage  of  Health  x 
While  the  noon-bright  mountains  blaM 
In  the  son's  tormenting  reya. 

O'er  the  sick  and  sultry  plains. 
Through  the  dim  delirious  air. 

Agonizing  silence  reigns. 
And  the  wanness  of  despair. 

Nature  faints  with  fervent  heat. 

Ah!  her  pulse  hath  ceased  to  beat 

Now,  in  deep  and  dreadful  gloom. 
Clouds  on  clouds  portentous  spread. 

Black  as  if  the  day  of  doom 

Hung  o'er  Nature's  shrinking  head 

La !  the  lightning  breaks  fnnn  high, 

— God  is  coming ! — God  is  nigh ! 

Hear  ye  not  his  chariot-wheels. 
As  the  mighty  thunder  rolls  f 

Natore,  startled  Nature  reels. 
From  the  centre  to  the  poles; 

Tremble ! — Ocean,  Earth,  and  Sky. 

Tremble ! — God  is  passing  by ! 

Darkness,  wild  with  horror,  forms 
His  mysterioi,*  mdmg-place , 

Should  He,  from  his  ark  of  stoirn^ 
Rend  the  veil,  and  show  his  face 

At  the  judgment  of  his  eye. 

All  the  univene  would  die> 
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Hul  flmd  nin  tempeftuooi  AH; 
Louder,  deeper  tlraiiden  cnA, 

DeeolaliQii  threatene  ell ; 
gtwiggimj  Neture  gaep  for  bfeelh 
In  the  «fooy  of  deeth. 

God  of  Veogeenee,  fiom  eboire. 
While  tliiiie  ewfal  boiti  ere  biiird, 

O  remember  thoa  art  Love! 
Spere!  OepereeguUtf  woiid! 

StKf  Thy  HuDing  wnlfa  awhile. 

See  Thy  bow  of  piomiie  mile. 


Welcome  in  the  eartem  cloiid« 

Memenger  of  Blercy  edfl ; 
Now*  ye  winde,  proelain  afeiid* 

"Fteoe  oo  Earth,  lo  Han  good*wilL' 
Natnre!  God'a  lepentn^  ChOd, 
See  %  Puent  reosMiled. 

Hark!  the  nightingale^  afrr, 
Sweetly  eingi  the  aim  to  reef* 

And  avalMa  Ae  erening-etar 
In  the  roey-tinted  weett 

While  the  moon'e  endienting  eya 

(^tena  Fuadiee  on  higli. 

Cool  and  tranqnil  ia  the  night, 
Natore'i  tore  affUctkni  ceaae^ 

For  the  elonn,  that  epent  iti  aughl; 
Wei  a  ooTonant  of  peace; 

Vengeance  drope  her  harmlem  rod  t 

Meivy  ia  the  PKiwib  or  Ooft 


ODE  TO  THE  VOLUNTEERS  OF  BRITAIN, 
oif  THE  ntoanurr  of  imtjuuoii. 

O  roa  the  death  of  those 
Who  for  their  country  die. 
Sink  on  her  boeom  to  repoee. 
And  triumph  where  they  lie ! 

flow  beautirul  in  death 
The  Warrior^!  corpse  appean, 
Embolm'd  t>y  ibnd  Afiection't  breath. 
And  bathed  in  Woman's  tean! 

Their  loveliflet  native  earth 
Enshrines  the  &\\«tk  brave ; 
In  the  deer  land  that  gave  them  birth 
Thoy  find  their  tranquil  grave. 

-But  the  wild  wavee  shall  sweep 
Britannia's  foes  away. 
And  the  blue  monsters  of  die  deep 
Be  surfeited  with  prey^— 

No ! — they  have  scaped  the  vraves, 
'Scaped  the  sea-monsters*  maws ; 
They  come !  but  O,  shall  Gallic  SUvea 
Give  English  Freemen  laws  f 

By  AKred's  Spirit,  No! 
— Ring,  ring  the  loud  alarms ; 
Ye  drums  awake,  ye  clarions  blow 
Ye  lieralds,  shout  *^To  arms!** 


To  aim  oar  Hanaa  fly ; 
And,  leading  OB  Ihair  loMB, 
The  Britiah  Banner,  in  the  iky 
The  alar  of  conqoeat  diinea. 


The  lowering  batde  feimi 
Its  teniUeamy; 
llkm  *»y— kitiy  ckwda  hi 

That  thiuider  oo  their 


The  rushing  anaiea  Beat; 
And  while  they  poor  their  bwiaih. 
The  strong  earth  ahnddera  at  their  fta^ 
The  day  grows  dim  with  daaA. 


— GhoalB  of  the  mii^ 
l^oor  children's  hearta 
And  while  they  on  yenr 
Rekindle  all  your  fire. 


The  dead  to  lift  return ; 
Our  Fathen*  spirin  rise ; 
— My  brethren,  in  your 
They  qiarkle  in  your  eyes. 
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Now  lanch  upon  the  fta 
The  lightning  of  yonrraga; 
Strike,  strike  the  Msailmg  giaaii  lam. 
The  Titans  of  the  age. 


They  yields— 4hey  breaks— they 
The  victory  is  woo  i 
Pursue  I — they  fiuntn-they 
O  stay ! — the  work  is  done. 
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Spirit  of  Vengeance !  reat : 
Sweet  Mercy  cries,  ** Forbear!" 
She  clasps  the  vsnquish*d  to  her 
Thou  wUt  not  pierce  them  there  ! 

^-Thus  vanish  Britain's  foee 
From  her  consuming  eye ; 
But  rich  be  the  reward  of  thoae 
Who  conquer, — those  who  die. 

O'enihadowing  laurels  deck 

The  living  Hero's  Imows  ; 

But  lovelier  wreaths  entwine  his  neck. 

His  children  and  his  spouse. 

Exulting  o'er  his  lot, 

The  dangers  he  has  braved. 

He  clasps  the  dear  ones,  hails  the  oot» 

Which  his  own  valor  saved. 

Daughters  of  Albion,  weep : 

On  this  triumphant  plain 

Your  fathers,  husbands,  brethren  alecp 

For  you  and  freedom  slain. 

O  gently  cloee  the  eye 
That  loved  to  look  on  you ; 
O  seal  the  lip  whoee  eariicst  sigh. 
Whose  latest  breath  was  true : 

With  knots  of  sweetest  flowers 
Their  windrng.sheet  peri'ume ; 
And  wash  their  wounds  with  true4oTa 
And  dress  them  ibr  the  tomK 
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For  bMntifiil  in  death 
The  werrior*!  oorpee  mppeen, 
Embelm'd  by  fouDd  Afiectioa's  bfeeth. 
And  beihed  in  woman's  tean. 

^-Ghre  me  the  death  of  those 
Who  tar  their  ooantry  die ; 
And  O  be  mine  like  their  repose,  * 
When  cold  and  bw  they  lie ! 

Their  feveliest  mother  Earth 
Enshrines  the  fallen  brave ; 
In  her  sweet  Up  who  gave  them  birth 
llisy  find  their  tranquil  grave. 


THE  VIGIL  OF  ST.  MARK. 

Rrnnunifo  (torn  their  evening  walk. 

On  yonder  ancient  stile, 
In  sweet,  romantic,  tender  talk. 

Two  lovers  paused  awhile : 

Edmond,  the  monarch  of  the  dale, 

AU  conscious  of  his  powers ; 
Ella,  the  lily  of  the  vale. 

The  nee  of  Auburn's  bowers. 

In  airy  Love's  delightful  bands 

He  held  her  heart  in  vain ; 
The  Nymph  denied  her  willing  hands 

To  Hj^men's  awful  chain. 

*  Ah !  why."  Mid  he.  «*  our  bliss  delay  ff 
Ella,  why  so  cold  7 

who  but  love  from  day  to  day. 
From  day  to  day  grow  oldL 

*  The  bounding  arrow  cleaves  the  sky. 

Nor  leaves  a  trace  behind ; 
And  single  lives,  like  arrows  fly. 
^They  vanish  through  the  wind. 

*  In  Wedlock's  sweet  endearing  lot 

Let  us  improve  the  scene. 
That  some  may  be,  when  we  are  not. 
To  tell — that  we  have  been." 

*■  T  is  now."  replied  the  village  Belle, 
*■  Saint  Mark's  mysterious  eve ; 

And  all  that  old  traditions  tell 
I  tremblingly  believe : — 

*  How.  when  the  midnight  signal  loUs 

Along  the  church-yard  green, 
A  mournful  train  of  sentenced  souls 
In  winding-sheets  are  seen. 

*  The  f  hosta  nf  all  whom  Death  shall  doom 

Within  the  commit  year. 
In  pale  pn>o«!«Bion  walk  the  gloom. 
Amid  *he  silence  drear. 

*  If  Edmund,  bold  in  conscious  might. 

By  love  severely  tried. 
Can  brave  the  terrors  of  toHiight, 

£Ua  wUl  be  his  bride." 
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She  spaker— and,  like  the  mmbia  Ikwa, 
From  Edmund's  presence  fled  t 

He  sought,  across  the  rural  lawn. 
The  dwelling  of  the  dead ; 

That  silent,  solemn,  simple  spot. 
The  mouldering  realm  of  peaesb 

Where  human  passkms  are  forgot, 
Where  human  follies 


Th«  gliding  moon  through  heaven  sei 
Piusued  her  tranquil  way, 

And  shed  o'er  all  the  sleeping  sccna 
A  soft  nocturnal  day. 

With  swelling  heart  and  eager  feet 
Toung  Edmund  gain'd  the  dmreh, 

And  choae  his  solitary  seat 
Within  the  dreadful  porch. 


Thick,  threatening  donds  assemblad 
Their  dmgon  wings  dispiay'd ; 

Eclipsed  die  slow  retirmg  moon, 
Ajm!  quench'd  the  stars  in  shade 

Amid  the  deep  abyss  of  gloom 

No  my  of  beauty  smiled. 
Save,  glisiening  o'er  some  haunted  loiBbb 

The  glow*wonn's  lustre  wild. 

The  village  watch-dogs  bay'd  around. 
The  long  grass  whistled  drear. 

The  steeple  trembled  to  the  ground, 
Ev'n  Edmund  quaked  with  fear. 

ATI  on  a  sudden  died  the  blast. 

Dumb  horror  chill'd  the  air. 
While  Nature  seem'd  to  pause  aghast. 

In  uttermost  despair. 

— ^Twelve  times  the  nudnight  herald  loUd. 

As  oft  did  Edmund  start ; 
For  every  stroke  fell  dead  and  cold 

Upon  his  fiunting  heart 

Then  glaring  through  the  ghastly  gloom. 

Along  the  church-yard  green. 
The  destined  victims  of  the  tomb 

In  wiixiing-sheels  were  seen. 

In  that  strange  moment  Eldmimd  stood. 

Sick  with  severe  surprise ; 
While  creeping  horror  drank  his  blood 

And  fix'd  his  flinty  eyes. 

He  saw  the  secrets  of  the  grave ; 

He  saw  the  face  of  Death  ; 
No  pitying  power  appear'd  to  save> 

He  gasp'd  away  his  breath. 

Tet  still  the  scene  his  soul  beguiled 

And  every  spectre  cast 
A  look,  unutterably  wild. 

On  Edmund  as  they  pass'd. 


All  on  the  ground  entranced  he  la) 
At  length  the  vision  broke : 

— When,  lo ! — a  kiss,  as  cold  as  cb> 
The  slumbering  youth  awike. 
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Tint  nonwiit  dumigfa  a  rifted  doiid 

Th«  darting  moon  diiplay'd, 
Rubed  in  a  melancfaoly  ihroiid, 

Tha  image  of  a  maid. 

Her  dinky  veil  adde  aha  threw* 

And  abowM  a  &oe  moit  iktr; 
««— My  Love!  my  £Ua!"  Edmund  ilaw» 

And  eleip'd  the  yielding  air. 

•Ha!  whoartthoaf  Hbdieek  grew  pale i 

A  arell-known  voioe  replied, 
«  Ella,  the  lily  of  the  vab; 

£Ua.-4hy  defined  bride." 

To  win  hii  neck,  her  airy  anna 

The  pallid  phantom  ipread ; 
ReooiUng  from  her  blaiied  chamM^ 

The  affrighted  lorer  fled. 


To  dran  the  viiioouy 
Hie  speed  ouletript  the  wind; 

Bat«— though  nnienn  to  move^    the  ihada 
Wat  evermora  behind. 

80  Death's  unerring  arrows  ^ide^ 

Tet  seem  suspended  still ; 
Nor  pause,  nor  shrink,  nor  turn  midB, 

But  smite,  subdue,  and  kilL 

(fti  many  a  mountain,  noor,  and  vale^ 

On  that  tremendous  night. 
The  ghost  of  Ella,  wild  and  pale^ 

Purwed  her  knrer's  ffighk 

But  when  the  dawn  began  lo  gleam. 

Ere  yet  the  morning  shone. 
She  vanish'd  like  a  nightmare-dream. 

And  Edmund  stood  alone. 

Three  days,  bewildered  and  forlorn. 

He  sought  his  home  in  vain ; 
At  length  he  hail'd  the  hoary  thorn 

That  crown'd  his  native  plain. 


7  was  evening  ^— all  the  air  was  bahn. 
The  heavens  serenely  clear ; 

When  the  soO  music  of  a  psalm 
Came  pensive  o'er  his  ear. 

Then  sunk  his  heart ; — a  strange  surmiM 
Made  all  his  blood  run  cold : 

He  flewr-a  funeral  met  his  eyes : 
He  paused,— a  death-bell  toU'd. 

•Tlsshe!  't is  she ! "—He  burst  away; 

And  bending  o'er  the  spot 
Where  all  that  once  was  Ella  lay, 

He  all  beside  forgot 

A  maniac  now,  in  dumb  despair, 

With  love-bewildered  mien. 
He  wanders,  weeps,  and  watches  there, 

Among  the  hillocks  green. 

AihI  every  Eve  of  pale  St  Blark, 

\s  village  hinds  relate, 
He  walks  with  EUla  in  the  dark, 

Aad  leadi  the  rolls  of  Faia. 


HANNAH. 

At  find  sixteen  my  roving  heart 
Was  pierced  by  Love's  delightful  daiCi 
Keen  transport  ihrobb'd  thrw^ih  ereiy  wn, 
—4  never  folt  so  sweet  a' pain! 

Where  clhrling  woods  embowei^d  tha  l^adab 
I  met  the  dear  romantic  maid : 
I  stole  her  hand^ — it  shrunk,^ — bat  no; 
I  would  not  let  my  captive  go. 

Widi  all  the  fervency  of  youth. 
While  passion  told  the  tale  of  truth, 
I  mark'd  my  Hannah's  dovimcast  eye^ 
T  was  kind,  but  beautifully  shy. 

Not  widi  a  wanner,  purer  rsy. 
The  Sim,  enamour'd.  wooes  jroung  Maf 
Nor  May,  with  softer  maiden  grseob 
Turns  fitmi  the  Sun  her  Uushing  fiMa 

But  swifter  than  the  (righted  dove. 
Fled  the  gay  morning  of  my  love ; 
Ah !  that  so  bright  a  mom,  so  sooiv 
Should  vanish  in  so  dark  a  nooo. 

The  angel  of  AfiUctioo  roee. 
And  in  his  grasp  a  thousand  woes; 
He  pour'd  his  vial  on  my  head. 
And  all  die  heaven  of  raptore  fled. 


Tet,  in  the  glory  of  my  pride, 
I  stood^ — and  all  his  wrath  defied ; 
I  stood,^ — though  whiil winds  shook  my 
And  lighuiings  cleft  my  soul  in  twain. 


I  shunn'd  my  nymph ;— and  knew  not  why 
I  durst  not  meet  her  gentle  eye ; 
I  shunn'd  her — for  I  could  not  bear 
To  marry  her  to  my  despair. 

Tet  sick  at  heart  with  hope  delay'd. 
Oft  the  dear  image  of  that  maid 
Glanced,  like  the  rainbow,  o'er  my  mind 
And  promised  happiness  behind. 


The  storm  blew  o*er,  and  in  my 
The  halcyon  Peace  rebuilt  her  nest : 
The  storm  blew  o'er,  and  clear  and  mild 
The  sea  of  Youth  and  Pleasure  smiled. 

'T  was  on  the  merry  mom  of  May, 
To  Hannah's  cot  I  took  my  way : 
My  eager  hopes  were  on  the  wing, 
like  swallon^-s  sporung  in  the  Spnng. 

Then  as  I  climb'd  the  mountains  o'er, 
I  lived  my  wooing  days  once  more ; 
And  fancy  sketched  my  marrifd  lot 
My  wife,  my  children,  and  my  cot 

I  saw  the  village  steeple  rise, — 
My  soul  sprang,  sparkling,  in  my  eyes ; 
The  niml  bells  rang  sweet  and  clear,'— 
My  fond  heart  listen*d  in  mine  ear. 
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I  tmA*4  dw  hamlet.*— «11  wit  giy; 
I  hff  m  niftic  holiday. 
I  met  a  wedding,— eiepp'd  ande ; 
It  paai'd— my  Hannah  waa  the  oride. 

TTteie  ia  a  grief  that  cannot  feel ; 
It  learei  a  wound  thai  will  not  heal ; 
—My  heart  grew  oold« — it  felt  not  theat 
When  ahall  it  cease  to  feel  again! 


A  FIELD  FLOWER. 

%ifb»imgoMinftdllJoomtOnChrutma$I)ay,l&Q3. 

Thxbk  it  a  flower,  a  little  flower. 
With  ailver  crett  and  golden  eye, 
That  welcomes  every  changing  hoar. 
And  weathen  every  tky. 

The  prouder  beauties  of  the  field 
In  gay  but  quick  succession  shine. 
Race  after  race  their  honors  yield. 
They  flourish  and  decline. 

Bat  this  small  flower,  to  Nature  dear, 
While  moons  and  stars  their  oouises  ran. 
Wreathes  the  whole  circle  of  the  year, 
of  the  sun. 


It  smiles  upon  the  lap  of  May, 
To  sultry  August  spreads  its  charms. 
Lights  pale  October  on  his  way, 
And  twines  December's  arms. 

The  purple  heath  and  golden  bnxnn, 
On  moory  mountains  catch  the  gale, 
O'er  lawns  the  lily  sheds  perfume, 
The  yiolet  in  the  vale. 

But  this  bold  floweret  climbs  the  hill. 
Hides  in  the  ferest,  haunts  the  glen. 
Plays  on  the  margin  of  the  rill. 
Peeps  round  the  fox's  den. 

Within  the  garden's  cultured  round 
It  sharss  the  sweet  carnation's  bed ; 
And  blooms  on  consecrated  ground 
In  honor  of  the  dead. 

The  lambkin  crops  its  crimson  gem. 
The  wild-bee  murmurs  on  its  breast. 
The  blue-fly  bends  its  pensile  stem, 
light  o'er  the  sky-lark's  nest 

Tis  Flora's  page; — in  every  place. 
In  every  seoson  fresh  and  fair. 
It  opens  with  perennial  grace. 
And  blossoms  everywhere. 

C3li  waste  and  woodland,  rock  and  plain. 
Its  humble  budti  unhetxied  rise ; 
The  Rose  has  but  n  sumir.cr  reign, 
The  Daisy  never  dies. 


THE  SNOW-DROP. 

Wuma,  retire. 

Thy  reign  is  past ; 

Hoary  Sire, 

Yield  the  sceptre  of  thy  sway, 

Soond  thy  trumpet  in  ilie  blast. 

And  call  thy  storms  away. 

Winter,  retire ; 

Wherefore  do  thy  wheels  delay  ff 

Mount  the  chariot  of  thine  ire, 

And  quit  the  realms  of  day ; 

On  thy  state 

Whirlwinds  wait; 

And  blood-shot  meteors  lend  thee  Ii|^t 

Hence  to  dreary  arctic  regionB 

Summm  thy  terriflclegions ; 

Hence  to  caves  of  northern  night 

Speed  thy  flight. 


From  halcyon 

And  porer  skies, 

O  southern  breexe! 

Awake,  arise : 

Breath  of  heaven,  benignly  blow. 

Melt  the  snow ; 

Breath  of  heaven,  unchain  the  floods, 

Warm  the  woods, 

And  make  the  mountains  flow. 

Auspicious  to  the  Muse*s  prayer. 

The  freshening  gale 

F.mhalms  the  vale. 

And  breathes  enchantment  through  the  iir 

On  its  wing 

Floats  the  Spring, 

With  glowing  eye,  and  golden  hair : 

Dark  before  her  angel-form 

She  drives  the  Demon  of  the  stonn. 

Like  Gladness  chasing  Care. 


Winter's  gloomy  night  withdrawn, 
Lo !  the  young  romantic  Hours 
Search  the  hill,  the  dale,  the  lawn. 
To  behold  the  Snow-drop  white 
Start  to  light. 

And  shine  in  Flora's  desert  bowers ; 
Beneath  the  vernal  dawn. 
The  Morning  Star  of  Flowers. 

O  welcome  to  our  isle. 
Thou  Messenger  of  Peace ! 
At  whose  bewitching  smile 
The  embattled  tempests  cease : 
Emblem  of  Innocence  and  Truth, 
First-born  of  Nature's  womb. 
When  strong  in  renovated  youth. 
She  buists  from  Winter's  tomb ; 
Thy  parent's  eye  hath  shod 
A  precious  dew-drop  on  thine  head. 
Frail  as  a  mother's  tear 
Upon  her  in&nt's  fiice. 
When  ardent  hope  to  tender  fear. 
And  anxious  love,  gives  place. 
But.  lo!  the  dew-drop  flits  away. 
The  sun  salutes  thee  with  a  ray 
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Wtrm  M  «  mothei^i  Ida 
Upon  her  in&nt'i  cheek. 
When  the  heart  boundi  with  hUm, 
And  joj  that  cannot  speak. 

When  I  meet  thee  by  the  way, 

Like  a  pretty  sportiye  child. 

On  the  winter-waited  wikl. 

With  thy  darling  breeze  at  play» 

Opening  lo  the  radiant  aky 

All  the  tweetnen  of  thine  eye ; 

—Or  bright  with  lun-beama,  freth  with  diowen, 

O  thou  Fairy-Queen  of  flowera ! 

Watch  thee  o'er  the  plain  advance 

At  <he  head  of  Flora'i  dance ; 

Simple  SnowKlropk  then  in  thee 

All  thy  tiater-train  I  aee : 

£very  brilliant  bud  that  blowi. 

From  the  blue-bell  to  the  roee : 

All  the  beautiee  that  appear 

Oo  the  boeom  of  the  Year, 

All  that  wreathe  the  locbi  of  Spring, 

Summer*!  ardent  breath  perfume. 

Or  on  the  lap  of  Autumn  bloom, 

— All  to  thee  their  tribute  bring. 

Exhale  their  inceme  at  thy  ihrine. 

—Their  hues,  their  odori,  all  are  thine. 

For  while  thy  humble  form  I  view, 

The  Muse't  keen  prophetic  eight 

Bringt  fair  Futurity  to  light. 

And  Fancy's  magic  makes  the  vision  true. 

—There  is  a  Winter  in  my  soul, 

Tne  wmler  of  despair ; 

O  when  shall  Spring  its  rage  ocmtrol  T 

When  shall  the  Snow-drop  blossom  there? 

Cold  gleams  of  comfort  sometimes  dart 

A  dawn  of  glory  on  my  heart. 

But  quickly  pass  away : 

Thus  Nori hem-lights  the  gloom  adorn, 

And  give  the  promise  of  a  mom 

That  never  turns  to  day ! 


-But,  hark !  melhinks  I  hear 


A  small  still  whisper  in  mine  ear ; 

**  Rash  youth,  repent : 

Afflictions,  from  above. 

Are  angels  sent 

On  embassies  of  love. 

A  fiery  legion  at  thy  birth 

Of  chastening  woes  were  given. 

To  pluck  the  flowers  of  hope  from  earth. 

And  plant  them  high 

O'er  yonder  sky, 

Transform  a  to  stars, — and  fix*d  in  heaven." 


THE  OCEAN. 
Wrttten  at  Scarhorougk,  tn  the  Summer  of  1805. 

All  liail  to  the  ruins.*  the  rocks  and  the  shores ! 

Thou  wide-rolling  Ocean,  all  hail ! 

Now  brilliant  with  simbeams,  and  dimpled  with  oars, 

Now  dark  with  the  fresh-blowing  gale, 

While  sod  o'er  thy  bosom  the  cloud -shadows  sail, 

1  8eatbofouch  Csstls. 


And  the  silv«r>wing*d  sea-fbwl  oo  high* 
Like  meteors  bespangle  the  aky. 
Or  dive  in  the  gulf^  or  triumphantly  ride, 
like  foam  on  the  suigei^  the  swana  of  th* 


From  the  tumult  and  smoke  of  the  city  set  Am, 

With  eager  and  awfiil  delight. 

From  the  crest  of  the  mountain  I  gaae  npoo  die* 

I  gaxe,— and  am  changed  at  the  sight ; 

For  mine  ejre  is  illumined,  my  Genius  takea  ifight» 

My  soul,  like  the  sun,  with  a  glance 

Embraces  the  boundless  expanse. 

And  moves  on  thy  waters,  wherever  they  roll. 

From  the  day-darting  aooe  to  the  night«hadow'd  pol# 

My  spirit  descends  where  the  day-spriiig  is  bom. 

Where  the  billows  are  rubies  ou  fire. 

And  the  breexes  that  rock  the  light  ciadle  of  amu 

Are  sweet  as  the  Phoenix's  pyre : 

O  regions  of  beauty,  of  love,  and  desire ! 

O  gardens  of  Eden .'  in  vain 

Placed  far  on  the  fathomless  main. 

Where  Nature  with  Innocence  dwelt  in  her  youth. 

When  pure  was  her  hear^  and  unbroken  her  tiuth 

But  now  the  fiiir  rivers  of  Paradise  wind 
Through  countries  and  kingdoms  o'erthrown; 
Where  the  giant  of  tyranny  cnwhes  mankind. 
Where  he  reigns, — and  will  soon  reign  alone ; 
For  wide  and  more  wide,  o'er  the  sunbeaming  Moe 
He  stretches  his  hundred-fold  arms. 
Despoiling,  destroying  its  charms ; 
Beneath  his  broad  footstep  the  Granges  is  dry. 
And  the  mountains  recoil  from  the  flash  of  bis  eye. 

Thus  the  pestilent  Upas,  the  Derocvi  of  trees. 

Its  boughs  o'er  the  wilderness  spreodj. 

And  with  li\id  cuntagion  {»lluting  the  breeae. 

Its  mildewing  influence  sheds ; 

The  birds  on  (he  wing,  and  the  flowers  in  their  beds 

Are  slain  by  its  venomous  breath. 

That  darkens  the  noonday  with  death. 

And  pale  ghosts  of  travellers  wander  around. 

While  their  mouldering  skeletons  whiten  the  ground 

Ah  !  why  hath  Jehovah,  in  forming  the  world. 

With  the  waters  divided  the  land. 

His  ramparts  of  rocks  roimd  the  continent  huri'd. 

And  cradled  the  Deep  in  his  hand, 

If  man  may  transgress  his  eternal  command. 

And  leap  o'er  tho  bounds  of  his  birth. 

To  ravage  the  uttermost  earth. 

And  violate  nations  and  realms  that  should  be 

Distinct  as  the  billou-s,  yet  one  as  the  sea  ? 

There  are,  gloomy  Ocean,  a  brotherless  clan. 

Who  traverse  thy  banishing  waves. 

The  poor  disinherited  outcasts  of  man. 

Whom  Avarice  coins  into  slaves. 

From  the  homes  of  their  kindred,  their  fbre&thrrs 

graves. 
Jjove,  friendship,  and  conjugal  bliss. 
They  are  dragg'd  on  the  honry  aliyss : 
The  shark  hears  their  shrieks,  and  ascenamg  to-day 
Demands  of  the  spoiler  his  jhare  of  the  prry. 
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Then  )of  to  (be  tempest  that  whelme  them  beDeeth, 

And  makee  their  dettniction  ite  epoit ; 

Bat  woe  to  the  winds  that  propitiDysly  braathe^ 

And  waft  them  in  safety  to  port. 

Where  the  vultures  and  vampires  of  Mammon  resort; 

Where  Europe  exultingly  drains 

The  liie*hlood  from  Africa's  veins ; 

Where  man  rules  o'er  man  with  a  mercfless  rod. 

And  spurns  at  his  footstool  the  image  of  God. 

The  hour  is  approaching. — a  terrible  hoar! 
And  Vengeance  is  bending  her  bow ; 
Already  the  clouds  of  the  hurricane  lower* 
And  the  rock-rending  whirlwinds  blow : 
Back  rolls  the  huge  Ocean,  Hell  opens  below  i 
The  floods  return  headlong, — they  sweep 
The  slaveKmltured  lands  to  the  deep, 
In  a  moment  entombed  in  the  horrible  void. 
By  their  Maker  Himself  in  his  anger  destroyU 

Shall  this  be  the  fiite  of  the  cane-planted  islei. 

More  k>vely  than  clouds  in  the  west. 

When  the  sun  o'er  the  ocean  descending  in  smOes, 

Snks  softly  and  sweetly  to  rest  7 

— No ! — Father  of  mercy !  befriend  the  opprest ; 

At  the  voice  of  thy  Gospel  of  peace 

May  the  sorrows  d*  Africa  cease ; 

And  slave  and  his  master  devoutly  unite 

To  walk  in  thy  freedom,  and  dwell  in  thy  light  !**> 

As  homeward  my  weary-wing'd  Fancy  eiteods 

Her  star-lighted  courM  through  the  skies, 

High  over  the  mighty  Atlantic  ascends. 

And  tome  upon  £urope  her  eyes : 

Ah,  me !  what  new  prospects,  new  horron  arise  ff 

•  see  the  war-tempested  flood 

AD  foaming,  and  panting  with  blood  ; 

The  panic-struck  O'ean  in  agony  roars. 

Rebounds  from  toe  battle,  and  flies  to  his  shores. 

For  Britannia  is  wielding  the  trident  t&day, 

Commroini;  her  foes  in  her  ire. 

And  huriinf?  hpr  thunder  with  absolute  sway 

Frf>m  her  \*-avc»-rulinfl;  choriots  of  fire : 

— Sbe  triumphs ; — the  wimls  and  the  waters  conspire. 

To  •prnid  her  invincible  name ; 

— ^The  universe  rings  with  her  fame ; 

— But  the  cries  of  the  fatherlem  mix  with  her  praise. 

And  the  tears  of  the  widow  are  shed  on  her  bays. 

O  Britain !  dear  Britain !  the  land  of  my  birth ; 

O  f vie.  nvHit  enchantingly  fair ! 

ThiMi  Peari  of  the  Oceon !  ih<m  Gem  of  the  E^arth ! 

O  my  Mother !  my  Mother !  beware ; 

For  wealth  is  a  ptiantom,  ant!  empire  a  snare : 

0  let  not  thy  birth-right  be  sold 
For  reprrthate  glory  and  gold  : 

Thy  distant  dominions  like  w\\i\  graftings  shoot. 
They  weijih  down  thy  trunk, — they  will  tear  up  thy 
root : — 

The  mni  of  thine  Oak,  O  my  country!  that  stands 
Riirkitlanted,  and  flouriKhing  free ; 

1  til  hrnmhes  are  itretrh'd  o'er  the  uttermost  lands, 
An«l  its  nhndow  eclipses  the  sea  : 

The  blood  of  our  ancestors  nourish'd  the  tree ; 


1  Alh«iinr  to  tTw>  frWiooi  mrrMtof  ths  Mocarisn  Miwina 
aiDonff  tha  Nscrow  lo  lbs  Wert  IoiIms 
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From  their  lonha,  from  dieir  ashes  it  spmng ; 
Its  boughs  with  their  trophies  are  hnngt 
Their  spirit  dwells  in  it.*-— and,  hark!  for  it 
The  voice  of  our  frthers  ascends  from  their  Oak. 

**  Te  Britons,  who  dwell  where  we  conquered  of  old» 

Who  inherit  our  battlo-fleld  graves ; 

Though  poor  were  your  fotheii, — gigantic  and  boU^ 

We  were  not,  we  could  not  be,  slaves ; 

But  firm  as  our  rocks,,  and  aa  free  aa  oar  wavei, 

Tlie  spears  of  the  Romans  we  broke. 

We  never  stoop*d  under  their  yoke : 

In  the  shipwreck  of  nations  we  stood  up  alonar^ 

Tlie  world  was  great  Cssar^s— but  Britain  oarowik 

**  For  ages  and  agea,  with  barbarous  foes. 

The  Saxon,  Norwegian,  and  Gaol, 

We  wrestled,  were  foird,  were  cast  down,  bat  wa  roM 

With  new  vigor,  new  lifo,  from  each  All  t 

By  all  we  wen  cimquer*d — Wi  C0NqtJZK*D  TBIH  ALI* 

— ^The  cruel,  the  cannibal  mind. 

We  soften'd,  subdued,  and  refined ; 

Bears,  wolvea,  and  sea-monsters,  they  foah'd  floBi 

their  den ; 
We  tanght  them,  we  tamed  them,  we  tomad  theiB 

to  men. 

**  Love  led  the  wild  hoidea  in  his  flower-woven  htadi^ 

The  tenderest,  strongest  of  chaina : 

Love  married  our  hearts,  he  united  our  haiid% 

And  mingled  the  blood  in  onr  veuis ; 

One  race  we  became:— on  the  mountains  and  plafai^ 

Where  the  wounds  of  our  country  were  dosed. 

The  Ark  of  Religion  reposed, 

The  unquenchable  Altar  of  Liberty  blaied. 

And  the  Temple  of  Justice  m  Mercy 


"  Ark,  Altar,  and  Temple,  we  left  with  oar  braath 

To  our  children,  a  sacred  bequest ; 

O  giuird  them.  O  keep  them,  in  life  and  in  death ! 

So  the  shades  of  )'our  &thers  shall  rest. 

And  your  spirits  with  ours  be  in  Paradise  blest  i 

— Let  Ambition,  the  sin  of  the  brave. 

And  Avarice,  the  soul  of  a  slave. 

No  longer  seduce  your  afl^tions  to  roam 

From  Liberty,  Justice.  Religion,  at  homx." 


THE  COMMON  LOT. 

Onck  in  the  flight  of  ages  past. 
There  lived  a  Man : — and  who  wai 
— Mortal !  howe'er  thy  lot  he 
That  Man  resembled  Uiee 


Mf 


Unknown  the  region  of  his  biith. 
The  land  in  which  he  died  nnknown . 
His  name  has  perish*d  from  the  earth 
This  truth  survives  alone : — 

That  joy  and  grief,  and  hope  and  fear 
Alternate  triumph'd  in  his  breast* 
His  bliss  and  woe« — a  smile,  a  tear 
— Oblivkm  hides  the  rest. 


The  boundinf  pulse,  the  langnid  lunh 
The  changing  spirits*  rise  and  foil ; 
We  know  that  these  were  felt  by  hna 
For  these  are  felt  by  all 
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He  ■ufler'd^ — ^bat  hit  puigi  are  o*er; 
Ef^joy'd^ — but  hit  delighti  are  fled ; 
Had  firieDds/— hit  firiendt  are  now  no 
And  fiiet^ — hit  luet  are  dead. 


He  knred^ — hat  whom  he  hnred,  the  grave 
Hath  lott  in  itt  anoontcioat  womb: 
O  the  wat  &ir— bat  nought  ooold  tave 
Her  beauty  fiom  the  tombw 

He  taw  whatever  thoa  haat  teen ; 
Enooanter'd  all  that  troublet  thee ; 
He  wat— whatever  thou  hatt  been ; 
He  it — ^what  thoa  thalt  be. 


The  rolling  teatont,  day  and  night. 
Sun,  moon,  and  ttan,  the  earth  and  main, 
Erewhile  hit  portion,  life  and  light. 
To  him  ezitt  in  vain. 

The  cloudt  and  tonbeamt,  o'er  hit  eye 
That  once  their  thadet  and  glory  threw, 
Have  left  in  yonder  tilent  tlqr 
No  vettige  where  they  flew. 

The  annalt  of  the  human  race, 
Their  mint,  tince  the  world  began 
Of  HIM  aflbrd  no  other  trace 
Than  thit« — Thuk  uveo  a  Mam! 


THE  HARP  OF  SORROW. 

I  OAVK  my  Harp  to  Sorrow*i  hand, 
And  the  hat  ruled  the  chords  to  long, 

They  will  not  speak  at  my  command  i^- 
They  warble  only  to  her  song. 

Of  dear,  departed  hours, 

Too  fondly  loved  to  last, 
The  dew,  the  breath,  the  bloom  of  flowert, 

Snapt  in  their  freshness  by  the  blast : 

Of  long,  long  years  of  future  care. 
Till  lingering  Nature  yields  her  breath. 

And  endlett  ages  of  despair, 
Beyond  the  judgmentrday  of  death . — 

The  weeping  Minstrel  tings. 

And,  while  her  numbers  How, 
My  spirit  trembles  with  the  strings. 

Responsive  to  the  notes  of  woe. 

Would  gladness  move  a  sprighllier  strain. 
And  wake  this  wild  Harp's  clearest  tones. 

The  chords,  impatient  to  complain. 
Are  dumb  or  only  utter  meant. 

And  yet,  to  toothc  the  mind 

Wilft  .usury  of  grief. 
The  tool  to  luflering  nil  resifirrrd 

In  wrrow't  music  feelt  relieC 

Thut  o'er  the  light  if!oIian  lyre 
The  winds  of  dark  Novemhpr  stray, 

Tcmch  the  quick  nerve  of  every  wire. 
And  on  its  ma^Ic  pulses  play; 


Till  all  the  air  around 

Mytteriout  murmon  fill, 
A  ttrange  bewildering  dream  of  aoond. 

Moat  heavenly  tweetr— yet  manmrnl  Mill 

O!  match  the  Harp  finm  Sorrow't  hand* 
Hope !  who  hatt  been  a  ttranger  hxif : 

O!  ttrike  it  with  toblime  oommand 
And  be  the  Pbet't  lifo  thy  tong. 

Of  vanith*d  lioublet  ting, 

Of  feart  for  ever  fled. 
Of  flowera  that  hear  the  voice  of  Sprnig. 

And  bunt  and  blottom  from  the  dead :  « 

Of  home,  contentment,  health,  repote. 
Serene  delighti,  while  yean  increaaa , 

And  weary  life't  triiunphiint  dote 
In  tome  calm  tun-tet  hour  of  peace  ^ 

Of  Mist  that  reignt  above. 

Celestial  May  of  Youth, 
Unchanging  at  Jehovah's  love. 

And  everlasting  at  hit  truth : 

Sing,  heavenly  Hope ! — and  dart  thine  hand 
O'er  my  frail  Harp,  untimcd  to  long ; 

That  Harp  thall  breathe,  at  thy  oomniuid» 
Immortal  tweetnett  through  thjr  aong. 

Ah  !  then,  this  gloom  control. 

And  at  thy  voice  shall  start 
A  new  creation  in  my  soul, 

A  native  Exlen  in  my  heart 


POPES  WILLOW. 


VerMH  written  Tor  an  Urn.  made  out  of  the  trunk  of  the  Wtt^ 
inc  Willow,  imported  from  the  East,  and  planted  bf  Pups 
in  his  rrounda  at  Twickenham,  where  it  flourished 
jreara ;  but,  fallinc  into  decajr,  it  wa«  lately  cut  down. 


Erk  Pope  resign'd  his  tuneful  breoth. 
And  made  the  turf  his  pillow, 

The  minstrel  hung  his  harp  in  death 
Upon  the  drooping  Willow; 

Thot  Willow  from  Euphrates'  strand. 

Had  sprung  beneath  bis  training  liond. 

Long  as  revolving  seasons  flew. 
From  youth  to  ago  it  flourish 'd ; 

By  vernal  winds  and  storlight  dew. 
By  showen  and  stmbeams  nouriah*d ; 

And  while  in  dust  the  Poet  slept. 

The  Willow  o'er  his  ashes  wepL 

Old  Time  beheld  his  silvery  h<»d 
With  praceful  grandeur  towering. 

Its  pensile  lx>ughs  profuKely  spread. 
The  breezy  lawn  embowering. 

Till  arch'd  around,  there  seeni'd  to  shoot 

A  grove  of  scions  from  one  root 

Tliither,  at  summer  noon,  he  view'd 

The  lovely  Nine  retreating. 
Beneath  its  twilight  solitude 

With  sGiigs  their  Poet  greeting, 
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fpMt  in  dw  Wnkm  ipok*, 
Uk»  Jofv'i  floni  dtfk  Dodom'i  otk. 


%  Iwf^Mt  moonliglit  dMie  h*  qiied 
TIm  ftirf  bmb  adTandng; 

Bright  Ariel's  troops  on  Thamat'i  rid<b 
Aimmd  the  WiUow  dandng ; 

Oqr  irlpb*  UBong  the  foluge  play'd. 

And  ffiawhwionM  glittered  in  the  ihadei 


Qm  bqri.  wlkile  Tliiie  thm  iiiui[*d  die 
la  lieeiitjr  green  end  glorioui, 

•  Hie  httid,'*  he  eried.  -thtt  plented  Uiee 
(for  mine  wit  oA  Tictorions ; 

Be  ▼engtenee  now  my  oelm  employr— 

Om  woiIl  of  Pon'i  I  loiS  destroy: 


t* 


Be  tpeke,  end  ttnidc  a  nlent  hlow 
With  thet  dreed  arm  whose  motkm 

Ijqrs  cedan,  tlmnei,  and  temples  low» 
And  wields  o'er  land  and  ocean 

The  mirsmitting  ax  of  doom. 

That  lelb  die  forest  of  die  tomh. 

Beep  to  die  Willow's  root  it  went. 

And  cleft  the  core  esunder, 
like  sadden  secret  lightning,  sent 
WithoQt  recording  thunder : 

diat  ead  moment,  slow  away 
die  Willow  to  decay. 


In  vain  did  Spring  thoee  bowers  restore. 
Where  loves  end  graces  revell'd, 

Antam's  wild  gales  the  branches  tore* 
The  thin  grey  leaves  dishevell'd. 

And  every  wasting  Winter  (bund 

The  Willow  nearer  to  the  ground. 

Boery,  and  weak,  and  bent  with  age. 
At  length  the  ai  aasaiVd  it: 

It  bow'd  before  the  woodman's  rage ; 
—TIm  swans  of  Thames  bewail'd  it 

With  softer  tones,  with  sweeter  broath» 

Than  ever  chann*d  the  ear  of  death. 

O  Pope!  hadst  thou,  whose  lyre  so  long 
The  wondering  world  enchanted, 

Amklst  thy  parediso  of  song 
This  Weeping  Willow  planted ; 

Among  thy  k>ftiest  laurels  seen. 

In  deathless  veise  for  ever  green-^ 


Thr  chosen  Tree  had  stood  sublime. 
The  stona  of  ai^es  braving, 

Triomphant  o*er  the  wrecks  of  Time 
its  verdant  bonner  wnvinfr. 

While  regal  pyramids  decay*d, 

And  empires  perish'd  in  its  shade. 


An  hombler  lot,  O  Tree !  was  thme, 
— Gone  down  in  all  thy  glory; 

llie  sweet,  the  mournful  task  be  mine. 
To  sing  thy  simple  story ; 

Thnagh  verM  like  mine  in  vain  woold 

The  fone  of  thy  departed  days. 


TetpftDenHl^now!  if  toaa 
Bndi  power  of  song  were  givent 

My  lips  should  breathe  a  soul  dumi^  thee 
And  can  down  fire  fiom  heaven. 

To  kindle  hi  ddi  haUow'd  Urn 

A  flame  that  woqU  for  ever  bom. 


A  WALK  IN  SPRINa 

I  WAmna'o  in  a  lonely  glade. 
Where,  imaing  from  the  forest  shada 

A  little  moontun  stream 
Along  the  winding  valley  play'd. 

Beneath  the  morning  beam. 

Light  o'er  the  woods  of  dark  brown  oak 
The  west-wind  wreathed  die  hoverii^ 

From  cottage  roo&  conoeal'd, 
Below  a  rock  abrupdy  broke. 

In  rosy  light  reveai'd. 

Twas  in  the  infancy  of  Mayr— 
The  uphmds  glow'd  in  green  array. 

While  fiom  the  ranging  eye. 
The  leisening  landscape  strelch'd  awm/. 

To  meet  die  bending  sky. 

Tis  sweet  in  sdlitode  to  hear 
The  eariiest  munc  of  the  year, 

The  Blackbiid's  krad  wiM  nola. 
Or,  fiom  the  wintry  thicket  drear. 

The  Thmsh's  •'rTtmrring  throat 

In  rastic  solitude  't  is  sweet 

The  earliest  flowen  of  Spring  to  greeV  • 

The  violet  fiom  its  tomb, 
The  strawberry,  creeping  at  our  foot 

The  sorrel's  simple  bloom. 

Wbereibre  I  love  the  walks  of  Springs— 
While  still  I  hear  new  warblen  sing. 

Fresh-opening  bells  I  see ; 
Joy  fliti  on  evtiry  roving  wing, 

Hope  buds  on  every  tree. 

That  mom  I  look'd  and  listen'd  long. 
Some  cheering  sight,  some  woodland  soi^f. 

As  yet  unheard,  unseen, 
To  welcome,  with  remembrance  stiong 

Of  days  that  once  had  been  ^— 

When  gathering  flowers,  an  eager  child, 
I  ran  abrood  with  rapture  wild ; 

Or,  on  more  curious  quest, 
Peep*d  breathless  through  the  copse,  and  sinile^l 

To  see  the  linnet's 


Already  had  I  watch'd  the  flight 

Of  swallows  darting  through  the  light. 

And  mock'd  the  cuckoo's  call ; 
Already  view'd,  o'er  meadows  bright 

The  evening  rainbow  fidL 

Now  in  my  walk,  vrith  sweet  surprise 
I  law  the  flnt  Spring  cowslip  rise, 

The  plant  whoee  pensile  Aoweiv 
Bend  to  the  earth  their  beauteous  ejres 

In  sunshine  ss  in  showen, 
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Lone  on  «  inowy  buik  it  grew. 
Where  licheoe,  purple,  white,  and  blue^ 

Among  the  Terdure  crept ; 
Ifii  yellow  ringlets,  dropping  dew, 

The  breesee  lightly  swept. 

A  bee  had  nestled  on  its  blooms, 
He  shook  abroad  their  rich  perfumes, 

Then  fled  in  aiiy  rings ; 
His  place  a  butterfly  assumes. 

Glancing  his  glorious  wings. 

O,  welcome,  as  a  fri«od !  I  cried, 

A  friend  through  many  a  season  tiiedt 

Nor  over  sought  in  vain. 
When  May.  with  Flora  at  her  side. 

Is  dancing  <mi  the  plaia 

Sure  aa  the  Pleiades  adorn 
The  glittering  coronet  of  mom, 

In  calm  delicious  hours. 
Beneath  their  beams  thy  buds  are  bonv 

'Midst  love-awakening  showers. 

Scatter'd  by  Nature's  graceful  hand. 
In  briery  glens,  o'er  pasture-land. 

Thy  fairy  tribes  we  meet ; 
Gay  in  the  milk-maid's  path  they  stand, 

Hiey  kiss  her  tripping  feet 

From  vrintor's  &rm-yard  bondage  freed, 
Hie  cattle  bounding  o'er  the  mead. 

Where  green  tiie  herbage  grows. 
Among  thy  fragrant  Uoasoms  feed. 

Upon  thy  tuils  repose. 

Tossing  his  forelock  o'er  his  mane. 
The  foal,  at  rest  upon  the  plain. 

Sports  with  thy  flexile  stalk, 
But  stoops  his  little  neck  in  vain. 

To  crop  it  in  his  walk. 

Where  thick  thy  primrose  blossoms  play. 
Lovely  and  innocent  as  they. 

O'er  coppice  lawns  and  dells. 
In  bands  the  rural  children  stray. 

To  pluck  thy  nectar'd  bells ; 

Whose  simple  sweets,  \iith  curious  skill. 
The  frugal  cottage-dames  distil, 

Nor  envy  France  the  vine, 
While  many  a  festal  cup  they  fill 

With  Britain's  homely  wine. 

Unchanging  still  from  year  to  year. 
Like  stars  returning  in  their  sphere. 

With  undiminish'd  rays, 
fhy  vernal  constellations  cheer 

'The  dawn  of  lengthening  days. 

Perhaps  from  Nature's  earliest  May, 
Imperishable  'midst  decay, 

"rh}  aelf-reneuing  race 
Have  breathed  their  balmy  lives  away 

In  this  neglected  place. 

\nd  O,  till  Nature's  final  doom, 
Here  unmolested  may  they  bloom. 

From  scythe  and  plow  8<*cure, 
This  bank  their  cradle  and  their  tomb, 

While  earth  and  skies  endure ! 


Tet,  lowly  Cowslip,  while  in  thaa 
An  old  unalter'd  friend  I  see. 

Fresh  in  perennial  prime. 
From  Spring  to  Spring  behold  in 

The  woes  and  waste  of  Time. 


This  fading  eye  and  withering  mien 
Tell  what  a  sufllerer  I  have  been. 

Since  more  and  more  estranged. 
From  hope  to  hope,  from  scene  to 

Through  Folly's  wilds  I  ranged. 

Then  fields  and  woods  I  proudly  sponi'dB 
From  Nature's  maiden  love  I  tum'd. 

And  woo'd  the  enchantress  Art ; 
Yet  while  for  her  my  fiuicy  bom'a. 

Cold  was  my  wretched  hearts- 
Till,  distanced  in  Amlntion's  race. 
Weary  of  Pleasure's  joyless  chase. 

My  peace  untimely  slain. 
Sick  of  the  world, — I  tum'd  my  &c« 

To  fields  and  woods  again. 

'Twas  Spring* — my  former  haunts  I  ftand 
My  favorite  flowers  adom*d  the  ground. 

My  darling  minstrels  play'd ; 
Hie  mountains  were  with  sun-aet  crown*<U 

The  valleys  dun  with  shade 

With  lom  delight  the  scene  I  view'd. 
Past  joys  and  sorrows  were  renew'd ; 

My  infant  hopes  and  fears 
Look'd  lovely,  through  the  aolitode 

Of  retrospective  years. 

And  still,  in  Memory's  li)i-ilight  bowen^ 
The  spirits  of  departed  hours, 

With  mellowing  tints,  portray 
The  blossoms  of  life's  vernal  flowers 

For  ever  fall'n  away. 

Till  youth's  delirious  dream  is  o'er. 
Sanguine  with  hope,  we  look  before. 

The  future  good  to  find  ; 
111  age,  v%  hen  error  charms  no  more. 

Fur  bliss  we  look  behind. 


A  DEED  OF  DARKNESS. 


The  hodjr  of  tho  M'lMinnary.  John  Smith,  (who  died  Fb^  » .ly 
0,  IMM.  in  prisoa.  under  Mntence  uf  death  by  a  eo«rt-«ii  iSk 
in  Domerara),  was  ordered  to  be  buried  aecretlf  at  nif  k*  aai 
no  pervon,  not  i^vcn  lii»  widow,  was  allowed  tu  follow  Hw 
cnrpee.  Mm.  Smith,  however,  and  her  friend  Mrt. 
companied  hy  a  free  Nesro,  carryinc  a  lantern, 
forehand  to  tho  upol  where  a  f  rave  had  tieen  daf, 
they  awaited  the  interment,  whirh  look  place 
Hia  Majenty'ii  pardon,  annulling  the  rondemnarioo,  ■ 
have  arrived  on  tho  day  of  the  unfortunate  Mil 
death,  from  the  risoni  of  confinemi^iC,  in  a  tmpical 
and  under  the  alow  puiM  uf  an  inveterate  malady, ; 
stHicting  him. 

CoMF.  down  in  thy  profoundcst  gloom. 
Without  one  vngmnt  firo-fly's  light, 

Benra'.h  thine  ebon  orrh  enti»rob 

FAT\h,  from  the  gnze  of  Heaven,  O  Night* 

A  deed  of  darkiiem  must  be  done. 

Put  out  the  moon,  hold  back  the  sun. 
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Ait  teM  te  oriainsli.  dNt  ia* 
lik*  d0«per  dMdowi  through  the 

A  itciMimg  huB|N  from  tiM  10  trsflb 
HeCimyi  their  path  eloiif  dM  gfaKieb 

Led  by  e  Negro; — now  ^ey  itiiiid, 

TwD  troiohKug  wonen*  hend  in  hend* 


A  gmve,  en  opoi  giere,  eppcen; 

O'er  thk  in  egoojr  they  bend. 
Wee  the  frnh  turf  with  bitter  teart; 

Sigfae  Mlowing  dgfae  their  boeomi  rend  t 
TbeM  are  not  muideren !    theie  have  known 
beraaving  than  their  own. 


Oft  dumigfa  the  gloom  their  itraining  ejree 
Look  iwth,  ftr  what  dMy  fearlo  meet  I 

It  eofaee ;  they  catch  a  glirapw ;  it  flies : 
Qnick-glancing  lighn,  dow-trampling  feet, 

Aaidtt  the  canecropa^    eeen,  heard,  goner— 

BeCunv— «nd  in  dead-march  move  on. 

A  Mem  preeeMka!— gleammg  anm^ 

And  spectral  oountenancee,  dait, 
%  the  led  lorch4lame,  wild  alaimt. 

And  withering  pangi  through  either  heart; 
A  corpee  amidst  the  group  is  borne, 
A  pfiaoner's  oorpae,  who  died  last  mom. 

Not  by  Iha  ilaTe-loid's  justice  slain. 
Who  doom'd  him  to  a  traitor's  death ; 

While  royal  merey  sped  in  vain 
(Xer  land  and  sea  to  save  his  breath : 

No;  the  fiail  Ule  that  warm'd  this  clay» 

Man  could  not  give  nor  take  away. 

His  vcngeanee  and  his  gnu;e,  alike. 

Wen  impotent  to  spare  or  kill ; 
-^He  may  not  liA  the  nwoid  to  strike. 

Nor  turn  its  edge  aside,  at  will : 
Here,  by  one  sovereign  act  and  deed, 
God  cancell'd  all  that  man  decreed. 

Ashes  to  sshes,  dust  to  dust. 

That  corpse  is  to  the  grave  consign*d ; 
The  scene  departs : — thb  buried  trust. 

The  Judge  of  quick  and  dead  shall  find. 
When  thing*  which  Time  and  Death  hate  seal'd 
Shall  be  in  flaming  fire  reveal'd. 

The  firs  shall  try  Thee,  then,  like  gold. 
Prisoner  of  hope ! — await  the  lest ; 

And  O.  when  truth  alone  is  told. 
Be  thy  dear  innocence  confess'd ! 

The  fire  shall  try  thy  foes ; — may  they 

Find  Bsercy  in  that  dreadful  day. 


THE  SWISS  CO\VHERD*S  SONG, 
IN  A  FOREIGN  LAND. 


a  when  riiaU  I  daaea  OB  the  daiqrowfartt 

In  the  shade  of  an  elm,  to  the  aouid  of  the  ftadf 

When  shall  I  return  to  that  lowly  nlna^ 
Where  all  my  Ibnd  ol^ecis  of  teodmnem  mae^ 
The  lambs  and  the  heifers  that  fiiOow  my  call. 

My  fioher,  my  mother. 

My  sister,  my  brother. 
And  dear  Isabella,  the  joy  of  them  aOf 
O,  when  shall  I  visit  the  land  of  my  birth! 
^T  is  the  loveliest  hmd  on  the  free  of  the  atHh 


THE  OAK. 


laHatMl  from  the  Prwieb. 


OLwmx  shall  I  visit  the  land  of  my  birth, 
llie  lovelimt  land  on  the  fare  of  the  eonh  I 
When  shall  1  those  scenes  of  aflection  eiplore, 
Oiir  fbrcets,  our  fimntains, 
Our  hamlets,  our  mountains. 
With  the  pride  of  onr  monntains,  the  maki  I 
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Imkalii  fton  the  ItaBui  of  Mstsrtarfo. 


Trb  tall  Oak,  towering  to  the 
The  fury  of  the  wind  defiea, 
From  age  to  age,  in  virtue  strong. 
Inured  to  stand,  and  suflbr  wroQ^ 

aerwhdm'd  at  length  npen  Iha  plafai* 
It  puts  forth  wings,  and  sweeps  the  inafaii 
The  self'same  foe  undannted  bmvea. 
And  $ghts  the  wind  upon  the  waves. 


THE  DIAL. 


This  shadow  on  the  Dial's  lace,  ^ 

That  steals  fiom  day  to  day. 
With  slow,  unaeen,  unceasing  pace. 

Moments,  and  months,  and  jrears  awaj 
This  shadow,  which,  in  every  clime. 

Since  light  and  motion  first  began. 
Hath  held  its  oooise  sublime— 

What  is  iti— Mortal  Man! 
It  is  the  scythe  of  Time ; 
— A  shadow  only  to  the  eye ; 

Tet,  in  its  calm  career. 
It  levels  all  beneath  the  sky ; 

And  still,  through  eech  succeeding  year 
Right  onifi'ard,  with  resistlen  power. 
Its  stroke  shaU  darken  every  hour, 
Till  Nature's  race  be  run. 
And  Time's  last  shadow  shall  eeHpae  the  mKL 

Nor  only  o'er  the  Dial's  face. 

This  silent  phantom,  day  by  day. 
With  slow,  unseen,  unceasing  pace. 

Steals  moments,  months,  and  yean  «fil|r| 
From  hoary  rock  and  aged  tree. 

From  proud  Palmyra's  mouldering  walK 
From  Tenerifle.  towering  o'er  the  sea. 

From  every  blade  of  grass  it  (alia. 
For  still,  where'er  a  shadow  sweeps^ 

The  scythe  of  Time  destroys. 
And  man  at  every  footstep  weeps 

O'er  evanescent  joys ; 
Like  flow'rets  glittering  with  the  dews  ol  unm. 
Fair  for  a  moment,  then  for  ever  shorn. 
— Ah !  soon,  beneath  the  inevitable  bfew 
I  too  shall  lie  in  dust  and  darkness  k>w 

Then  Time,  the  Conqueror,  will  suspeia 
His  scythe,  a  trophy,  o'er  my  tomb^ 

Whose  moving  shadow  shall  portend 
Each  frail  behokier's  doom 
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MONTGOMERY*S  POETICAL  WORK& 


Ct9t  Ibt  wMie  etrth's  iUumiiMd  tpaoe, 

Thoogfa  Time**  triumphant  flight  be  ■hown. 

The  tnieit  indei  on  ill  &ce 

Poinli  fioan  the  churchryard  Hone. 

THE  R08E& 


iUdimcd  10  m  Miod  oo  tte  Birth  of  hfa  int  CkQdL 


Two  Rom  on  one  dender  apnij. 

In  iweet  eonmianion  grew, 
Together  hail*d  the  moming  ray. 

And  drank  the  evening  dew ; 
While,  sweetly  wreathed  in  mosay  green. 
There  eprang  a  Utile  bod  between. 

Throngh  doodi  and  ranshine,  alonni  and  ihowen, 

They  open*d  into  bbom, 
Bfingling  their  fcliage  and  thefar  flowen, 

Their  beauty  and  perfbme ; 
While,  fiwter'd  on  iti  riting  stem. 
The  bod  became  a  porple  gem. 

Bat  soon  their  smnmer  splendor  passed. 

They  laded  in  the  wind. 
Yet  were  these  roses  to  the  last 

The  bveliest  of  their  kind. 
Whose  crimson  leaves,  in  fidUng  round, 
Adom*d  and  sanctified  the  ground. 

When  thus  were  all  their  honon  ahotn. 

The  bud  unibldi^g  rose. 
And  blush'd  and  brighten*d,  as  the  mom 

FYom  dawn  to  sun-rise  glows. 
Till  o*er  each  parent's  drooping  head. 
The  daughter's  crowning  glory  spread. 

My  Friends !  in  3routh'i  romantic  prime, 

The  golden  age  of  man, 
like  these  twin  roses  spend  your  time, 

— Life's  little,  lesi'ning  span ; 
Then  bo  your  breasts  as  free  from  cares. 
Your  hours  as  innocent  as  theirs. 

And  in  the  infant  bud  that  blows 

In  your  encireling  arms, 
Blark  the  dear  promise  of  a  rose. 

The  pledge  of  future  chamis. 
That  o'er  your  withering  bourn  shall  shine, 
Fair,  and  more  fiii**.  as  you  decline  f^ 

nil.  planted  in  fhat  realm  of  rest 

Where  Roses  never  die. 
Amidst  the  gardens  of  the  blest. 

Beneath  a  irtormless  sky, 
you  flower  afresh,  like  Aaron's  rod. 
That  blossom'd  at  the  sight  of  God. 


TO  AGNE& 


R«ty  10  some  Lines,  beffinning.  "Arrest,  O  Time,  thj  fleetinf 


eoiino. 


Time  will  not  check  his  eager  flight. 
Though  gentle  Agnes  scold. 

For  't  \P  the  Sage's  dear  delight 
To  make  young  ladies  old. 


Then  listen,  Agneo,  (Kendship  alngi; 

Seise  last  his  forelock  grey. 
And  pluck  fraai  his  careering  whig|i 

A  feather  afW|  day. 


Adom'd  with  these,  defy  lus  lafs^ 
And  bid  him  plow  your  fiM^ 

For  every  furrow  of  old  age 
Shall  be  a  line  of  graee. 

Start  not:  old  age  is  Tirtnels  piuM ; 

Most  fevely  Aid  appears. 
Clad  in  tkie  spoils  of  vanqoisb'd  TlflMr 

Down  in  the  vale  of  years. 

Beyond  that  vale,  in  boundlesB  bloon. 
The  eternal  moontaina  rise; 

\lrtue  descends  not  to  the  tomK 
Her  rest  is  in  the 


AN  EPITAPH. 

Aet  thon  a  man  of  honest  mould. 
With  fervent  heart,  and  soul 

A  husband,  &ther,  friend  I — Behold, 
Thy  brother  slumbers  here. 


r 


The  sun  that  wakes  yon  violet'f  hlooa^ 
Once  cheer'd  his  eye,  now  dark  in 

The  wind  that  wanders  o'er  his  lonb 
Was  once  his  vital  breath. 

The  roving  wind  shall  pass  away. 
The  warming  sun  ibnake  the  dty; 

Thy  brother,  in  that  dreadful  day. 
Shall  live  and  never  die. 


THE  OLD  MAN'S  SONG. 

Shall  man  of  frail  fruition  boast  T 

Shall  life  be  counted  dear, 
Ofl  but  a  moment,  and,  at  most, 

A  momentary  yearf 

There  was  a  time, — that  time  is  past. 
When,  jrouth !  I  bloom'd  like  thee ! 

A  time  will  come, — *t  is  coming  &m, 
When  thou  sholt  fade  like  me : — 

Like  me  through  varying  seasons  range. 
And  pattt  enjoyments  mourn : — 

The  fairest,  sweetest  spring  shall  change 
To  i^nnter  in  its  turn. 


In  infancy,  my  vernal  prime. 
When  life  itself  wns  new, 

AmiiKcment  pluck'd  the  wings  of 
Yet  sviifler  still  ho  flew. 


Summer  my  youth  succeeded  soon. 

My  sun  ascended  high. 
And  plenHurc  held  the  reins  till  noon. 

But  grief  drove  do^^Ti  the  sky. 

Like  autumn,  rich  in  ripening  com. 
Came  manhood's  sober  reign ; 

My  h«ir\'est-moon  scarce  fill'd  her  hora. 
When  she  began  to  wane. 


MISCELLANEOU&  POEMS. 


CkM  ftOoffM  ag«b  infinn  old  ag«b 
The  winter  of  my  3reor; 

When  thall  I  fiUl  beibra  hi 
Toriee  beyond  thetphint 


I  long  to  OHt  the  chaine  mwey, 
TTukt  hold  my  loal  a  thive. 

To  bant  theoe  dungeon  welb  of  dqr* 
Enfivoehind  firom  the  grave. 


liea  in  embfyo^ — never  free 
Till  Natora  ytekb  her  breath ; 
TBI  Time  heeomeo  Eternity, 
And  Man  ia  bom  in  Death. 


THE  GLOW-WORBl 


of  tkis  innet  is  nid  to  be  a  ilr.  which  tha 

in  the  oiffkt  hf  the  iMlia  af  h«  tiaia. 


When  Evening  clooea  Natiire*i  eye, 
The  Glow-wonn  lighta  her  litde  ipark. 

To  captivate  her  fiivorite  fly. 
And  leoipt  the  rover  throogfa  the  dark. 

Ooodncted  by  a  tweeter  ftar 
Than  all  that  deck  the  fields  above. 

Be  fcndly  haitena  from  afiir. 
TV»  aooilie  her  aoUtude  with  love. 

Tlrai  ia  thii  vrildemeM  of  tean, 
Amidrt  the  world*i  perplexing  gloom. 

The  traniient  torch  of  Hymen  cheera 
The  pilgrim  journeying  to  the  tomlx 

Unhappy  he  whoae  hopelem  eye 
Tuma  to  the  light  of  love  in  vain ; 

MThnee  cynoeure  is  in  the  sky, 
He  on  the  dark  and  lonely  main. 


BOLEinLL  TREE& 


i  esaspiraoos  plantation.  encompaMinK  a  Kbool-hoQee  and 
ptsf-ffrouod,  on  a  bleak  eminence,  at  Rariow,  in  Derbjrihiret 
ea  the  one  hand  farins  the  hit h  nwHMa,  on  the  other,  over- 
a  nrhlr-cuhivated.  wvl^wooded.  and  moantaiooin 
near  the  Mat  of  a  gentleman  where  the  writer  has 
happf  boon. 


few  peace  to  his  ashes  who  plantfd  yon  treea 

TliBl  weloTHne  my  wandering  eye ! 
la  loAy  luxuriance  they  wave  with  the  breexe, 

And  raaemble  a  grove  in  the  sky ; 
3fe  the  bmw  of  the  mountain,  uncultured  and  bleak. 

They  Boorish  in  grandeur  sublime, 
Uoming  its  bald  and  majratical  peak, 

like  the  lock  on  the  ibrchead  of  Time. 

i  Ind-mark  they  rise ; — to  the  stranger  Mom, 

All  nighi  on  the  wild  heath  dolay'd, 
ria  mpcure  to  spy  the  3roung  beauties  of  mom 

Unveiling  behind  their  dark  shade : 
fW  Iwmeward-hniiind  hnshendmnn  joys  to  behold. 

On  the  line  of  the  grey  evenini;  scene. 
Ibeir  branchea  yet  gloaming  with  purple  and  gold, 

Aad  the  sun-set  expiring  between. 


The  mnidani  dmt  gtfhar  te  IMli  of  te 

While  weary  and  ftnitii^  fhey  nni^ 
Throogh  the  blue  dadng  dattmea  of  noao^Uhl 
ezplote 

The  treea  that  remfaid  diem  of  hoMa  t 
The  children  dial  nnge  in  the  vallagr  mmf&oA 

Their  sports,  and  in  oeamey  gaw, 
When  they  aee  die  bnad  moonllM  ill  mmmit  ai^ 
oeiid. 

And  their  achool-hooae  andgnyve  In  a  Uaaap 

O!  aweet  to  my  aoul  ia  diat  baradliil  gnn. 

Awakening  remembfanee  moat  dear; — 
When  kmely  in  angniah  and  enle  I  love^ 

Wherever  its  glories  appear. 
It  gladdens  my  apirit,  it  soothea  fiom  aikr 

With  tianqnil  and  tender  delight. 
It  ahinea  throogh  my  heart;  like  a  hope-beamfaig  alar 

Akme  hi  the  deaert  of  night. 

It  tella  me  of  momenta  of  innocent  blisi^ 

For  ever  and  ever  gone  o*er ; 
like  die  light  of  a  amile,  like  the  halm  of  a  Uii, 

They  were* — bat  they  will  be  no  mora. 
Tet  wherefore  of  pleasures  departed  complain. 

That  leave  snch  endearment  behind  ff 
Though  the  sun  of  their  sweetneas  be  aonk  in  the  maiiii 

Their  twilight  atill  reata  on  die  nund. 

Then  peace  to  kit  ashes  who  planted  these  treea! 

Supieme  o'er  the  hmdacape  they  riaa. 
With  simple  and  lovely  magnificence  pleaaa 

All  boaoms,  and  ravish  all  ejrea; 
Nor  marble,  nor  brass,  cotdd  embluao  hia  fiuno 

like  his  own  sylvan  trophiea,  that  wave 
In  graeefUl  memorial,  and  whiaper  hia  name. 

And  scatter  their  leaves  on  his  grave. 

Ah !  thus,  when  I  sleep  in  the  desolate  tomb, 

May  the  laurels  I  planted  endiue. 
On  the  mountain  of  high  immortality  bloom, 

'Midst  lightning  and  tempest  secure ! 
Then  agea  unborn  shall  their  verdure  adiuire. 

And  nations  sit  tinder  their  shade. 
While  my  spirit,  in  secret,  shall  move  o'er  my  lyra. 

Aloft  in  dieir  branches  display'd. 

Hence,  dream  of  vain-glory  (— the  light  drop  of  daw 

That  glows  in  the  violet*s  eye. 
In  the  splendor  of  mom,  to  a  fugitive  view 

May  rival  a  star  of  the  sky. 
But  the  violet  is  pluck'd,  and  the  dew<drop  is  flowi^ 

The  star  unextingnish'd  shall  shine : 
Then  mine  be  the  laurels  of  virtue  alonob 

And  the  glories  of  Paradise  mine. 


THEMOLE^HLL. 

Tell  me,  thou  dtist  beneath  my  feet 
Thou  duet  that  once  hadst  breath 

Tell  me  how  many  mortals  meet 
In  diia  small  hill  of  death  ? 

The  mote  that  scoops  with  curious  toil 

Her  subterranean  bed, 
Thinks  not  she  ptows  a  human  soil. 

And  mines  among  the  dead. 


1  Bilbenies,  chjstsr-berries,  end  crsao-berrk^ 


MONTGOMERYn9  POETICAL  WORE& 


wbit  Idni  uw  gnMmdt 

of  Ihii  mound 
and  ftlt,  like  mo. 

liko  noi  A«i  Mmfham  of  cUjr 

bljof d  tho  elMorfia  Ught, 
Bon  dio  Wof  bonbon  of  a  day, 

Aad  wont  to  not  at  night 

Tbr  in  flio  ngiono  of  dio  mom 

Tho  iWng  nm  annroyo 
Mmgrrm'o  iftlaoco  ftHom 

Enipiiiplod  with  hia  imya. 

Hie  apirita  of  tho  deaert  dwoll 
Where  eaitom  gnndeur  ahonot 

And  Toltiirei  leraara,  hyonaa  jroU 
Round  Beauty'a  mouldoiiDg  throno. 

Hiere  the  pale  pilgrim,  aa  ha  itandi, 

Seea,  firom  tho  biokoQ  wall, 
The  ahadow  tottering  on  the  aandi^ 

Era  tho  loooe  fragment  fiJL 


Deitmction  joyi,  amid  thoae 

To  wateh  the  oport  of  Fale, 
While  Time  between  the  piUan  leeniy 

And  bowi  them  widi  hia  weight 

Bat  towoie  and  templei  eniih*d  bf  TEmo» 

Stopendooa  wredB !  appear 
To  me  lem  BMmmfhUy  aoblime 

Than  the  poor  Mole4ull  hero. 

Through  all  thii  hillodt'i  crambling  mould 
Once  the  warm  life-blood  ran ; 

—Here  thine  originBl  behold. 
And  here  thy  mint,  Man ! 

Methinlu  thii  dost  yet  heavea  widi  breath ; 

Ten  thouaand  palies  beat : 
Tell  me* — in  thii  nnall  hill  of  death. 

How  many  mortals  meet? 

By  wafting  winda  and  flooding  raino, 

From  ocean,  earth,  and  sky, 
(^Hected  here,  the  frail  remains 

Of  slumbering  millions  lie. 

What  scene  of  terror  and  amaze 
Breaks  through  the  twilight  gloom  f 

What  hand  invisible  displaya 
The  secrets  of  the  tomb? 

All  ages  and  all  nations  rise. 

And  every  grain  of  earth 
Beneath  my  feet,  before  mine  eyei^ 

Is  startlcxi  into  birth. 

Like  gliding  mists  the  shadowy  Ibrms 
Through  the  deep  valley  spread. 

And  like  descending  clouds  in  storms 
Lower  round  the  mountain's  head. 


O'er  the  wide  champaign  while  they 
l*heir  fcotsteps  yield  no  sound. 

Nor  snake  from  the  lig^t  trembling 
A  dew-drop  to  the  ground. 


Among  the  undistingniih'd 

My  wondering  ejrea  eiplora 
Awful,  anUime,  tom6c  ghosia. 

Heroes  and  iaag/t  of  yore ; 

Tyrants,  the  oomela  of  their  kind. 

Whose  withering  infloeneo  ran 
TliroDgh  all  the  promise  of  the  mind 

And  smote  and  mildew'd  man  >— 

Sagea,  tho  Fleiadeaof  earth. 

Whoso  genial  aapeds  smiled. 
And  flowers  and  fiiiitage  apnng  to  HA 

O'er  all  tho  homan  wild. 

• 

Ton  gloomy  ruflhn,  gaah'd  and  goredt 

Was  he,  whose  &tal  skill 
Firrt  beat  the  plowriure  to  a  awordL 

And  taught  the  art  to  kilL 

Behind  him  skulks  a  shade,  bereft 

Of  ibndly-wxMnhipp'd  tame ; 
He  built  the  Pyramids,  but  Idft 

No  stone  to  tell  hia  nameu 

Who  ia  Ae  dneC  wifli  viaHre  daik 

As  tempests  when  they  roart 
—The  first  who  push'd  his  daring  bwk 

Beyond  tho  tiinid  shores 

Through  storaia  of  death  and  aaoo  of  girnvn 

He  sfeer'd  with  sted&at  e3re; 
His  path  was  on  the  deaert  wavoi^ 

ffia  oompam  in  the  sky. 

Hio  youth  who  lifts  his  graceful  hand* 

Struck  the  unshapen  block. 
And  beau^  leap'd,  at  his  command, 

A  Venus  fitun  the  rock. 

Trembling  with  ecslacy  of  thought 

Behold  the  Grecian  moid. 
Whom  love's  enchanting  impulse  taught 

To  trace  a  slumberer's  shade. 

Sweet  are  the  tfiefts  of  love  j— ^he  stole 

His  image  while  he  lay. 
Kindled  the  shadow  to  a  soul. 

And  bieathed  that  soul  through  day. 

Ton  listening  nymph,  who  looks  briiind 

With  countenance  of  fire. 
Heard  midnight  music  in  the  wind^— 

And  frsmed  the  iEolian  lyre. 

All  hail ! — The  Sire  of  Song  appenn^ 

The  Muse's  eldest-bom ; 
The  sky-Urk  in  the  dawn  of  jream. 

The  poet  of  the  mom. 

He  from  the  depth  of  cavem'd  wooda. 

That  echoed  to  hit  voice. 
Bade  mountains,  valleys,  winds,  and  floods. 

And  earth  and  heaven  rejoice. 

Though  charm'd  to  meekness  whila  hoaaQg 
The  wild  beasts  roimd  him  ran; 

This  was  the  triumph  of  his  tongues- 
It  tamed  the  heart  of  man. 
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Din  ihniD^  Ibe  mul  of  twilight  lirD« 
Til*  ghoil  or  Cfma  w>lki ; 

Behind  him,  nd  nilh  gloriout  Crimea, 
Th«  tua  of  Ammoa  iialki. 

ItalenilGB  iiuinibal.  in  prida 

OTiHdm.  ni'dhatraiLki 
'III  limlu*  U  bill 
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DiB  thnugti  ihe  mill  of  twilight  tinwi 
The  Ebotl  of  Cynu  wm)ki ; 

BcUnJ  him.  r«d  wiih  glorioui  crimu, 
Tlw-«itfA 


With  mooolifhl  rndbiem  Hden'i  chuiDi 
DukIi-c  ibt  ipecUwl  gloom, 

Tbc  leading  tlar  of  Grew»  in  umi, 
Pgrieodint  IliDn'i  doom. 

Bol  HwDcr ;  lee  (he  bard  uiie ! 

And  h*(kl  h<  ilrikea  die  lyre; 
The  Dudut  nsrrion  UH  theit  ayea. 

Th«  Aipve  Chieb  mpire, 

And  while  bii  miuic  tdIIi  (long, 
The  toKen  of  Troy  (ubltmo. 

Bailed  by  the  magic  brealh  a(  hi^, 
Mock  Ibe  deimyer.  Time. 

For  (till  arnund  the  eiemal  walla 

IV  eUrnia  of  botile  nge ; 
And  Hedor  canqDcn,  Ueclor  bll*. 

Bewept  in  evar;  age. 


C«niua  at  EIoniGr!  wc 

Tn  umck  ihy  liary 
Andinlby 


Ta«dar  hia  ibadaw  Din  away  ; 

— llKHi  aball  IMI  thiM  ilepMi; 
Soy.  Ihou  mnacrndenl  ipitit.  itiiy, 

And  IbU  ma  nbo  ihou  in! 

Til  AlAwJ!— Ill  Die  lolli  of  Fame. 

And  oa  a  midnight  pmge, 
BUm*  hi*  hcoad  rafulgsni  name. 

The  inlch-Ugbl  of  hi>  age. 

A  DknWi  mnier.  fna  the  nonh, 
Hpwrd  o'er  the  EIriluh  wild. 

Bu  AlftwL  Ilka  ihe  ipnng,  brake  Ibnh. 
And  all  llie  deaan  inuled. 

Cafft  to i1h>  deep  he  mild  ihe  wavra. 

1^  tnMl  Invawn  hurl'd  > 
Qia  ran*  waa  librriy  to  lUtea, 

D«i«oM  w  tb*  wurld. 

Am)  mill  ihai  nie*  o'ar  land  and  h* 

Shall  Albwn'a  tna  appal  ,- 
!%•  rare  of  AllVcd  nil  be  fn*^ — 

Hew  it.  and  innUe.  Gaul ; 

BdI  1b!  iho  phnnlama  fadp  in  Hifhi. 

tike  (eai»  ihal  ciwa  the  miiul. 
like  neienn  iltainlni;  iriruiiuh  Ihe  night, 

Uka  [huiidan  no  (he  wind. 


THE  CASr-AWAY  9 


Th«  nbieetBAf  dw  tro  fiillDiri^  pe 


Beyond  it  who  cso  lell 

In  whsl  inyiierious  region  caat 

IflUDorlal  ipuite  dwell  I 

I  know  not.  hut  1  tnan  ihall  know, 
When  lib*!  eore  ouUhcU  c«>e. 

When  ihii  d«|iaiiduig  hawt  Ilea  k 
Aiwl  1  abali  real  in  peace. 

For  aoe,  on  Dealh'i  bewildering  ^ 
The  rainbow  Hope  uriio, 

A  bridge  of  glory  o'or  i 
Thai  br- '-'-----'  ■' 


■t  beodg  beyond  the  akiea. 


The  idedge  i 
Time  with  Kie 


ty  combiDiv, 


'•  pendant  bore. 


It!  CI 

Wi 

In  many  a  fienv  and  nubie  fighl. 
Thoiigb  fiiil'd  nn  that  Egyptian  ni^ht 

When  Cailia'i  bos)  wai  dnu-n'i). 
And  Nekon.  u>r  hia  coiuilry'a  fiiea. 
Like  (be  deitroying  angal  fcak  , 
A  gay  and  gnlltuil  company. 


And  many  a  moiher'a  Ucning  « 

And  many  a  bthcr'a  pmvcr. 
With  that  ciulting  >bip  to  tnt. 
With  thai  undaunted  fompony. 


"nio  deep  that.  It 


a  mdled  child. 

.bet  lay. 
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When,  letsening  through  the  flood  of  li|^t. 
Their  leader  vaniih'd  from  her  light. 

Oft  had  she  haiVd  iti  trophied  prow, 

VictoriouB  from  the  war, 
And  banner*d  maata,  that  would  not  how, 

Though  riven  with  many  a  acar ; 
Oft  had  her  oaka  their  tribute  brought. 
To  rib  ita  flanka,  with  thunder  frai^t ; 

But  late  her  evil  star 
Had  cuaed  it  on  ita  homeward  way, 
^-^  The  apoiler  ahall  become  the  prey.' 


.  tt 


Thua  wam'd,  Britannia'a  amioua  heart 
Throbb*d  with  prophetic  woe, 

When  ahe  beheld  that  ship  depart, 
A  fair  ill-omen*d  ahow ! 

So  viewa  the  mother,  through  her  tean, 

The  daughter  of  her  hopea  and  fean. 
When  hectic  beautiea  glow 

On  the  frail  cheek,  where  aweetly  bloom 

The  roaea  of  an  eariy  tombi 

No  fean  the  brave  adventoreia  knew. 
Peril  and  death  they  apum'd : 

like  full-fledged  eaglea  forth  they  flew; 
Jove*8  birda,  that  proudly  bura*d. 

In  battle-hurricanea  to  wield 

Hia  lightninga  on  the  billowy  field ; 
And  many  a  look  they  tum*d 

0*er  the  blue  waate  of  wavea,  to  apy 

A  Gallic  enaign  in  the  aky. 

But  not  to  crush  the  vaunting  foe, 

In  combat  on  the  main. 
Nor  perish  by  a  glorious  blow. 

In  mortal  triumph  slain. 
Was  their  unutterable  fate : 
— ^That  story  would  the  Muse  relate. 

The  song  might  rise  in  vain ; 
In  ocean's  deepest,  darkest  bed, 
The  secret  slumbers  with  the  dead. 

On  India's  long-expecting  strand 

ITieir  sails  wore  never  furl'd— 
Never  on  known  or  friendly  land 

By  storms  their  keel  was  hurl'd ; 
Their  native  soil  no  more  they  trod, 
They  rest  beneath  no  hallow'd  sod ; 

Throughout  the  living  world 
rhis  Hole  momorial  of  their  lot 
Remains, — they  were,  and  they  are  noU 

The  spirit  of  the  Cope  *  pursued 
Their  long  an<l  toilMome  way ; 
At  lent^th.  in  (K7run-M>litudo, 
He  Hpnirii^  u|K>n  hin  prey : 
•  Hav<K'  !*  the  8hipwre<*k-d«»mon  cried, 
liooseil  all  his  tcm{)estii  on  the  tide. 

Gave  all  hi*  lif^htnings  play ; 
The  abywt  rriiiii'd  tteforc  the  blast, 
Firm  stood  the  seamen  to  the  last. 


like  shooting  stars,  athwart  the  gloom 
The  merchant«ails  were  aped ; 

Tet  oft,  beibro  its  midnight  doom. 
They  mark'd  the  high  maat-head 

Of  that  devoted  vessel,  tost 

By  winds  and  fkx)d8,  now  seen,  now  kat 
While  every  gun-fire  spread 

A  dimmer  flash,  a  fiunter  roar: 

^At  length  they  mw,  they  heard  no 


There  ara  to  whom  that  ahip  waa  daw. 

For  love  and  kindred's  sake; 
When  these  the  voice  of  Rumor  hear. 

Their  inmost  heart  ahall  quake. 
Shall  doubt,  and  fear,  and  wish,  and  grievi^ 
Believe,  and  loi^  to  unbelieve. 

But  never  ceaae  to  ache ; 
Still  doom'd,  in  sad  suspense,  to  bear 
The  Hope  that  keeps  alive  Deapair 


THE  S£QUEL. 

Hjb  sought  his  sire  from  shore  to  Aan, 

He  sought  him  day  by  day ; 
The  prow  he  treck'd  was  seen  no  mora. 

Breasting  the  ocean-sprey : 
Tet,  as  the  winds  hia  voyage  aped. 
He  sail'd  above  his  father's  head, 

Unconacious  where  it  lay. 
Deep,  deep  beneath  the  rolling  main ; 
•^He  aought  his  sire ;  he  sought  in  Ttin, 

Son  of  the  brave !  no  longer  weep ; 

Still  with  afi'ection  true, 
Along  the  wild  disastrous  deep. 

Thy  father's  course  pursue ; 
Full  in  his  wake  of  glory  steer. 
His  spirit  prompts  thy  lH)Id  career. 

His  compass  guides  thee  through ; 
So.  while  thy  thunders  awe  the  sea, 
Britain  shal\  find  tliy  sire  in  thee. 


M  S. 


To  the  Mrnnory  of  "A  Female  whom  Sicknen  hsd  reeoadM 
to  the  Notes  of  Sorrow,*'  who  roiTcy;'OiMlc(l  with  Um  AathMt 
under  this  lifnature,  on  the  firit  pubhcntiun  of  his  potas.  ■ 
1806,  but  died  *oon  after ,  when  her  rral  dsjiw  sii^ 
were  diadoeed  to  hiin  by  one  of  her  aurvivinc  fncods. 


1  **><  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  formerlj  caUed  lbs  Cape  of 
fc«€  CasM€M'  iMtimd,  Book  V. 


I 


My  Sonp  of  Sorrow  roach'd  her  eor ; 
She  raised  her  languid  head  to  hear. 
And,  smiling  in  the  arms  of  Death, 
Consoled  me  with  h(.*r  latest  breath 

What  is  the  Poet's  hiuhest  aim. 
His  richotft  heritage  <»f  fnmff  f 
—To  track  the  \%arriur*s  fieiy  rood. 
With  havoc,  spoil,  dc-;<truction  strow'd. 
While  nations  bltKHl  along  the  plaiita, 
DniL'i^'d  nt  his  chariot<\vhecls  in  chaiiia  f 
— With  fawning  hand  to  uot»  the  lyre, 
Profaiidy  steal  ccl<*t«tial  fire. 
And  bid  an  idol's  altar  blaze 
With  incense  of  uuhallow'd  praise  ? 
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•-^VM IMIM  ilniiM,  CifOMB  lit, 
TVi  win  a*  Mr,  beguU*  the  heuu 
Wtlw  Iha  wild  patrinni  into  ng«, 
And  |ilMW  and  pratiiuto  Uie  •get 

MbS— to  iha  geneiooi  Bud  beloof 
Diviner  themes  and  purer  aoog : 
—To  hefl  Religion  from  ehove. 
Defending  in  the  fcrm  of  Lore^ 
And  pointing  through  a  world  of  itiift 
The  narrow  way  that  leada  to  lift  t 
«->To  poor  the  balm  of  heavenlj  veat 
nuoQgfa  Sorrow's  agoniaing  breast. 
With  Fitf 's  tender  arms  embcaee 
The  oiphane  of  a  kindred  race ; 
And  in  one  aone  of  ooncoid  bind 
The  kwlesB  spoilen  of  mankind  t 
—To  ang  in  nombeit  boldly  fiee 
The  waiB  and  woes  of  liberty ; 
The  gkiry  of  her  triumphs  toll 
Her  nobler  suflering  when  she  iel]»' 
Girt  with  the  phalanx  of  the  bniTe, 
Or  widow*d  on  the  patriot's  grave. 
Which  tyranto  tremble  to  pess  by, 
Ev'n  on  the  oar  of  Victoiy. 

Tlieae  are  the  Bard's  sablimest  viewa. 
The  angel-Tisians  of  the  Muse, 
That  o*er  his  morning  slombers  shine; 
Umbo  are  his  themeC— and  these  were  mine. 
Bat  pale  Despondency,  that  stole 
The  light  of  gladness  fivm  my  soul* 
While  youth  and  folly  blindfiJd  lan 
Hw  giddy  drele  up  to  Man, 
Breadied  a  dark  spirit  throogh  my  lyreb 
Diaun*d  the  noon  nwiianoe  omT  my  fin. 
And  cast  a  mournful  evening  hue 
0*er  every  scene  my  fiuicy  drew. 
Then  though  the  proud  despised  my  strain. 
It  flow'd  not  from  my  heart  in  vain; 
The  lay  of  freedom,  fervor,  truth. 
Was  dear  to  undissemUing  youth. 
From  manly  breasts  drew  generous  sighs, 
And  Virtue's  tears  from  Beauty's  eyes. 

My  Song  of  Sorrow  reach'd  Hxa  ear; 
She  raJMd  her  languid  head  to  hear. 
And,  smiling  in  the  arms  of  Death, 
She  bless'd  me  with  her  latest  breath. 

A  secret  hand  to  roe  convey'd 
The  thoughts  of  that  inspiring  Maid ; 
They  rame  like  voicos  on  the  wind. 
Heard  in  the  stillnesR  of  the  mind. 
When  round  the  Poet's  twilight  walk 
Aerial  beings  seem  to  talk. 
Not  the  twinetars  of  Leda  shine 
With  vernal  tnflnence  more  benign. 
Nor  sweeter,  in  the  ffylvan  vale. 
Sings  the  lone-warhlinf  nii^tingale, 
Than  through  my  nhadce  her  lustra  brokeb 
Than  to  my  grieCi  hor  sisrit  spoke. 

My  6ncy  fiirm'd  bor  >'nung  and  &ir. 
Pure  as  her  sisier-lilios  were, 

1  no  v«l  4'ogDi  rhloiU  un  M  mffrir*. 


Adoni'd  with  meekest  maiden  gnos^ 
Widi  eveiy  charm  of  aoul  and  free 
That  Virtiw*s  awful  eye  approves^ 
And  And  Aflhctwn  dearly  loves: 
Bsavwk  in  her  open  aspect  aeen» 
Her  Makei^s  image  in  her  mien* 


Sodi  waa  the  pictare  ftncy  draw. 
In  Hneamwms  «fivinely  true ; 
The  moaet  by  her  mystorioua  art. 
Bad  abown  hor  Ukeness  tomy  heati; 
And  eveiy  ftilUhl  ftatuie  broQght 
O^er  dw  dear  ndiror  of  my  thoughL 
—-Bat  she  was  waning-to  the  tomb; 
The  worm  of  deeth  was  in  her  blooini 
Tet  as  the  mortal  fiame  declined, 
Strong  through  the  ruiiH  rose  the  mind ; 
As  the  dim  moon,  when  night  aaoenda, 
Sk>w  in  the  east  the  darkness  rands. 
Through  melting  cUmmIb,  by  gradiml 
Pours  the  mild  splendor  of  her  beans 
Then  bums  in  triumph  o'er  the  pole, 
Free  as  a  dinmbodicd  aoul ! 
Thus,  while  the  veil  of  flesh  decay*d. 
Her  beauties  brighten'd  throi^  the  rfu««, 
Charms  which  her  towly  heart  conoeaTd 
In  natura*s  weakness  were  reveal*d : 
And  still  the  unrobing  spirit  cast 
Diviner  gkmea  to  the  laat. 
Dissolved  its  bonds,  and  clear'd  its  IHgfa^ 
Emerging  into  perfect  light 

Yet  diall  the  friends  who  kwed  her 
Tlwagh  shrined  in  peace  the  sufleier  sleay^ 
Though  rapt  to  heaven  the  saint  aspire^ 
With  seraph  guards,  on  wings  of  fiie ; 
Tet  shall  they  weep; — br  oft  and  wcU 
Remembrance  shall  her  stoiy  tell, 
Afiection  of  her  virtues  speak. 
With  beaming  eye  and  burning  dieek, 
Eacn  sction,  word,  and  look  recall. 
The  last,  the  k>veliest  of  all 
When  on  the  li^^  *>€  death  she  lay. 
Serenely  smiled  he/  soul  away. 
And  left  surviving  Friendship's  breait 
Warm  with  the  sun^eet  of  her  reel. 

O  thou,  who  wert  <m  earth  unknown. 
Companion  of  my  thought  alone, 
Unchanged  in  heaven  to  roe  thnu  art. 
Still  hold  communion  with  my  heart; 
Cheer  thou  my  hopes,  eialt  my  viev^a. 
Be  the  good  angel  of  my  Muse; 
— And  if  to  thine  approving  ear 
My  plaintive  nnmbers  once  were  dear, 
If,  fiilling  round  thy  dying  hours 
Like  evening  deu-s  on  clorang  flowers. 
They  iioothp<l  thy  pains,  and  through  thy  aou. 
With  roelaiicholy  sweetneM  stole. 
Hear  Me  >— ^^lien  slumber  from  mine 
That  roll  in  irksome  darkness,  flies ; 
When  the  lorn  spectre  of  unrest 
At  oonpcioiis  midnight  haunts  my 
When  former  joys  and  prevent  woes. 
And  future  fears,  are  all  my  foes ; 
Spirit  of  ray  departed  friend. 
Calm  through  the  troubled  gloom 
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With  itndni  of  tnumph  oo  dqr 
Such  m  to  dying  ninti  an  wan^i 
Such  m  in  Fuvdiw  the  ear 
or  God  hiraeelf  deUgiite  to  hiir; 
—iComettll  unaeen;  be  only  knoim 
Bf  Zioo't  harp  of  higher  taoa^ 
Warbling  to  diy  myateriona  voiaai 
Bid  my  deapooding  powen  nt^oioas 
And  I  will  lirten  to  dqr  lay, 
Till  ni^  and  nffrow  flea  svia^ 
Till  gladnaw  o*er  my  boaoai  riaa^ 
And  moning  kindle  round  tlia  Mm, 


If  ihM  to  SMb  aweet  aainC,  ba  ghran 
To  leam  fiun  thee  the  Iqrmna  of  Haavv^ 
Thine  imiaration  will  inpart 
iSeraphio  ardon  to  my  heart; 
My  Toioa  thy  mnao  ehall  |»olong. 
And  eeho  thy  entrancing  aoDg; 
My  lyra^  widi  lympatfay  divine, 
Shall  anawer  eTraiy  chord  of  thine^ 
Till  their  amaenling  tonea  give  birtn 
To  hanaoniei  miknown  on  eaith. 
Than  ehall  my  thou|^l%  in  living  fira 
Sent  down  fiom  heaven,  to  heaven  aipu% 
My  veiae  through  lofty  meaiurei  riae* 
A  aeale  of  gk>iy  to  the  ikiea, 
Reaembling,  on  each  hallow'd  theme, 
The  tedder  of  the  Ritriarch*8  dream, 
Qtw  which  deecending  angela  ihone. 
On  earthly  miHione  from  the  throne^ 
Retoming  by  the  atopa  they  tmd. 
Up  to  Iha  I\mdiie  of  Ged. 


THE  PEAK  mountains; 

WUTTBN  AT  BUXTON,  lit  AUGUaT,  1813: 


H  mfty  be  iwefbl  to  remark,  that  the  KeBavT  bi  die  ndghbor- 
bood  of  BoxtoB.  when  minrered  froa  any  of  the  wiTOundiBf 
«iitneiicee.  comteta  chiefly  of  DoroeronB  and  naked  hUb,  ^ 
which  manj  are  jet  nnincloeed,  and  the  rert  poorly  eolti- 
valed ;  the  whole  distriet,  except  n  the  immediate  pfecincts 
of  the  Bathe  and  the  Tillage  of  Fairfteld,  being  auaefably  ban 
•f  both  treea  and  honeci. 


PART  I. 

Health  on  fheae  open  hille  I  geek. 

By  theee  delicioiu  springs  in  vain ; 

The  rote  on  this  deeerted  cheek 

Shall  never  bloom  again ; 

Tor  3rouih  is  fled ; — and  lem  by  time 

Than  sorrow  torn  away. 

The  pride,  the  strength  of  manhood's  prime* 

Falls  to  decay. 

Reffiless  and  fluttering  to  exptr«, 

Life's  vapor  sheds  a  c(»Id  dim  light. 

Frail  as  the  evanescent  Are 

Amidst  the  murky  night. 

That  tempts  the  traveller  fWmi  alar 

To  follow,  o'er  the  heath, 

he  oalefiil  arwl  bewildering  star 

To  snarsa  of  death 


A  dnaiy  torpor  nomba  Wf  hmkt^ 
How  ahivering  pale« — now  irnVd 
Hoiriedv  then  stew,  fiom  vda  to 
Vneqiml  pulaea  beat; 
Qnicfc  palpitations  heave  my  hma% 
AnoB  b  aaems  to  ahik ; 
Akmi'd  at  aodden  aoonda  I  Hail; 
ften  rimdowa  ihrink. 


BMrmabaqrftainglimba!  O!  bear 

A  maMnaboly  aunbrer  ftnht 

Td  bniidia  abrand  the  moontain  air 

Fmn  Irani  tha  vigorous  north  $ 

Td  viaw  tha  praapeet,  waato  and  wiU» 

Still  dear  to  ma,  aa  to  tha  diOd 
Tlieinolfaer'a  mien. 

Ah!  who  can  look  on  Natua'a  ftea. 

And  feel  miholy  paMona  move  f 

Her  forma  of  m^fetty  and  grace 

I  cannot  chooae  hot  love ; 

Her  fiowna  or  smilea  my  woea  JIaaim 

Care  and  repining  ceaae ; 

Her  temia  awe,  her  beaatiea  charm 

My  thooghts  to  peace. 

Already  dunag^  mfaie  inmoat  aooL 

A  deep  tranqidllity  I  ftel, 

(yer  every  nerve,  with  mild  contrail 

Her  consolatkms  ateal ; 

This  Ibver'd  fiame  and  fiecAd  mini. 

Jarring  'midgt  donbta  and  iaaia. 

Are  soothed  to  harmony »— 4  Ibad 

Delight  in  tears. 

I  qoit  the  path,  and  track  with  toil 
The  mountain's  unfVequented  maae ; 
Deep  moas  and  heather  clothe  the  soil, 
And  many  a  springlet  plays. 
That  welling  from  its  secret  source 
Down  nigged  dells  is  toat. 
Or  spreads  through  rushy  fena  its  coaieew 
Silently  lost. 

The  flocks  and  herds,  that  freely  range 
These  moorlands,  turn  a  jealous  eye. 
As  if  the  form  of  man  were  strange. 
To  watch  me  stealing  by; 
The  heifer  stands  aloof  to  gaae. 
The  colt  comes  boldly  en . — 
I  pause, — he  shakea  his  forelock,  neighs^ 
Starts,  and  is  gone. 


I  seek  the  valley  .• — all  alone 
I  seem  in  this  sequester'd  plare ; 
Not  so ;  I  meet,  imseen,  yet  known. 
My  Maker  face  to  face ; 
My  heart  perceives  his  presence  nigh. 
And  hears  his  voice  proclaim. 
While  bright  his  glory  paaaes  by. 
His  noblest  name. 

Lovie  is  that  name, — for  God  is  Lovx ; 
— Here,  where,  imbuilt  by  mortal  handa 
Mountains  below  and  heaven  above. 
His  awful  temple  stands. 
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nronh]p:^'-"L(>nl !  ibough  1  am  tliul 
tnJ  tahia  in  Ihy  •i|!ht. 
t»  Ihou  my  Hrengih ;  in  Ihes  I  tniit, 
te  Ihou  iDj  ligliE-" 


my  path  ihe  iwallom  iwecp ; 


NoiT  on  Ills  ridga  bore  (nd  blaik, 
Oaol  rcHtnil  my  icmpla  ligh*  Uia  galf ; 
Ye  winds,  ihal  wmidf^r  o'lir  Iha  Peak ; 

Angela  uf  Ii«li1\  y  U  man  below 
Yi  bnng  celaiial  sin; 
B<u  bacli  In  Him.  Cmm  whom  ya  blow 
Oui  pf»i»«  «nd  pmyei». 

B*r*,  [ika  ibr  eag^r  from  hii  nnl, 
I  Uks  my  pnmd  ind  dinv  (Uiid ; 

Look  ilnwn  upon  ihs  Unl : 
O  for  the  m^lo't  eye.  lo  gau 
VnJuded  ihrough  Ihia  bghi! 
O  Tar  ihe  eaile'*  wingi,  id  laiie 
O  «  ■!]  fDf  Sight ! 


ind. 


Tb«  nm  in  Ebrf  miki  Ihe  nky, 
Whil*  Beery  cinudi  an  Rooting 
Who**  ihepa  along  ihe  Itiularspe  Ry, 
— Hen.  cheqiwnng  o'er  llie  ground ; 
'nMTB.  down  Ihe  glen*  Ihe  ihadow*  ■« 
n'lib  changing  lighii  between  : 
Vondet  they  climb  Ihe  uplniid  sleep, 
ShiAing  Ihe  icene. 

Vtlleyi  and  hoary  rock*  I  view, 
HaighBoi-pr  heighu  eiili  their  head. 
Of  muiy  a  •ombre  hue  i 
Na  waving  woods  their  lluiks  (Hlom, 
No  hfdgp^wi,  gay  wiih  Irrei. 
RnriFcle  lieldi.  where  floode  uf  com 


My  loal  ihie  vaM  hongoa  fllli. 
Within  whuir  mdubiKl  line 
Thick  stand  Iha  mulblude  of  hilla. 


walU  the  ektpe  avend ; 


Or-TB 

While 

I'pKWil  lh?ir  winding  nxiiMi  < 

And  luurh  the  ikv. 

ntin  rude  divenity  of  fcrm, 
IV  iMulaiail  iDDuniaiM  uwei 
— OA  o'ei  tbsM  ellU  Ihe  iraiu 
Aad  fulial  datknns  lower. 


While  yonder  iiimmlte  far  awny 
Stune  sweetly  ihrou^h  the  giuoio. 
Like  glimjau*  of  eternal  day 

Itilher,  of  old,  the  Almighty  esme ; 
Cloudi  were  hii  car.  hii  ateede  the  wind; 
Belore  Him  H-eni  drTuuring  flame. 
And  thunder  roM'd  behind  ; 
At  Hii  approach  die  mout^uins  reel'd 
Like  veasels  to  and  fro : 
Earth,  heaving  Lke  a  eea.  raveal'd 
The  guib  below. 

Borne  tbrwigh  the  wildemeee  in  wnth. 
He  Foeni'd  in  power  alone  a  God  ; 
Bui  blenings  follow-d  in  his  palh. 
For  Mercy  eeiied  hii  rod ; 
She  smote  Ihe  tuck. — and  ai  he  paai'd 
Fonh  guah'd  a  living  stream ; 
The  fire,  ihe  earthquake,  and  the  blul 
Fled  ai  ■  dream- 
Behold  the  eTerlaiting  hilti. 
In  ihal  convulHioD  scalicr'd  round; 
Hark  <  fnim  their  cave*  the  liHiing  rOli 

Ye  lame  and  jmintentt  draw  near; 
Wilh  healing  on  her  wing. 
The  cherub  Mercy  walche*  here 
Her  ancienl  spring. 


TO  ANN  AND  JANE. 


And  Ihe  radionre  lighis  the  sutamK 
Lo.  the  lark  bcgina  her  song. 
Early  on  the  wmg  and  long. 
Summon'd  by  ihe  signal  nolea, 
Kion  hsr  lislen  quit  the  lawn. 
Wilh  ibeir  wildly  warbling  lhn>ali> 
Sxaring  in  the  dap^^ed  dawn ; 
Brighter,  wanner  epreed  the  raya. 
Louder,  (Weeicr  swell  their  U>a. 
Nestlings,  in  iheir  gmasy  beds. 
Hewfcening  to  the  joyful  sound. 
Heavenward  poiut  their  little  heada^ 
Lowly  Iwillering  from  the  gmund. 


Thus,  bir  Minstrels,  while  ye  sing, 
Teaching  infant  minda  lu  raise 
To  the  univenal  King 
Humble  hrmue  of  prayer  and  pra.^ 

Look,  and  listen,  and  r^ce ! 
Fallerini  like  Ihe  ikylark'i  young. 
While  your  numbers  they  racnrd, 
and  U><igun 


Soon  may  every  hear!  and 
Ltun  to  maguiTy  the  Lord 
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And  yoar  itimiiii,  diviaelj  tweet. 
Ilnbcvn  millioai  Uiiii  repeat 

MuMtrelfl!  whet  reward  m  due 
For  this  labor  of  foar  love  f 
^Throngh  eiemitf  may  Toir* 
In  the  PHiadiie  above. 
Round  the  dear  Redeemer'i  tae% 
Ail  your  in&nt  readeri  meet. 


OCCASIONAL  ODE. 

VOR  THE  AN NIVEmiART  OF  THE  lOTAL  Bftmill  irvnEH 
or  KOUCATIOM,  HELD  AT  FIlBBIlAaONl'  HALL» 
MAY  10,  ISlt. 

The  lion,  o*er  hn  wild  domaine, 

Ralea  with  the  terror  of  hii  eye ; 

The  eegle  of  the  rock  maintaina 

By  fixrce  his  empire  in  the  iky ; 

The  ihark.  the  tyrant  of  the  flood, 

Reigna  through  the  deep  with  quenchlen  rage; 

Puent  and  young;  unwean'd  fiom  blood. 

Are  itiU  the  tame  fiom  age  to  age. 

Of  all  that  live,  and  move,  and  breathe^ 
Man  only  riiet  o*er  his  birth ; 
He  loofci  above,  around,  beneath. 
At  once  the  heir  of  heaven  and  earth : 
Force,  cunning,  speed,  which  Natore  gave 
The  various  tribn  throughout  her  plan. 
Life  to  er\)oy,  from  death  to  save^^ 
These  are  the  lowest  powers  of  Man. 

From  strength  to  strength  he  travels  oot 
lie  leaves  the  lingering  brute  behind : 
And  when  a  fow  short  years  are  gone, 
lie  ftoars,  a  disembodied  mind : 
KeyomI  the  grave,  his  coume  sublime 
Destined  through  nobler  paths  to  run. 
In  his  career  the  end  of  Time 
Is  but  Eternity  begun. 

What  guides  him  in  his  high  pursuit, 

Opens,  illumines,  cheers  his  way. 

Discerns  the  immortal  from  the  brute, 

God's  image  from  the  mould  of  clay  f 

'T  is  Knowledge : — Knowledge  to  the  soul 

Is  power,  and  liberty,  and  peace ; 

And  while  celestial  ages  roll, 

Tlie  joys  of  Knowledge  shall  increase. 

Hail !  to  the  glorious  plan,  that  spread 
The  light  with  universal  beams. 
And  through  the  human  desert  led 
Truth's  living,  pure,  perpetual  streams. 
— Behold  a  new  creation  rise. 
New  spirit  breathed  into  the  clod, 
Wliere'er  the  ^-oice  of  Wisdom  cries, 
'  JEilan,  know  thyselC  and  fear  thy  God.' 


n 


A  DAUGHTER  TO  HER  MOTHER, 

ON  IIEE  BIETII'DAY,  NOVEMBER  25,  1811. 

This  the  day  to  me  roost  dear 
f n  the  changes  of  the  year ; 
Hpring,  the  fields  and  woods  adorning, 
tSoring  may  boast  a  gayer  morning ; 


Gild  the  mountains  and  the  ■treaMii 
Autumn,  through  the  twilight  vala^ 
Breathe  a  more  delicioua  galei 
Yet  thoogh  stem  November  reigiiik 
Wild  and  wintiy  o'er  the  ptaias, 
Never  does  the  rooming  rise 
Half  so  vrelcome  to  mine  eyes; 
Noontide  glories  never  shed 
Rays  so  beauteous  round  my  head ; 
Never  looks  the  evening*ecene 
So  encSiantingly  serene 
As  oo  this  returning  day. 
When,  in  spirit  npt  away, 
Jop  and  sorrows  I  have  known. 
In  the  years  fiir  ever  flown. 
Wake  at  every  sound  and  sight 
Reminisoenoe  of  delight. 
All  around  me,  all  above. 
Witnessing  a  Mother's  love. 

Love,  that  watch'd  my  eariy  yean 
With  conflicting  hopes  and  feaia ; 
Love,  that  through  life's  floweiy  May 
Led  my  childhood,  prone  to  stray ; 
Love,  that  still  directs  my  youih 
With  the  constancy  of  Truth, 
Heightens  every  bliss  it  sharosi 
Softens  and  divides  the  cares. 
Smiles  away  my  light  distreas. 
Weeps  for  jay,  or  tenderness : 
~-May  that  love,  to  latest  age. 
Cheer  my  earthly  pilgrimage; 
May  that  love,  or  death  vidorioiis. 
Rise  beyond  the  grave  more  glorioua ; 
Souls,  united  here,  would  be 
One  to  all  eternity. 

When  these  eyes,  from  native  night. 
First  unfolded  to  the  light, 
On  what  object,  fair  and  new. 
Did  they  Hx  their  fondent  view  f 
On  my  Mother's  smiling  mien ; 
All  the  mother  there  was  B(>cn. 
When  their  weary  lids  would  close. 
And  she  suncr  me  to  repose, 
F'ound  I  not  the  sweetest  rest 
On  my  Mother's  peaceful  brc^ast  ? 
When  my  tongue  from  hers  had  canght 
Sounds  to  utter  infant  thought. 
Readiest  then  what  accents  came  f 
Those  that  meant  my  Mother's  name. 
When  my  timid  feet  beinm 
Strongly  pleaded,  to  stand  or  run, 
T  was  my  Mother's  %-oice  and  eye 
Most  encouraged  roe  to  try, 
Sofo  to  run.  and  strong  to  stand. 
Holding  by  her  gentle  hand. 

Time  since  then  hath  deeper  made 
Unes,  where  j'outhful  dimples  play'd ; 
Yet  to  me  my  Mother's  face 
Wears  a  more  angelic  grace : 
And  her  tresses  thin  and  hoarv. 
Are  they  not  a  cn>uii  of  glory  f 
— Cruel  grieft  have  wrung  that  breath 
Once  my  Psradise  of  rest; 
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WUk  in  tlMM  I  betr  a  ptr^ 
Wmrmer  giofn  my  Mother^  IimiI^ 
Ckmr  our  afiectioai  tiriiie. 
Mine  with  ban,  and  hen  wilfa  mImw 
— Muiy  •  name,  linee  hen  I  knew. 
Have  I  krred  with  honor  doe^ 
Bat  no  name  ehall  be  mora  dear 
Than  my  Bfother^e  to  mine  ear. 
— Blany  a  hand  that  Fiiendihip  pUtfited 
HaTe  I  claq>*d,  with  all  deligfated. 
But  mora  iaithibl  none  can  be 
Than  my  Mother^!  hand  to  me. 

Thw  hy  erery  tie  endear'dt 
Thus  with  filial  raversnce  iear*d» 
Mother!  on  thii  day,  *tia  meet 
That,  with  ealutarion  sweet, 
I  dwuld  with  yon  yean  of  healtl^ 
Worldly  happinen  and  wealth. 
And  wh«i  good  old  age  ii  pest. 
Heaven's  eternal  peace  at  last ! 
Bat  with  these  I  inune  a  tow 
For  a  double  blessiiig  now ; 
One,  that  richly  shall  combine 
Year  felicity  with  mine ; 
One.  in  which,  with  aoul  and  Toice, 
Both  together  may  rajoice ; 
O  what  tkaU  that  blessing  bef 
—Dearest  Mother!  may  you  see 
AU  ^oar  prayen  fulfiU*d/<r  sie  / 


STANZAS, 

•?l  RKAMMI  Wl  TKasn  SNTlTLSn  **  UnaNATlON," 
waimCSf  BT  CHATTEETON,  A  FSW  DATS  BSTOllS 
Hlfl  HSLASCROLT  END. 

A  DTi!«o  swan  of  Pindus  sinp 

In  wildly-mournful  strains ; 

As  Death's  cold  fingera  snap  the  strings^ 

I  lis  sufiering  lyra  complains. 

Soft  as  the  mist  of  evening  wends 
Along  the  shadowy  vale ; 
Sod  as  in  stonns  the  moon  ascends, 
And  tunas  the  darkness  pale : 

So  soft  the  melting  numben  flow 
From  his  harmonious  lips ; 
So  sad  his  woe-wan  features  show, 
Just  iading  in  eclipse. 

The  Bard,  to  dark  despair  resign*d. 
With  his  expiring  art. 
Sings,  *midst  the  tempest  of  his  mind. 
The  shipwreck  of  his  heart 

If  Hope  still  seem  to  linger  nigh. 
And  hover  o'er  his  head. 
Her  pinions  are  loo  wenk  to  fly. 
Or  Hope  ere  now  had  ilod. 

Rash  Minstrel !  who  can  hear  thy  songs. 
Nor  long  to  share  thy  fire  ? 
Who  read  thine  erron  and  thy  wrongs. 
Nor  execrate  iho  lyro  ? 


The  lyra  that  sank  thee  to  the  gmreb 
When  burMing  into  bloom, 
That  lyra  the  power  to  Genhie  gave 
To  bkMom  in  the  tomK 

Yea ;— till  his  memoiy  ftU  with  ycui^ 
Shril  Time  thy  strains  redte ; 
And  while  thy  story  swelb  hie  tean^ 
Thy  song  shall  chaim  hia  ~' 


THE  WILD  ROSE. 

OR  PLUCKINO  ONE  LATE  IN  THE  MONTn  OV  OCTOBBl 

Tnou  bat  pale  promise  of  the  wanhig  yeai^ 

Poor  sickly  Rose!  what  dost  thoo  hera  f 

MHiy,  frail  flower!  so  lato  a  comer, 

Hast  Ihoa  slept  away  the  snmmerf 

Since  now,  in  Autumn's  sullen  raign. 

When  ev'iy  breeze 

Unrobes  the  trees. 

And  straws  their  annual  garmenli  oo  the  pbm 

Awaking  from  repose. 

Thy  Fairy  lids  imclose. 

FeeUe,  evanescent  flower. 
Smile  away  thy  sunless  hoar; 
Every  daisy,  in  my  walk. 
Scorns  thee  from  its  humbler  Malk 
Nothing  but  thy  form  disclosea 
Thy  descent  from  royal  rooes ; 
How  thine  ancestora  would  blosh 
To  behold  thee  on  their  bosh. 
Drooping  thy  dejected  heed 
Whera  their  bolder  bkaaoma  spraad. 
Withering  in  the  frosty  gale, 
Whera  their  fragrance  fill'd  the  vale! 

Last  and  meanest  of  thy  race. 

Void  of  beauty,  color,  grace ! 

No  bee  delighted  sips 

Ambrosia  ftom  thy  lips ; 

No  spangling  dew-drops  gem 

Thy  fine  elastic  stem ; 

No  living  lustra  glistens  o*er  thy  bloom. 

Thy  sprigs  no  verdant  leaves  adorn. 

Thy  bosom  breathes  no  exquisiie  perfume; 

But  pale  thy  countenance  ai  snow. 

While,  unconceal'd  below, 

AU  naked  glares  the  threatening  thorn. 

Around  thy  bcH,  o'er  mildew'd  leaves. 
His  ample  web  a  spider  weaves ; 
A  wily  rufllan,  gaunt  and  grim. 
His  labyrinthine  toib  he  spreads 
Pensile  and  light ; — ^bis  glosny  threads 
Bestraw'd  with  many  a  wing  and  limb, 
Even  in  thy  chalice  he  prepores 
His  deadly  poisoo  and  delusive  snares. 

While  I  pause,  a  vagrant  fly 
Giddily  comes  buixing  by ; 
Round  and  round,  on  viewiess  wings, 
Lo !  the  insect  wheeli  and  sings ; 
Closely  couch'd,  the  fiend  discovers, 
Sets  him  with  hw  sevenfold  eyes, 
And  while  o'er  the  verge  he  hovers. 
Seems  to  lascinate  his  priie 
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Am  dM  nakt*!  magnetic  giara 
Charmi  the  flittiiig  tribes  of  mr, 
TiU  tha  dife  enriJantmiwit  dimwi 
Deetined  vidiine  to  his  jawi. 


Now'ndac 
On  hie  6et  alighli  the  By; 
Ah!  bo  fMm  hinHalf  entangled. 
Hark!  be  poun  a  piteooi  eiy. 
Swift  as  Death's  own  anowa  dart; 
On  his  prey  the  spider  springs. 
Woonds  Ids  sider— with  deitenma  art 
Winds  the  web  aboat  his  wings; 
Quick  as  be  came,  reooiling  then. 
The  villain  ▼anishes  into  his  den. 
The  desperate  fly  pereeivcs  too  lata 
The  hastening  crisis  at  his  fioe ; 
Disaster  crowds  upon  disaster. 
And  eveiy  struggle  to  get  free 
Snaps  the  hopes  of  liberty. 
And  diawa  the  knots  of  bondage  (aster 

Afidn  the  spider  glides  along  the  Une; 

BUd,  nmmerer !  hold ; — the  game  ■  mine. 

— Gaptive!  unwam*d  by  danger,  go^ 

Frolic  awhile  in  light  and  air; 

Thy  fria  'tis  easy  to  fereshow. 

Preserved        to  perish  in  a  safer  snare! 

Spider,  thy  worthless  liie  I  spare ; 

Advice  on  thee  'twere  vain  to  spend. 

Thy  wicked  ways  thou  wilt  not  mendr— 

Then  hasto  thee,  spoiler,  mend  thy  net  t 

Wiser  than  I 

Must  be  yon  fly, 

If  he  escapes  thy  trammels  yet; 

Most  eagerly  the  trap  is  sought 

In  which  a  fool  has  once  been  caught 

And  thou,  poor  Rose !  whose  livid  leaves  expand, 

Cold  to  the  sun,  untempiing  to  the  hand, 

Bloom  unadmired, — unii\iured  die ; 

Thine  aspect,  squalid  and  foricnn. 

Insures  thy  peaceful,  dull  decay ; 

Hadst  thou  with  blushes  hid  thy  thorn. 

Grown  *'  sweet  to  sense  and  lovely  to  the  eye/ 

I  might  have  pluck'd  thy  flower. 

Worn  it  an  hour, 

**  I'hen  cast  it  like  a  loathsome  weed  away.** ' 


ON  FINDING  THE  FEATHERS  OF  A  LINNET 
■nATTEEED  ON  THE  GEOnNX).  IN  A  BOUTART  WALK. 

These  little  relics,  hapless  bird! 


»• 


That  strew  the  lonely  vale. 
With  silent  eloquence  record 
Tliy  melancholy  tale. 

Like  autumn's  leaves,  that  rustle  round 
From  every  withering  tree, 
These  plumes,  dishevell'd  o'er  the  ground. 
Alone  remain  of  thee. 

Some  hovering  kite's  rapacious  maw 
Hath  been  thy  timeless  grave ; 
No  pitying  eye  thy  murder  saw. 
No  friend  appeared  to  save. 

1  Ol«ray*8  OrpUm, 


Heavcnli  thmder  snite  dw  gnilty  flwl 
Noj    apaw  the  tftnfu  bMath. 
Till  wintry  winds,  and  frnine  daw, 
Aveofi  thf  flmd  daalb! 

But  every  Atdier  of  dnr  wfav 
Be  qnicken'd  wkan  it  lim. 
And  at  the  aoft  letam  of  apdag, 
A  flagrant  cowslip  rise ! 


pleaeorea  few* 


moment  flew. 


Few  were  thy  days,  flqr 
Simple  and  onconfined ; 
On  sonbeams  every 
Nor  left  a  care  behind. 

In  spiii^  to  build  thy  euikma  nes^ 
And  woo  thy  merry  bride, 
Carol  and  fly,  and  sport  and  reat. 
Was  all  thy  humble  pride. 

Happy  beyond  the  lot  of  king% 
Thy  bosom  knew  no  smart. 
Till  the  hist  pang,  that  tore  the  stringa 
From  thy  dissevered  heart. 

When  lato  to  secret  grids  a  prey, 
I  wander'd  stowly  here. 
Wild  from  the  copse  an  artless  lay, 
like  magic,  won  mine  ear. 

Perhaps  't  was  thy  last  evening  son|^ 
That  eiquisitoly  stole 
In  sweetest  melody  along, 
And  bamKHiized  my  souL 

Now,  blithe  musician !  now  no  more 
Thy  mellow  pipe  resounds. 
But  jarring  drums  at  distance  roar. 
And  yonder  howl  the  hounds : — 

The  hounds,  that  through  the  echoing  wood 
The  panting  hare  pursue : 
The  drums,  that  wake  the  cry  of  blood, 
— ^The  voice  of  Glory  too ! 

Here  at  my  feet  thy  frail  romaina. 
Unwept,  unburied,  lie, 
Uke  victims  on  embattled  plains, 
ForHiken  where  they  die. 


Yet  could  the  Muse,  whose  strains 
Thine  unregarded  doom. 
Enshrine  thoe  in  immortal  verse. 
Kings  should  not  scorn  ihy  tomb. 


Though  brief  as  thine  my  tuneful  date. 
When  wandering  near  this  spot. 
The  sad  memorials  of  thy  fiite 
Shall  never  be  ibrgoL 

While  doom'd  the  lingering  pangs  to  frel 
Of  many  a  nameless  fear. 
One  truant  sigh  from  these  1 11  steal. 
And  drop  one  willing  tear. 
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SONNET. 
TO  AniD& 


Tbb  more  diviiMlr  twnrilhl  Am  n^ 
Ijtdfl  of I^yvA noQHiiiiQf  bnnwii 
Waieh  o*er  thy  flkmai.  Md  nilk  m  W|«11i 
O  guAid  thy  oH&dta  puil^  of  hMiti 
At  erery  wfaitper  of  tmajhaloiu  Mut| 
Tho  lightMt  braotUnfi  of  onfaoUow'd  air 
ham'*  tender,  trembUng  hMbo  will  impoir, 
TUl  all  tho  light  of  innoconce  doport. 

TrtA  fitm  dw  boiom  of  an  Alpine  hiUL 
Yfhmk  tho  007  fiMintoin  iporklM  into  day, 
And  Minbeania  bathe  and  brighten  in  ita  riD* 
If  here  a  plant  and  there  a  flower,  in  p^y. 
Bending  to  aip,  the  little  channel  fill* 
It  obbib  and  langwiahei,  and  diea  away. 


SONNET. 


Utaldl  ftoB  dw  luHu  of  Pcirueh. 


SONNET. 

ON  TBI  nSGK  OP  FAMAOUaTA,  IH  TBI  MLABD  09 

cmya,  bt  tbi  tueki^  in  1571. 


laitrtwl  horn  dw  IttBaa  of 


darU^ 


LoNiLT  and  thooghtful  o*er  deserted  pUina^ 
I  paa  with  Nieianehoty  itepa  and  dow, 
Hfine  eyet  intent  to  ahon,  where'er  I  go, 
Hw  track  of  man : — from  him  to  hide  my  poina 
No  raluga  aave  the  wildemem  reroaint : 
Tho  eoriooi  muliiCudo  would  qoiekly  know, 
Amidit  afieeled  ■nilee,  the  cherith*d  woe 
That  wiingamy  boaom,  and  conanmeemy  Yoina. 

O  that  the  rocfci  and  slreom  of  solitude, 
The  vales  and  woods  alone,  my  grieA  mi^t 
But  paths,  however  secret,  wild  and  rude, 
'  find  not  Ooro  tormenting  passion  free; 
Where'er  I  wander,  still  by  Love  pursued. 
With  Uim  I  hold  communion.  He  with  Meu 


SONNET. 

ON  TBI  ntOB  OF  GINOA  BT  THE  FRK.NCH  AEMT  IN  16**. 


Lrthalsd  fhm  the  Itsliao  of  GMtans  PssMflnL 


UBEETT  BFEAKS. 


*■  Mr  native  Genoa !  if  with  tearless  eye. 
Prone  in  the  dust  thy  beauteous  form  I  aee, 
Thmk  not  thy  daughter's  heart  is  dead  to  thee ; 
T  were  treason,  O;  my  mother!  here  to  sigh. 
For  here,  majestir,  though  in  ashes,  lie 
Trophiee  of  valor,  skill,  and  oonstanry ; 
Here  at  earh  glance,  each  footstep.  I  deaeiy 
The  proud  memorials  of  tliy  love  to  mo. 

"  Conquest  to  noUe  suffering  lost  the  day. 
And  gl<«nfHis  was  thy  vengeance  on  the  foe, 
— He  saw  thee  perish,  yet  not  feel  the  btow.** 
Thfff  Liberty,  eiolting  on  her  way, 
Kiss'd  tho  dear  relies,  mouldering  as  they  by. 
And  cried>*  *'  in  nunaV  let/ — In  slavery?  Ih,* 


Twn  mfStk  die  Loid>-lB  wbon  ihaU  Cyprai  tnir 
With  all  her  crimes^  bar  lomiy,  and  prido  ? 
In  her  Toluptoooa  lovea  will  she  eoofida^ 
Ear  harkNi^ughten,  and  bar  qnaao  of  Inatf 
My  day  ia  oobm  whan  o'er  her  neck  hi  dial 
Vengeance  and  fiiiy  ahaO  triomphant  iki% 
Death  and  eapiivity  the  apoil  divide. 
And  Cyprai  pariah:— I  the  liiid  aajiMt 

Tlien  he  that  bon^t,  and  ho  that  aold  in  thaai. 
Thy  princely  merchanta,  shall  their  kaa  depknu 
BrotltofB  in  ruin  as  in  fiand  befera ; 
And  thoo,  who  madest  thy  rampart  of  the  «■• 
Less  by  thy  fcea  caat  down  than  cniih'd  kf  Mtl 
TVni,  Famagoata!  &11,  and  rise  no 


DEPARTED  DATS; 

A  BBAPaODT» 

ON  TtHTINO  FULNM;  IB 
WBIRI  TBI  AUTBOB  WAS  BBOOAn^ 

IN  TBI  aruNo  OF  180& 

Dati  of  my  childhood,  hail! 
Whose  gentle  spirits,  wanderiii(  iMfib 
Down  in  the  viskMtary  vale. 
Before  mine  eyes  appear. 
Benignly  pensive,  beaulifidly  pale; 
O  days  for  ever  fled,  for  ever  dear. 
Days  of  my  childhood,  hail ! 

Joys  of  my  eariy  houn : 

The  BwallowB  on  the  vrmg, 

Tlie  bees  among  the  fkm'tn. 

The  buuerflies  of  Bpring, 

Light  as  their  lovely  moments  flew. 
Were  not  more  gay.  more  innocent  than  yoa. 

And  fugitive  as  they, 

Like  butterflies  in  spring. 

Like  bees  among  the  flowerB, 

like  8%%'allowB  on  the  wing. 
How  Bwif>,  how  soon  ye  passed  away, 

Jo]rs  of  my  early  hopn ! 

The  loud  Atlantic  oceen. 

On  Scotland's  rugged  breast. 

Rocks,  with  harmonious  motioa, 

His  Di*eary  waves  to  rest. 

And  gleaming  round  her  emerald  ides, 

In  all  the  pomp  of  sun-set  smiles. 

On  that  romantic  shore 

My  parents  haiPd  their  first-bom  boy 

A  mother's  pangs  my  mother  bore, 

My  father  felt  a  frther's  joy : 

My  fother,  mother, — parents  now  no 

Beneath  the  Lion-Star  they  sleeps 

Beyond  the  western  deep. 

And  when  the  sun's  noon-glory  crests  the  wavea. 

He  shines  without  a  shadow  on  their  graves.* 

11a  ths  alsads  of  Bsibsdoos  sad  Tebsffo. 

^33 


^ 


MONTGOMERrS  POETICAL  WORK& 


Sweet  leee,  and  miiliiig  dioret ! 

When  DO  toniado-denioii  roen, 

Reewpbiing  that  oeJeetial  clime 

Where,  with  the  epiritB  of  the  bleit. 

Beyond  the  horricanee  of  Time, 

From  all  their  toQa  my  parent!  reat : 

There  ikiaa,  eternally  aerene, 

DiOuae  ambroaial  bahn 

Through  wylTva  Mea  iur  ever  green. 

O'er  aeaa  far  ever  calm ; 
While  iainii  «id  angela,  kindling  in  hia  raya, 
On  the  full  glory  of  the  Godhead  gaie» 
And  taste  and  prove,  in  that  tranaporting  ■; 
Joy  without  aorrow,  without  darkneM  light. 

light  without  daikneaa,  without  aonow  Joy, 
On  earth  are  all  unknown  to  man ; . 
Here,  while  I  roved,  a  heedleai  boy. 
Here,  while  through  paths  of  peace  I  ran. 
My  feet  were  vex*d  with  puny  anarea. 
My  boaom  along  with  imect-carea : 
But  ah!  what  light  and  litde  things 
An  diildhood*8  woes ! — they  break  no  reat ; 
like  dew-dropa  on  the  skylark's  wings. 
While  slumbering  in  lus  grassy  nest. 
Gone  in  a  moment,  when  he  springs 
Td  meet  the  mom  with  open  breast, 
Aa  o*er  the  eastem  hills  her  banners  glow. 
And  veird  in  mist  the  valley  sleeps  below. 

Like  him,  on  these  delightful  plains, 
I  tanght,  with  fearless  voice. 
Hie  echoing  woods  to  sound  my  strains, 
Tlie  mountains  to  r^ce. 
Hail !  to  the  trees  beneath  whose  shade. 
Rapt  into  worlds  unseen,  I  stray'd ; 
Hail!  to  tlie  stream  that  purl'd  along 
In  hoarse  accordance  to  my  song ; 
My  song,  that  pour'd  unccnsured  lays. 
Tuned  to  a  dying  Savior's  praise. 
In  numbers  simple,  wild  and  sweet. 
As  were  the  flowers  beneath  my  feet  ;— 
Those  flowers  are  dead. 
Those  numbers  fled, 
Tet  o'er  my  secret  thought. 
From  cold  ObIivion*s  silent  gloom, 
l^eir  music  to  mine  ear  is  brought. 
Like  voices  from  the  tomb. 

As  yet  in  this  untainted  breast 
No  baneful  paraion  bum'd. 
Ambition  hod  not  banish'd  rest, 
Nnr  Hope  had  earthward  tum'd ; 
Proud  Reason  still  in  shadow  lay, 
And  in  my  firmament  alone. 
Forerunner  of  the  day, 
I'he  dazzling  ntnr  of  wonder  shone. 
By  whose  enchanting  ray 
f  'reation  open'd  on  my  earliest  view. 
And  all  was  beautiful,  fur  all  was  new.  , 

T«io  swon  my  mind's  awakening  powers 

Made  the  liii:ht  slumbers  flee. 

Then  vanisli'd  with  the  golden  hours. 

The  moriiiiig  dreams  of  Infoncy; 
Sweet  wore  ihiwe  j^ltunhon*,  donr  thoi<c  dreanw  to  me; 
Ami  yet  to  moumfiii  Memory  lingering  here. 
Swaet  are  those  slumben,  and  thoae  dreams  arc  dear; 


For  hither,  fitm  my  native  clime. 
The  hand  that  leads  Orioo  fcrth, 
And  wfaeeb  Aretnma  nand  the  North, 
Bnnght  ma^  in  Life'a  emlling  prime : 
—Blest  be  that  hand  S— Whether  it  abed 
Mereiaa  or  judgments  oo  my  head. 
Extend  the  aoeptre  or  exalt  the  rod^ — 
Blaat  be  tfiat  hand !— Jt  ia  Ilia  hand  of  God. 


HOPE. 


bailatsdfton  dw  IisBsa  of  Sersfioo  AqidlsBo 


Hon,  unyielding  to  Despair. 
Springs  iiir  ever  fresh  and  fiiir , 
Earth's  serenest  prospecfa  fly, 
Hope's  enchantments  never  die. 

At  Fortune's  frown,  in  evil  hour. 
Though  honor,  wealth,  and  friends  depart 
She  cannot  drive,  with  all  her  power 
This  lonely  solace  from  the  heart : 

And  while  this  the  soul  sustaina. 

Fortune  still  unchanged  remaina  ; 

Wheresoe'er  her  wheel  she  guides, 

Hope  upon  the  circle  rides. 

The  Syrens,  deep  in  ocean'a  caves. 

Sing  while  abroad  the  tempests  roar. 

Expecting  soon  the  frantic  waves 

To  ripple  on  a  smiling  shore: 

In  the  whirlwind,  o'er  the  spray. 
They  behold  the  halcyon  play ; 
And  through  midnight  clouds  aftr, 
Hope  lights  up  tiic  monung  star. 

This  pledge  of  blira  in  future  ycara 

Makes  smooth  and  easj'  every  toil ; 

The  swain,  who  sowis  the  wxiste  with  lean* 

In  fiincy  reaps  a  teeming  soil  : 

What  though  mildew  blight  his  joy. 
Frost  or  flotxl  his  crops  destroy. 
War  compel  his  feet  to  mnm, 
Hope  still  carols  Har\'esi-IIoine! 

The  monarch  exiled  from  his  realm. 

The  slave  in  foiters  at  the  oar, 

The  seaman  sinking  by  the  helm. 

The  captive  on  his  diingcon-floor ; 

All  through  peril,  |rnin  and  death. 
Fondly  cling  to  parting  breath ; 
Glory,  freedom,  power,  are  past. 
But  the  dream  of  Hope  will  last 

Weary  and  faint,  with  sickness  worn. 
Blind,  lame,  and  deaf,  and  bent  wi*Ji  og«. 
By  man  the  load  of  life  is  bont-j 
To  his  last  iitep  of  pilgriin%R 

Though  the  branch  no  lo'iger  s!aX4. 

Vigor  lincers  at  the  root, 

And  in  Winter's  drearlcf.l  day, 

Hope  ibrctcns  retunr'ng  May 

When,  wnmc;  with  gui't  the  wretrli  *  <  c  .a  rod 
His  gloomy  dnj-s  in  sudden  night, 
Ho|w  comes,  on  unexpected  frienJ, 
To  win  him  back  to  hAtd  light. 
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•HoU!"  theeriat;  uid  fitNU  fall  iMUid 
PlociDi  the  ■uiddal  brand ; 
•*  Now  awail  •  happier  dooa* 
Hope  will  cheer  thee  to  the  taabb" 

When  Tirtue  droope,  M  oomfiirli  ftily 
And  iore  afflicdone  preii  the  nund* 
Sweet  Hope  prolongi  her  pleaamg  tale. 
Till  all  the  world  again  looka  kindi 
Roond  the  good  man*i  dying  bed* 
Where  the  wreck  of  Nature  apiead, 
Hope  would  set  hie  ipirit  fiee^ 
Crying— «^  Immortality  \ " 


A  MOTHER'S  LOVE. 

A  Morma'a  Love^— how  aweet  the 

What  it  a  Mother*i  loire  f 
^A  noble,  pure,  and  tender  flame* 

Enkindled  from  above, 
To  blew  a  heart  of  earthly  mould; 
Hie  warmnt  love  that  can  grow  cold ; 

Thie  ii  a  Mother's  Loveb 

To  brii^  a  helplcM  babe  to  light, 

Then,  while  it  liei  ibrlom. 
To  gaae  upon  that  dearest  sight, 

And  feel  henelf  new>bom. 
In  iiB  eiietence  loeo  her  own. 
And  live  and  breathe  in  it  alone ; 
is  a  Mother's  Love. 


Ili  weakness  in  her  arms  to  bear ; 

To  cherish  on  her  breast. 
Feed  it  Ooro  Love's  own  fountain  there. 

And  loll  it  there  to  rest ; 
Then  while  it  slumbers  watch  its  bfeath. 
As  if  to  guard  from  instant  death; 

This  ie  a  Mother's  Love. 

To  mark  its  growth  from  day  to  day, 

Its  opening  channs  admire. 
Catch  from  its  eye  the  earliest  ray 

Of  iniellectiial  fire ; 
TV)  smile  and  listen  while  it  talks. 
And  lend  a  Anger  when  il  walks; 

This  is  a  Mother's  Love. 

And  can  a  Mother's  love  grow  cold  f 

Can  she  forgot  her  boy  7 
His  pleading  innocence  behold. 

Nor  Hcep  for  prief — for  joy  7 
A  Mtichrr  may  forget  her  child. 
While  uulvcs  devour  it  on  the  wild ; 

— Is  this  a  Mother's  Love  f 

Ten  thousand  voices  answer  ''No!" 
Ye  clasp  your  babes  aitd  kiss ; 

Your  bosoins  yearn,  your  eyes  o'eiflow; 
Yet.  ah !  remember  this ; 

The  in&nt,  rear'd  akme  for  earth. 

May  live,  may  die, — to  cune  his  birth ; 
—Is  tkU  a  Blother's  Love  \ 

A  parent's  heart  may  prove  a  snare ; 

The  child  she  loves  so  well, 
Her  hand  may  lead,  with  gentlest  care^ 

0Bwn  the  mooth  road  to  hell ; 


Nourish  its  fiamer^ealniy  Hi  mlDd  i 
Thus  do  the  blind  mislead  the  hlind. 
Even  with  a  Mother's  Lova. 

Blest  infant!  whom  his  mother  taught 

Early  to  seek  the  Lord, 
And  pour'd  upon  his  dawning  thought 

The  day-spring  of  the  word ; 
This  was  the  lesson  to  her  son^ 
—Time  is  Eternity  begun : 

Behold  that  Mother's  bve.* 

Blest  Mother !  who,  in  wiadom'b  path. 

By  her  own  parent  trod. 
Thus  taught  her  son  to  flee  the  wrath. 

And  know  the  ftar  of  God  t 
Ah !  youth,  like  him  mtjay  your  primeb 
Begin  Etomity  in  time, 

Taught  by  that  Mother's  Lore. 

Thai  Mother^s  Love !— how  sweet  tlia 

What  waa  that  Blother's  Love  f 
—The  noUeet,  purest,  tendereat  flame. 

That  kmdles  ftom  above 
Within  a  heart  of  earthly  mould. 
As  much  of  heaven  as  heart  can  holdt 
Nor  through  etomity  grows  cold  x 
TkiM  was  that  Mother's  lore 


THE  TIME-PIECE 

Who  is  Jfe,  so  swiftly  flying. 
His  career  no  eye  can  see  f 
Who  are  TAey,  so  early  dymg; 
From  their  birth  they  eeaee  to  bef 
Time  >--behold  his  pictured  &ce ! 
Moments :— can  yon  count  their 


f 


Though,  with  aspect  deep^issembUn^ 
Here  he  feigns  unoonscioos  sleep, 
Round  and  round  this  circle  trembling. 
Day  and  night  his  symbols  creeps 
While  unseen,  through  earth  and  iky. 
His  unwearying  pinkos  ply. 

Hark!  what  petty  pulses,  beatings 
Spring  new  moments  into  light ; 
Every  pulse,  its  stroke  repeating, 
Sends  its  moment  back  to  night ; 
Yet  not  one  of  all  the  train 
Comes  uncall'd.  or  flits  in  ^-ain. 

In  the  highest  realms  of  gkiry. 
Spirits  trace,  before  the  throne. 
On  eternal  scrolls,  the  story 
Of  each  little  moment  floivn , 
Kveiy  deed,  and  word,  and  thuaght 
Through  the  whole  creation  wrought 

Were  the  volume  of  a  minnto 
Thus  to  mortal  sight  unroll'd. 
More  of  sin  and  sorrow  in  it. 
More  of  man,  might  we  behold. 
Than  on  History's  broadest  page 
In  the  relics  of  an  age. 


I  STun  c  i,  V.  Sb  sod  c  iii,  V.  14  1&. 
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VVlio  oould  bear  the  reyelatioa  t 
Who  abide  the  sudden  test  7 
— With  instinctive  oonsteniation 
Hands  would  cover  every  breast, 
Loudest  tmigues  at  onoe  be  hnsh'dt 
Pride  in  all  its  writhings  cnish'd. 

Who,  with  leer  malign  eiploring. 
On  his  neighbor's  shame  durst  look? 
Would  not  each,  intensely  poring 
On  that  record  in  the  book, 
Which  his  inmost  soul  reveard. 
Wish  iia  leaves  lor  ever  seal'dt 

Seal'd  they  are  ibr  years,  and  ages^ 
Till. — the  earth's  last  circuit  run. 
Empire  changed  through  all  its  stages* 
Risen  and  set  the  latest  sunr— 
On  the  sea  and  on  the  land 
Shall  a  midnight  Angel  stand : 

Stand— and,  while  the  abysses  tremble. 
Swear  that  Time  shall  be  no  more : 
Quick  and  Dead  shall  then  assemble^ 
Men  and  Demons  range  before 
That  tremendous  judgment-seat. 
Where  both  worlds  at  issue  meet. 

Time  himself,  with  all  his  legions. 
Days,  MonlhSt  Year*,  since  Nature's  birth. 
Shall  revive, — and  from  all  regions* 
Singling  out  the  sons  of  earth, 
Widi  their  glory  or  disgrace. 
Charge  their  spenders  &ce  to  &ce. 

Every  moment  of  my  being 
Then  shall  pass  before  mine  eyes : 
— God,  all-searching !  God.  all-seeing ! 
Oh !  appease  thenv  ere  they  rise ; 
vVam'd  1  fly,  I  fly  to  Thee : 
God  be  merciful  to  me ! 


STANZAS 

TO  THE  MKMOEY  OF  THE  REV.  THOMAS  SrENCER,  OF 
f  JVERPOOL,  WHO  WAS  DEOWNEX>,  WHILE  BATHING 
IN  THE  TIDE,  ON  THE  5tH  OF  AUGUIT,  1811,  IN 
HIS  2l8T  YEAl. 


rbf  way  L<i  in  the  sea,  and  thy  path  in  the  great  watera ;  and 
thy  footstept  ait  not  known. — Psalm  IxzviL  19. 

I  WILL  not  sing  a  mortal's  praise ; 
To  Thee  I  consecrate  my  lays. 

To  whom  my  powers  belong! 
These  gifts  upon  thine  altar  strown, 
O  God !  accept— accept  thine  own ; 
My  giAs  are  Thine, — be  Thine  alone 

The  glory  of  my  aong. 

In  earth  and  ocean,  tky  and  air. 
All  that  is  eiccUent  and  fair. 

Seen,  felt,  or  undemtood. 
From  one  eternal  cause  descends. 
To  one  eternal  centre  tends. 
With  God  begins,  continues,  ends. 

The  source  and  stream  of  good. 


I  worship  not  the  Son  at  noom. 

Hie  wandering  Stars,  the  changing  Moon, 

The  Wind,  the  FkxMl,  the  FlaoMi 
I  will  not  bow  the  votive  knee 
To  Wisdom,  Virtue,  liberty ; 
**  There  im  no  God  but  God,"  for  ma, 

Jehovah  is  his  name. 

Him  through  all  nature  I  explore. 
Him  in  his  creatures  I  adore, 

Around,  beneath,  above ; 
But  clearest  in  the  human  mind. 
His  bright  resemblance  when  I  find. 
Grandeur  with  purity  combined, 

I  most  admire  and  love. 

Oh !  there  was  One^ — on  earth  awhila 
Ha  dwelt ; — but  transient  as  a  smile 

That  turns  into  a  tear. 
His  beauteous  image  pass'd  us  by ; 
He  came,  like  lightning,  from  the  d[j, 
He  seem'd  as  dazzling  to  the  eye, 

As  prompt  to  disappear. 

Mild,  in  his  undisserobling  mien, 
Were  genius,  candor,  meekneas  seen ; 

The  lips,  that  loved  the  truth; 
The  single  eye,  whose  glance  sublime 
Look'd  to  eternity  through  time ; 
The  soul,  whose  hopes  were  wont  to  dSmh 

Above  the  joys  of  youth. 

Of  Old,  before  the  lamp  grew  darl^ 
Reposing  near  the  curtain'd  ark, 

'The  child  of  Hannah's  prayer 
Heard,  through  the  temple's  silent  round, 
A  living  voice,  nor  knew  the  sound 
That  thrice  alarm'd  him,  ere  he  found 

The  Lord,  who  chose  him  there.* 

Thus  early  call'd,  and  strongly  moved, 
A  prophet  from  a  child,  approved, 

Spencer  his  oouree  began ; 
From  strength  to  strength,  from  grace  to  grere 
SwiAest  and  foremost  in  the  race. 
He  carried  victory  in  his  face ; 

He  triumphed  as  he  ran. 

How  short  his  day ! — the  glorious  priaa. 
To  our  slow  hearts  and  fiuling  eyea. 

Appeared  too  quickly  wtMi : 
— The  warnur  rush'd  into  the  field 
With  arm  invincible  to  wield 
The  Spirit's  swurd,  the  Spirit's  shield. 

When,  lu !  the  fight  was  done. 

The  loveliest  star  of  evening's  train 
Sets  early  in  the  western  main. 

And  leaves  the  world  in  night ; 
The  brightest  star  of  momii^'s  host. 
Scarce  ritten,  in  brighter  beama  is  loat| 
Thus  sunk  his  form  on  ocean's 

Thus  sprang  his  soul  to  Ught. 


I  1  Saau  chap.  8L 
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Wko  thill  forUd  Uie  •y  to  wtmp, 
ThM  nw  him,  fiom  the  imvening  d«ep^. 

Plook'd  like  the  lion's  prey  t 
For  ever  bow'd  his  honor'd  head, 
Hie  spirit  in  a  moment  fled. 
The  heart  of  friendship  cold  and  dea^t 

The  limbs  a  wreath  of  clay ! 

Revolving  his  mysterious  lot, 

I  mourn  him,  but  I  praise  him  not; 

Glory  to  God  be  given. 
Who  sent  him,  like  the  radiant  bow. 
His  covenant  of  peace  to  show. 
Athwart  the  breaking  storm  to  glow 

Then  vanish  into  heaven. 

O  Church !  to  whom  that  youth  is  dear, 
The  Angel  of  thy  mercies  here, 

Behold  the  path  he  trod, 
•*  A  milky  way  **  through  midnight  skies 
—Behold  the  grave  in  which  he  lies. 
Even  from  this  dust  thy  prophet  cries, 
**Frepare  to  meet  thy  God." 


HUMAN  LIFE. 


Job,  chap.  riv. 


How  few  and  evil  are  thy  days, 
Man,  of  a  woman  bom ! 
Trouble  and  peril  haunt  thy  ways 
—Forth  like  a  flower  at  mom. 
The  tender  infant  springs  to  light. 
Youth  bloewoms  with  the  breeze. 
Age,  withering  age,  is  crept  ere  night ; 
•—Man  like  a  shadow  flees. 

And  dost  Thou  look  on  such  a  one  ? 

Will  God  to  judgment  call 

A  worm,  for  what  a  worm  hath  done 

Against  the  Lord  of  all  f 

As  fail  the  waters  from  the  deep. 

As  summer  brooks  run  dr>*, 

Man  lieih  down  in  dreamless  sleep; 

—Our  liib  is  vanity. 

Man  lieth  down,  no  more  to  wake. 

Till  yonder  arching  sphere 

Shall  with  a  roll  of  thunder  break. 

And  nature  disappear. 

—Oh !  hide  nie,  till  thy  wrath  be  past. 

Thou,  who  canst  kill  or  b\\c  ; 

Hide  me,  where  hope  may  anchor  &st 

In  my  Redeemer's  grave 


THE  VISIBLE  CREATION. 

Tbk  God  of  Nature  and  of  Grace 
In  all  his  wt>rki  appears ; 
Hia  goodness  through  the  earth  we  trace. 
His  grandeur  in  the  spheres. 

Behold  this  fair  and  fertile  globe. 

By  Him  in  wisdom  plann'd ; 

^  vras  He,  who  girded  Uke  a  robci 

The  ocean  round  the  land. 

43  9D 


lift  to  the  fiimameiit  your  eye; 
Thither  his  path  pursue ; 
His  glory,  boundless  as  tlie  sky, 
O'erwhelma  the  wondering  view. 


He  bows  the  heavens— ^e  nKrantaim  atol 

A  high-vray  ibr  their  God ; 

He  walks  amidst  the  desert-knd, 

— ^Tis  Eden  where  He  trad. 

The  forests  in  his  strength  rejoice; 
Hark !  on  the  evening  breeze. 
As  once  of  old,  the  Lord  God*s  voic6 
Is  heard  amHig  the  trees. 

Here  on  the  hills  He  feeds  his  herds, 
His  flocks  on  yonder  plains ; 
His  praise  is  warbled  by  the  birds; 
— O  jould  we  catch  their  strains .' 

Mount  with  the  lark,  and  bear  our  song 
Up  to  the  gates  of  light. 
Or  with  the  nightingale  prolong 
Our  numbers  through  the  night! 

In  every  stream  his  bounty  flows 
Diflusing  joy  and  wealth ; 
In  every  breeze  his  spirit  blows  - 
— ^The  breath  of  life  and  health 

His  blessings  fiill  in  plenteous  showen 
Upon  the  lap  of  earth. 
That  teems  with  foliage,  fruit,  and  flowidi^ 
And  rings  with  iniknt  mirth. 

If  God  hath  made  this  world  so  lair. 
Where  sin  and  death  abound ; 
How  beautiful  beyond  compare 
WUl  Paradise  be  found ! 


80NNET. 


ImitatBd  ftoBB  the  Italian  of  Gaetaaa 


Ir  in  the  field  I  meet  a  smiling  flovrer» 
Melhinks  it  whispers,  **  God  created  me. 
And  I  to  Him  devote  my  little  hour, 
In  kmely  sweetness  and  humility.** 
It,  where  the  forest's  darkest  shadows  lovrer, 
A  serpent  quick  and  venomous  I  see, 
It  seems  to  say, — **  I,  too,  extol  the  power 
Of  Him,  who  caused  me,  at  his  will,  to  ba.** 

The  fountain  purling,  and  the  river  strong. 
The  rocks,  the  trees,  the  mountains,  raise  one  aong ( 
"  Glory  to  God  !'*  re-echoes  in  mine  ear : — 
Faithless  were  I,  in  wilful  error  blind, 
Did  I  not  Him  in  all  his  creatures  fmd. 
His  voice  through  heaven,  and  earth,  and  ocean 


SONNET. 


laiUled  fron  Um  Iiahan  of  (iiaaitMUitta  CoO^ 


I  SAW  the  eternal  God,  in  rolios  of  light. 
Rise  from  his  throne,— to  judgment  forth  He 
His  presence  paas'd  bef(>re  me,  like  the  flame 
That  fires  the  forest  in  the  depth  of  night , 
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Whiriwind  and  ■tonn,  ftmAaenieiu  and  afflriglit. 
Comp— *d  his  path,  and  ihook  all  Nature*!  frame. 
Whan  ffom  the  heaven  of  heavens,  with  loud  acelaim, 
TV>  earth  be  winged  his  instantaneous  flight 

Am  aome  triumphal  oak,  whose  boughs  have  spread 
Their  changing  foliage  thiough  a  ihoosand  yean, 
Bows  to  the  rushing  wind  its  glorious  bead, 
*rhe  universal  arch  of  yonder  spherss 
Sunk  with  the  pressure  of  its  Maker's  tread, 
And  earth's  finmdatkxis  quaked  with  mortal  feais. 


80NNET. 

Tm  OIUCIPIXION. 


Imitated  from  lbs  Italian  of  CretoenibU. 


f  ASK*D  the  Heavens—**  What  fi>e  to  God  hath  done 
This  unexampled  deed  f** — ^The  Heavens  exclaim, 
**  T  was  Man ; — and  we  in  horror  snatch*d  the  sun 
From  such  a  spectacle  of  guilt  and  shame." 

I  Mk*d  the  Sea ; — the  Sea  in  fury  boil'd, 
Andanswer'd  with  his  voice  of  storms, — **  TwasMon; 
My  waves  in  panic  at  his  crime  recoil*d, 
Disclosed  the  abyss,  and  from  the  centre  ran." 

I  Mk'd  the  Earth ; — ^the  Earth  replied  ag^iast, 
*«  T  was  man  ;—«nd  such  strange  pangs  my  bosom  rent. 
That  still  I  groan  and  shudder  at  the  past" 
—To  Man,  gay,  smiling,  thoughtless  Man,  I  went. 
And  aak'd  him  next : — He  tum'd  a  scornful  eye. 
Shook  his  proud  head,  and  deign'd  me  no  reply. 


THE  BIBLE. 

What  is  the  world  f — A  wildering  maze. 
Where  Sin  hath  tracked  ten  thousand  ways, 

Her  victims  to  ensnare ; 
All  broad,  and  winding,  and  aslope. 
All  tempting  i^ith  pervious  hope. 

All  ending  in  despair. 

Millions  of  pilgrims  throng  those  roads. 
Bearing  their  baubles,  or  their  loads, 

Down  to  eternal  night : 
"Che  humble  path,  that  never  bends. 
Narrow,  and  rough,  and  sleep,  ascends 

From  darkness  into  light. 

Is  there  a  (jdde  to  show  that  path  f 
The  Bible : — He  alone,  who  hath 

The  Bible,  need  not  stray : 
y^et  he  who  hath,  and  will  not  give 
That  heavenly  Guide  to  all  that  live. 

Himself  shall  lose  the  way. 


INSTRUCTION. 

fnoM  heoven  descend  the  dn»ps  of  dew, 
From  heaven  the  gracious  showers, 
(•Earth's  uinier^ospert  to  renew. 
Awl  clothe  the  spring  with  flowers; 


From  heaven  the  beama  of 
That  melt  the  gloon  of 
From  heaven  the  evening 
Health,  fivgrance,  and  deligfat 


Lika  genial  dew,  like  fertile  showen^ 

The  words  of  wiadom  ftll. 

Awaken  man's  unconscious  powers. 

Strength  out  of  weakneas  call : 

like  rooming  beama  they  strike  tha  mind. 

Its  loveliness  reveal ; 

And  aofrer  than  the  evening  wind. 

The  wounded  spirit  heaL 

As  dew  and  rain,  aa  lif^t  and  air. 
From  heaven  Instruction  came ; 
The  waste  of  Nature  to  repair. 
Kindle  a  sacred  flame ; 
A  flame  to  puriiy  the  earth. 
Exalt  her  sons  on  high. 
And  train  them  ibr  their  aecond  birth, 
— ^Their  birth  bejrond  the  aky. 


Albion  !  on  every  human  soul. 
By  thee  be  knowledge  shed. 
Far  as  the  ocean-wateia  roll. 
Wide  as  the  shores  are  spread : 
Truth  makes  thy  children  free  at 
Oh !  that  thy  flag,  unfuri'd. 
Might  shine,  where'er  thy  chiMreo 
Truth's  banner,  round  the  world. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  SOLDIER. 


Occasioned  by  the  Sudden  Dftsth  of  the  Rot. 
aAer  bavins  declared,  in  hii  last  Sennoo.  on  a 
evoninff.  that  he  hopod  to  die  aa  an  old  loklicr  of  J4 
with  bn  iword  in  his  hand. 


*'  Servant  of  God !  well  done ; 

Rest  from  thy  loved  employ ; 

The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won, 

pjitor  thy  Master's  joy." 

— The  voice  at  midnight  came ; 

lie  started  up  to  hear. 

A  mortal  arrow  pierced  his  (rama. 

He  fell, — but  felt  no  fear. 

Tmnqiiil  amidat  alarms. 
It  tbund  liim  in  the  Hold. 
A  veteran  slumbering  on  his  arms, 
licnoath  his  red-cross  shield : 
llin  sword  was  in  his  hand. 
Still  wann  with  recent  fight; 
Hcndy  that  moment,  at  command. 
Through  rock  and  steel  lo  smite. 

It  was  a  two-edged  blade, 

Of  heavenly  tem|)er  keen ; 

And  double  were  the  wx>iHids  it  made. 

Where'er  it  smote  between : 

T  was  death  to  sin ; — 't  was  lift 

To  nil  that  nioum'd  for  sin ; 

It  kindled  and  it  silenced  strife. 

Made  war  and  peace  within. 
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Oft  wiik  in  teqr  ftfoe 
Hit  «nn  ^id  qveU'd  the  foe, 
And  laid,  raoiUaH  in  hit  ooune, 
The  aUen-emiee  low. 
Bent  OQ  tach  gloriout  loib. 
The  world  to  him  wu  Iom  ; 
Yet  ell  hie  tfophiee,  ell  hk  epoile* 
He  hung  upon  the  cron. 

At  midnight  came  the  ciy, 

** To  meet  thy  God  prepera !*' 

He  woke^— end  caught  hk  CapCam'i  eje; 

Then*  etiong  in  fiuth  and  piayer, 

Hie  ■pint,  with  a  bound. 

Bunt  ita  encumbering  day ; 

His  tent,  at  eun-riee,  on  the  ground, 

A  darken'd  ruin  lay. 

Hie  paint  of  death  are  patt. 
Labor  and  lorrow  ceate. 
And  hfe'e  long  warfare  ck»ed  at  laet. 
His  aoul  k  (bond  in  peace. 
Soldier  of  Chriit !  well  done; 
Praiee  be  thy  new  employ ; 
And,  while  eternal  ages  run. 
Rest  in  thy  Savior's  joy. 


ON  THE  ROYAL  INFANT, 

•TTLLrBOElf,  NOT.  5,  1817. 

A  THS02I1  on  earth  awaited  thee ; 

A  nuioo  long'd  to  see  thy  face. 

Heir  to  a  glorious  ancestry, 

And  frther  of  a  mightier  race. 

Vain  hope!  that  throne  thou  most  not  fill; 

Thee  may  that  nation  ne'er  behold ; 

Thine  ancient  house  is  heirless  still. 

Thy  line  shall  never  be  unroU'd. 

Yet  while  we  mourn  thy  flight  from  earth. 
Thine  was  a  dratiny  sublime  ; 
Caught  up  to  Paradixo  in  birth, 
Pluck'd  l]^  Etoniity  from  Time. 

The  Mother  know  hrr  oflkpring  dead : 
Oh !  was  it  grief,  or  wos  it  love. 
That  broke  her  heart  ? — The  spirit  fled 
To  seek  her  nameless  child  above. 

I^  by  hti  natal  star,  she  trod 
The  path  to  heaven : — the  meeting  there, 
And  how  they  stood  before  their  God, 
The  day  of  judgment  shall  declare. 


A  MIDNIGHT  THOUGHT. 

In  a  land  of  strange  delight. 
My  transported  spirit  stray *d, 
I  avt'ake  where  all  i«  night, 
—Silence,  solitude,  and  shade. 

Is  the  dream  of  Nnfiire  ftewn  T 
U  tlie  universe  destroy *d, 
Man  eitinrt,  and  I  alone 
Breathing  through  the  formless  voidf 


No>— iBjr  loal,  in  God  itqoiee; 
Through  the  gloom  his  l%ht.|  im^ 
In  the  silence  hear  hk  voice. 
And  his  hand  is  over  me. 

When  I  slumber  in  the  tonb^ 
He  will  guard  my  lesting-plaoe ; 
Fearless  in  the  day  of  doom. 
May  I  stand  be^Nre  hia  iaoe! 


A  NIGHT  m  A  &TAGG<X)ACH, 

BBIlfO  A  MKOITATION  ON  TBI  WAT  BETWEIH  hOttWM 

AND  aaisTOL,  sxPT.  23, 1815. 

I  TEAVSL  all  the  irksome  night, 

By  ways  to  me  onknown ; 
I  travel,  like  a  biid  in  flight. 

Onward,  and  all  alone. 

In  vain  I  close  my  weary  eyei, 
They  vnll  not,  cannot  sleep. 
But,  like  the  watchers  of  the  skiei. 

Their  twinkling  vigils  keep. 

My  thoughts  are  wandering  wild  and  far; 

From  earth  to  heaven  they  dart; 
Now  wing  their  flight  from  star  to  star. 

Now  dive  into  my  heart 

Backward  they  roll  the  tide  of  time. 
And  hve  through  vanish'd  years ; 

Or  hold  their  **  colloquy  sublime** 
With  future  hopes  aiid  fears ; — 

Then  passing  joys  and  present  vroes 
Chase  through  my  troubled  mind; 

Repose  still  seeking. — but  repose 
Not  for  a  moment  find. 

So  3ronder  lone  and  lovely  moon 

Gleams  on  the  clouds  gone  by. 
Illumines  those  around  her  noon. 

Yet  westward  points  her  eye. 

Nor  wind  nor  flood  her  course  delay. 
Through  heaven  I  see  her  glide ; 

She  never  pauses  on  her  way. 
She  never  turns  aside. 

With  anxious  heart  and  throbbing  brain 
Strength,  patience,  spirits  gone. 

Pulses  of  fire  in  every  vein. 
Thus,  thus  I  journey  on. 

But  soft ! — in  Nature*s  &iling  hour 

Up  springs  a  breeae, — ^I  feel 
Its  balmy  breath,  its  cordial  power, 

— ^A  power  to  soothe  and  heal. 

Lo !  grey,  and  gold,  and  crimson  streaks 

The  gorgeous  east  adorn. 
While  o*er  the  empurpled  mountain  breaks 

The  glory  of  the  morn. 

Insensibly  the  stars  retire. 

Exhaled  like  drops  of  dew ; 
No\v  through  an  arrh  of  living  fire. 

The  tm  comes  forth  lo  view. 
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The  hilli,  die  Talat,  the  wMera  bam 

With  his  enkindliiig  rayi, 
No  pocxier  toneh'd  than  th^  ratam 

A  tributary  bk». 

Hii  quickening  light  on  ne  deteendi^ 
Uii  cheering  warmth  I  own; 

Upward  to  him  my  ipirit  tends, 
But  woithipi  God  alone. 


0  that  on  me,  widi  bearai  benign, 
Hifl  countenance  would  turn ! 

1  too  ■houU  then  arise  and  thine, 
— Ariae,  and  ihine,  and  bum. 

Slowly  I  FiiM  my  languid  head ; 

Pain  and  loul-ackneH  oeaie^ 
The  phantoma  of  dismay  are  fled, 

And  health  leCuraa,  and  peace. 

Where  ia  the  beauty  of  the  scene. 

Which  silent  night  displayed  ? 
The  clouds,  the  stais,  the  blue  serene, 

The  moving  light  and  shade! 

All  gone ! — the  moon,  erewhile  so  bright, 

Veil'd  with  a  dusky  shroud. 
Seems,  in  the  sun*s  o'erpowering  light 

The  Dtagment  of  a  doud. 

At  length,  I  reach  my  journey's  end ; 

— WelcoBM  that  well-known  fiioe! 
I  meet  a  brother  and  a  friend ; 

I  find  a  resting-place. 

Just  such  a  i»Igrimage  is  life ; 

Hurried  from  stage  to  stage. 
Our  wishes  with  our  lot  al  strife, 

Tlirough  childhood  lo  old  age. 

The  world  is  seldom  what  it  seems ; — 

To  man,  who  dimly  sees. 
Realities  appear  as  dreams, 

And  dreams,  realities. 

The  Christian's  years,  though  slow  their  flight, 

Wlien  he  is  call'd  away ; 
Are  but  the  watches  of  a  night. 

And  death  the  dawn  of  day. 


THE  REIGN  OF  SPRING. 

Who  loves  not  Spring's  voluptuous  hours, 
The  carnival  of  binis  and  flowers  7 
Yet  who  would  choose,  however  dear. 
That  Spring  should  revel  all  the  year  ? 
—Who  loves  not  Summer's  splendid  reign, 
The  bridal  of  the  earth  and  main  7 
Yet  who  would  choose,  however  bright, 
A  ilog-dav  noon  without  a  night  f 
-  -Who  loves  not  Autumn's  joyous  round, 
When  com,  and  wine,  and  oil  abound  ? 
Yet  who  would  choose,  however  gay, 
A  year  of  unrenewed  decay  ? 
— Who  loves  not  Winter's  awful  form  7 
The  sphere-bora  music  of  the  storm  7 


Tet  who  would  choose,  how  gnnd 
The  shortest  day  to  last  fiir  eYerff 


'T  was  in  that  age  renown'd. 
When  all  yv9»  true  that  Eaop  wioi*  ; 
And  in  that  land  of  &ir  Ideal, 
Where  all  that  poets  dream  is  mal  | 
Upon  a  day  of  annoal  Mate, 
The  Seasons  met  in  high  debate. 
There  blush'd  young  Spring  in 
BUthe  Summer  look'd  a  gorgeoos  bridab 
BiakI  Autumn  moved  with  matroD-fnea. 
And  beldame  Winter  pnned  her  &oe. 
Dispute  grew  wild ;  all  talk'd  together; 
The  four  at  once  made  wondiooa  weafW 
Nor  one  (whate'er  the  rest  had  showii)» 
Heard  any  reason  but  her  own. 
While  each  (for  nothing  else  was  deai)^ 
Claim'd  the  whoto  circle  of  the  yeae. 

Spring,  in  pos»ewion  of  the  field, 
Compeird  her  sisteis  soon  to  ]rield ; 
They  part, — resolved  elsewhere  to  try 
A  twelvemonth's  empire  of  the  wky  ; 
And  calling  off  their  airy  legiooa, 
Alighted  in  adjacent  regions. 
Spring  o'er  the  eastern  champaign  ■iiilad 
Fell  Winter  ruled  the  northern  wild ; 
Summer  pursued  the  sun's  red  car. 
But  Autumn  loved  the  twilight  atar. 

As  Spring  parades  her  new  domam. 
Love,  Beauty,  Pleasure,  bold  her  tmin; 
Her  footsteps  wake  the  flowers 
That  start,  and  blush,  and  sweetly 
Her  gales  on  nimble  pinions  rove. 
And  shake  to  foliage  every  grove ; 
Her  voice,  in  dell  and  thicket  heard, 
Cbeera  on  the  nest  the  mother-bird  ; 
The  ice-lock'd  streams,  as  if  they  felt 
Her  touch,  to  liquid  diamond  melt; 
The  Iambs  around  her  bleat  and  play ; 
The  serpent  flings  his  slough  away. 
And  shines  in  orient  colon  dight, 
A  flexile  ray  of  living  light 
Nature  unbinds  her  wintry  shroud, 
(As  the  sod  sunshine  melts  the  cloud). 
With  infant  gambols  sports  along. 
Bounds  into  youth,  and  soars  in  song. 
The  mom  iinpearls  her  locks  with  dew; 
Noon  spreads  a  sky  of  boundless  Uue; 
The  rainbow  spans  llie  evening  soeoew 
The  night  is  silent  sikI  serene. 
Save  when  her  lonely  minstrel  wringa 
The  heart  with  sweetness,  while  he  sings. 
— Who  would  not  wish,  unrivall'd  here. 
That  Spring  might  frolic  all  the  year? 

Three  months  are  fled,  and  still  she  rsigi 
Exulting  queen  o'er  hills  and  plains ; 
The  birds  renew  their  nuptial  vow. 
Nestlings  themselves  are  lovers  now; 
Fre«h  broods  each  bending  bough  reeeiTei 
Till  feathers  far  outnumber  leaves ; 
But  kites  in  circles  swim  the  air, 
And  sadden  m'lsic  to  despair. 

340 


MISCEIXANEOUS  FOEHS. 


IM 


Th(i  Miam  poolf,  die  quakfaig  faogi, 
Tmoi,  Gfoak,  aiid  cmwl  with  bofdw  of  Aogi; 
Tlie  iMMed  woodi,  the  infected  awth. 
Are  Tenomoue  with  reptile  birth ; 
Aratee  of  kMWfte  chmd  the  ildei; 
With  beetles,  horneti,  gnali  with  fUm, 
Inlemiiieble  war&re  wege. 
And  medrien  heaven  with  iueet-Kifib 

Tlie  flowen  ere  wither*d— «un  nor  dew 
Tlieir  &llen  glories  thall  renew ; 
The  llowen  are  wither'd — germ  nor  eeed 
Ripen  in  garden,  wild,  or  mead : 
The  oom>fieldi  shoot ; — their  blades,  alas ! 
Rnn  riot  in  luxuriant  grass. 
The  tainted  flocks,  the  drooping  kine^ 
In  fiunine  of  abundance  pine, 
Where  vegetation,  sour,  unsound, 
And  loathiwme,  rots  and  rankles  round : 
Nature  with  nature  seems  at  strife ; 
Nothing  can  live  but  monstrous  life 
Bf  death  engender'd ; — feod  and  breath 
Are  tum'd  to  elements  of  death ; 
And  where  the  soil  his  victims  strew, 
Cormpcion  quickens  them  anew. 

But  ere  the  year  was  half  expired. 
Spring  saw  her  folly,  and  retired ; 
Yoked  her  light  chariot  to  a  breeie. 
And  mounted  to  the  Pleiades ; 
Content  with  them  to  rest  or  play 
Along  the  calm  nocturnal  way ; 
nil,  heaven's  remaining  circuit  run, 
They  meet  the  pale  bybe  nal  sun. 
And  gaily  mingling  in  his  blaze. 
Hail  the  true  dawn  of  vernal  days. 


TIIE  REIGN  OF  SUMMER. 

The  hurricanes  are  fled ;  the  rains. 
That  plow'd  the  mountains,  v^Teck'd  the  plains. 
Have  paas'd  away  before  the  wind. 
And  left  a  wildemcM  behind. 
At  if  an  ocean  had  been  there 
Eihaled.  and  left  its  channels  bare. 
But,  with  a  new  and  sudden  birth. 
Nature  replenishes  the  earth ; 
Plants,  flowen,  and  shrubs,  o'er  all  the  land. 
So  promptly  rise,  so  thickly  stand. 
As  if  they  heard  a  voice,  and  came 
Each  at  the  calling  of  its  name. 
The  tree,  by  tempest  stript  and  rent. 
Expands  its  verdure  like  a  tent, 
Beneath  whose  shade,  in  weary  length. 
The  enormous  lion  rests  his  strength. 
For  Mood,  in  dreams  of  hunting,  bums. 
Or,  chased  himself,  to  fight  returns ; 
Growls  in  his  sleep,  a  dreary  sound, 
Grinds  his  wedged  teeth,  and  spurns  the  ground; 
While  monkeys,  in  grotesque  amaze, 
Down  from  their  bending  perches  gaze. 
But  when  he  lifts  his  eye  of  fire. 
Quick  to  the  topmost  boughs  retire. 

Loud  o'er  the  mountains  bleat  the  flocks ; 
The  goat  is  bounding  on  the  rocks ; 
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F^  in  the  vattigpt  nngv  ik»  Imdsi 
The  welkin  gleam  with  flitting 
Whom  plusMi  tneh  fofgeoiia  tinia  adoni. 
They  seem  the  oApring  of  the  mom. 
From  nectar'd  flowers  and  groves  of  spioe, 
Earth  brpathes  the  air  of  F^radise ; 
Her  mines  their  hidden  wealth  betray, 
Treasures  of  darkness  burst  to  day ; 
O^er  golden  sands  the  riven  glide. 
And  pearis  and  amber  track  the  tide. 
Of  every  sensual  bliss  possest, 
Man  riots  here ; — ^but  is  he  blest  f 
And  would  he  choose,  for  ever  bright. 
This  Summer-day  without  a  night  f 
For  here  hath  Summer  fix'd  her  throne. 
Intent  to  reign^ — and  reign  alone. 

Daily  die  son.  in  his  career. 
Hotter  and  higher,  climbs  the  sphere. 
Till  from  the  asnith,  in  his  rays. 
Without  a  cload  or  shadow,  blase 
The  realms  beneath  him : — in  his  march. 
On  the  blue  key-etone  of  heaven's  arch. 
He  stands : — air,  earth,  and  ocean  lie    ^ 
Within  the  presence  <^  his  eye. 
The  wheel  of  Nature  seems  Co  rest. 
Nor  rolls  him  onward  to  the  west, 
nil  thrice  three  days  of  noon  unchanged 
lliat  torrid  clime  have  so  deranged. 
Nine  yeait  may  nqt  the  wrong  repair; 
But  Summer  checks  the  ravage  there ; 
Yet  still  er\joins  the  sun  to  steer 
By  the  stem  dog^etar  round  the  year. 
With  dire  extremes  of  day  and  nig^t, 
Tartarean  gloom,  celestial  light 

In  vaiii  the  gaudy  season  shines. 
Her  beauty  fades,  her  power  declines ; 
Then  fint  her  bosom  felt  a  care ; 
— No  healing  breeze  erobalm'd  the  air, 
No  mist  the  mountain-tops  bedew'd. 
Nor  shower  the  arid  vale  renew'd ; 
Tho  herbage  shrunk ;  the  plowman's  toil 
Scalter'd  lo  dust  the  crumbling  soil ; 
Blossoms  were  shed ;  the  umbrageoitf  wood. 
Laden  with  sapless  foliage,  stood ; 
The  streams,  impoverish'd  day  by  day, 
Lessen'd  insensibly  away ; 
Where  cattle  sought,  with  piteous  nnoana. 
The  vanish'd  lymph,  'mid^it  burning  sioiiea. 
And  tufts  of  wiiher'd  reeds,  that  fill 
The  wonted  channel  of  the  rill ; 
Till,  stung  with  hornets,  mod  with  thirst. 
In  sudden  rout,  au-ay  they  burst. 
Nor  rest,  till  where  some  channel  deep 
Gleams  in  small  pools,  whose  waters  sleep ; 
There  with  huge  draught  and  eager  eye 
Drink  for  existence,—  drink  and  die ! 

But  direr  evils  soon  arose. 
Hopeless,  unmitigable  u-oes ; 
Man  proves  the  shock ;  through  all  his  'cum 
The  frenzy  of  the  season  reigns ; 
With  pride,  lust,  rage,  ambition  blind. 
He  bums  in  every  fire  of  mind. 
Which  kindles  from  insane  desire. 
Or  fellest  hatred  can  inspire ; 
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Bat  diihiwi  lo  mtemdjr  wioaght, 

T  WM  bliodiMM  in  theoMelves  ihey  tbouglit 

Ammi,  ftiooC  with  sudden  rays, 

Jmofd  10  fierce,  lO  broad  a  blaie, 

ThftC  darkneai  ilarted  into  light. 

And  every  eye,  reftlored  to  light. 

Cased  on  the  ghttering  creat  of  mowf, 

Whence  the  bright  conflagration  roie, 

Whose  flames  condensed  at  once  aspire, 

—A  pillar  of  celestia]  fire. 

Alone  amidst  infernal  shade. 

In  glonoiis  nM^esty  display*d : 

Beneath,  from  rifted  caverns,  broke 

Volumes  of  suflbcating  .smoke. 

That  roU'd  in  surgoe,  like  a  flood. 

By  the  red  radiance  tum*d  to  blood 

Mim  kM>k'd  aghast  upon  the  scene. 

Nor  could  a  sunbeam  pierce  between 

The  panoply  of  vapors,  spread 

Above,  around  the  mountain's  head. 

In  distant  fields,  with  drought  consumed, 
Joy  Bweird  all  hearts,  all  eyes  illumed, 
When  from  that  peak,  through  lowering  skies. 
Thick  curling  clouds  were  seen  to  rise. 
And  hang  o'er  all  the  darken*d  plain. 
The  presage  of  descending  rain. 
The  exulting  cattle  bound  along, 
The  tuneless  birds  attempt  a  song, 
The  svrain,  amidst  his  sterile  lands. 
With  ootstretch'd  arms  of  rapture  stands. 
But,  fraught  with  plague  and  curses,  came 
The  insidious  progeny  of  flame : 
Ah !  then, — for  fertilising  thoveers. 
The  pledge  of  herbage,  fruits,  and  floweii^— 
Words  cannot  paint,  how  every  eye 
(Bloodshot  and  dim  with  agony). 
Was  glaze<1,  as  by  a  palsying  spell, 
When  light  sulphureous  ashes  fell. 
Dazzling,  and  eddying  to  and  fro. 
Like  wildering  sleet  or  teathery  snow: 
8trei;\'n  with  grey  pumice  Nature  lies, 
At  every  motion  quick  to  riitc. 
Tainting  with  livid  fumes  the  air; 
— ^Then  hope  lies  down  in  prone  despair, 
\nd  man  and  beast,  with  misery  dumU 
Sullenly  brood  on  woes  to  come. 

The  mountain  now,  like  living  earth, 
l^regnant  with  some  stupendous  birth. 
Heaved,  in  the  anguinh  of  its  throes. 
Sheer  from  its  crest  the  incumbent  snows ; 
And  where  of  old  they  chiU'd  the  sky. 
Beneath  the  sun's  meridian  eye. 
Or,  purpling  in  the  golden  west. 
Appeared  his  evening  throne  of  rest. 
There.  Mack  and  Ijottomless  and  wide, 
A  cauldrrm  rent  from  ftide  to  side, 
Simmer'd  and  hiw'd  with  hu^o  turmoil ; 
Earth's  diKornhnuoird  minorets  boil, 
And  thence  in  molten  torrents  rnnh : 
—Water  and  fire,  like  wptrni.  R'wh 
From  the  same  imurre  ;  the  double  stream 
Meets,  battles,  and  ex(>lod(>s  in  steam ; 
Then  fire  proMiils;  and  bn>ad  ami  deep 
Red  lava  roan  fh>m  steep  to  steep ; 


While  rocks  unseated,  wx)ods  upriven. 
Are  headlong  down  the  current  driven; 
Columnar  flamea  are  rapt  alooC 
In  whiriwind  fbnna,  to  heaven's  high  rooC 
And  there,  amidst  transcendent  gloom. 
Image  the  wrath  beyond  the  tombi 

Tha  mountaineeis,  in  wild  aflSight, 
Too  late  for  safety,  uige  their  flight , 
Women,  made  chiklless  in  tha  finy. 
Women,  made  motheis  yesterday. 
The  sick,  the  aged,  and  the  blind ;  ' 
— None  but  the  dead  are  left  behind. 
Psinful  their  journey,  toilsome,  abw. 
Beneath  their  feet  quick  embers  glow. 
And  hurtle  rotmd  in  dreadful  hail ; 
Their  limbe,  their  hearts,  their  seoMs  fiul. 
While  many  a  victim,  by  the  way 
Buried  alive  in  ashes  lay. 
Or  perish'd  by  the  lightning'a  stroke^ 
Before  the  slower  thimder  broke. 
A  lew  the  open  field  expbre : 
The  throng  seek  refuge  on  the  shore. 
Between  two  burning  riven  henim'd. 
Whose  mge  nor  mounds  nor  hollow,  stemmdi 
Driven  like  a  herd  of  deer,  they  raadi 
The  lonely,  dark,  and  silent  beach. 
Where,  calm  as  innocence  in  sleep. 
Expanded  lies  the  unconsdous  deep. 
Awhile  the  fugitives  respire. 
And  watch  those  catarects  of  fire, 
(That  bar  escape  on  either  hand). 
Rush  on  the  ocean  from  the  stmnd ; 
Back  from  the  onset  rolls  the  tide. 
But  instant  clouds  the  conflict  hide ; 
The  lavas  plunge  to  gulft  unknown. 
And,  as  they  plimge,  relapse  to  stone. 

Meanwhile  the  mad  volcano  grew 
Tenfold  more  terrible  to  view ; 
And  thuixlen,  such  as  shall  be  horl'd 
At  the  deatheentence  of  the  world ; 
And  lightnings,  such  as  shall  consume 
Creation,  and  creaticm's  tomb. 
Nor  leave,  amidst  the  eternal  void. 
One  trembling  atom  undestroy'd ; 
Such  thunden  crash'd,  such  lighmings  glared : 
— Another  &te  those  outcasts  shared. 
When,  with  one  desolating  sweep. 
An  earthquake  seem'd  to  ingulf  the  deep^ 
Then  threw  it  back,  and  from  its  bed 
Hung  a  whole  ocean  overhead ; 
The  victims  shriek'd  beneath  the  wave. 
And  in  a  moment  found  one  grave ; 
Doi^n  to  the  abyss  the  flood  retum'd : 
Alone,  unseen,  the  moimtain  bum'd. 


INCOGNITA. 

WEITTKN  AT  IJUMINOTON,  IN  1817^,  ON  VnCWIN'l  TBB 
riCTUSK  OP  AM  UNKNOWN  UiDY. 


Bhs  WM  a  phantom  of  delif  ht. —  H^^riswtHk 


Imaor  of  One,  who  lived  of  yore ! 
Uail  lo  thai  lovely  mien. 
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OUMqiikkaiid 

On  land  or  008U1 
Wm«  all  ewtfa^  fanatluBf  ftnm  to  pMi 
Befiwt  warn  in  Agrippa'b  gfaM^' 
llaiqr  w  fiur  w  Tboa  m^fal  be, 
B«toh!  not  oo0ri— 4I0C  OM  lilw 


ThoD  Mt  no  Chnd  of  Fmejf— >T1mni 

Hm  Toiy  look  dort  watr 
TImu  givo  gpchoDtmint  to  •  brow 

Wrwthod  with  Imarittit  halri 
Li|M  of  the  nom  ombothod  in  dow» 
And  9fm  of  oroningli  Mtny  bint ; 
Of  all  wbo  o'or  •qjoy'd  dio  oob, 
ThoD  ait  tho  iBHgo  of  but  One 


And  friio  was  hm^  in  viijgin 

And  Bbvf  of  woBanboodf 
WhoM  nmm  bora,  miplnefc'd  bgr 

In  ttmdomf  tinti  ba¥a  itood ; 
While  nanf  a  wintor^  widwiing  UaM 
Hath  o*6r  ^  daA  oold  dianibar  pMn^d* 
In  which  bar  onea  wplandant  ferm 
Slnmbcff^d  todmt  beooatfa  tha  atomt 

Of  finda  blood  »—opaa  bar  biiA 


And  aha  bad  aaan  tboaa  d^jFB  of  anith 

That  fioUe  loond  tha  child  I 
To  bridal  bloom  bar  atraqgth  bad  apraq^ 
Behold  bar  baautiful  and  yoong ! 
lirea  tbera  a  raeoid»  which  bath  told 
lliat  aha  WM  wadded,  widowU  old  I 


How  kQf  bar  data,  *t  were  Tain  to 

Hie  paidl'i  cunning  art 
Can  but  a  angle  glance  ezprea. 

One  motion  of  the  heart ; 
A  Mnile,  a  blusb,^ — a  tranncnt  grace 
Of  air,  and  attitude,  and  fiMe ; 
One  pawion'i  changing  color  mix ; 
One  monient't  fligftit  for  agea  fix. 

Her  joys  and  grieft,  alike  in  vain. 

Would  fiuicy  here  recall ; 
Her  throbs  of  ecttacy  or  pain 

Luird  in  oblivion  all ; 
With  her,  methinkt.  life*i  little  boar 
Pnt'd  like  the  iragrence  of  a  flower. 
That  leavea  upon  the  vernal  wind 
SweetnoM  wo  ne'er  again  may  find. 

Where  dwelt  ahe? — A>k  yon  aged  tree, 
Wliote  boughs  embower  the  lawn. 

Whether  the  btnls'  wild  minstrelsy 
Awoke  her  here  at  dawn ; 

Whether  beneath  its  youthful  shade, 

At  noon,  in  infancy  she  play'd : 

— 4f  from  the  uok  no  aniiwer  come. 

Of  her  all  oracles  are  dumb. 

TTi«  Dead  are  like  the  stars  by  day ; 

Withdrawn  from  mortal  eye. 
But  not  extinct,  ihey  hold  iheir  way 

In  friory  through  the  sky : 

t  llpnr>  C«irneliiM  Asrippa,  of  N«tte*hciin,  coaMpNor  to 
I'hqrin  V.  Krapi>rur  of  0<>muiny.— the  author  of  Oeemit  Fki- 
iMtpkif,  and  o(hw  profoond  wnrka. — m  nid  to  karv  ihown  to 
tfM  Bail  orSorrajr  dw  imsftt  of  his  misUf  Osraldiiis,  ia  a 


Spiiita,  from  boadaga  Ihoi  aaC 
VmUi  amidst  iasaBSMity, 
Whera  human  thought,  like 
Faik  to  puana  thair  tnakUto  ilghK. 


fiomawbaia  within  craatod 

CooM  I  axpkm  that  raand. 
In  bliM,orwoa,  thaia  ia  a  placa 

Whaia  riia  might  aiiU  ha  fimd; 
And  oh !  nnlesa  tboaa  ajraa  daeamw 
I  may,  I  must,  I  will  baUava 
Tliat  she,  wboia  dumna  ao 
If  vdiataha  only  aaam'd  balow 


An  angel  ^  that  gloiiooa  laahn 
Whara  God  bhnaalf  ii  KiBf  t 

— ^But  awa  and  ftar,  that  ovwwbatal 
Pkawmptkai,  chaok  my  wiqgfi 

Nor  daie  imagmatioa  look 

Upon  Iha  ayinfaoli  of  that  boak. 

Wherein  eternity  anroUa 

Tlia  judgmanla  oo  dapartad  aoola. 


Of  Her  of  whom  thcaa  pictured 

A  fiunt  leaamblaiioa  Ibnn ; 
^Fair  aa  tha  cscond  rainbow  ihiiiaB 

Aloof  Lnid  tha  ttonn ; 
Of  Her,  this  •'shadow  of  a  dmda^" 
Like  its  original  mmt  ftda. 
And  She,  ibrgottan  when  iuiaeen» 
Shall  be  aa  if  she  ne'er  bad  bean. 

Ah !  than,  perrhanee,  this  dreamlBif 

Of  all  that  e*er  I  sung, 
A  lorn  memorial  may  remain. 

When  silent  lies  my  tongue ; 
When  shot  the  meteor  of  my  lame. 
Lost  the  vain  echo  of  ray  name. 
This  leaf,  this  fiiUen  leaC  may  be 
The  only  trace  of  her  and  me. 

With  One  who  lived  of  old,  my 

In  lowly  cadence  rose ; 
To  One  who  is  unborn,  belong 

The  accents  of  its  close : 
Ages  lo  come,  with  courteous  ear. 
Some  youth  my  warning  voice  may 
And  voices  from  the  dead  should  be 
The  warnings  of  eternity. 

When  these  weak  lines  thy  ptescnca 

Reader!  if  lorn  blest. 
Again,  as  spirits,  may  we  meet 

In  glory  and  in  rest : 
If  not, — and  /  have  lost  my  w^. 
Here  part  we ;— go  not  Thou  astray  i 
No  tomb,  no  verse  my  story  tell ! 
Once,  and  for  ever.  Fare  Thee  welL 


THE  UTTLE  CLOUD, 

8EMM  IN  A  COU.NTKV  EXCUKSIOX,  JUNK  30,  1818L 

The  summer  sun  was  in  the  west. 
Yet  far  above  his  evening  rest ; 
A  thonmnd  clonds  in  air  displ^*d 
Their  floating  isiaa  of  light  and  riiade^— 
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Tkt  tkf,  like  oeem'i  dMimeli, 

In  long  mcmdering  ■treAki  between. 

Cultored  and  waste,  tlie  landaeape  lajr ; 
Wpoda,  monnlauMi,  valleya  atretch'd  away. 
And  thiong'd  the  inuneme  horiaon  nrand. 
With  heaven*!  eternal  girdle  bound } 
From  inland  towna,  edipaed  with  tmolw, 
Stoeplea  in  lonely  grandeur  broke ; 
Hanilela.  and  cottages,  and  streams 
By  glimpses  caogfat  the  casual  gleams, 
Or  blaaod  in  lustre  broad  and  strong, 
Beyond  the  picturing  powen  <^  song : 
0*er  all  the  eye  enchanted  ranged. 
While  eolors,  fimns,  proportions  changed, 
Or  aank  in  distance  undefined, 
8lill  as  onr  derious  course  inclined ; 

oA  we  paused,  and  look'd  behind. 


One  little  cloud,  and  only  one, 
Seem'd  the  pure  oApring  of  the  snn. 
Flung  from  his  orb  to  show  us  here 
What  clouds  adorn  kit  hemisphere ; 
Unmoved,  unchanging,  in  the  gale 
That  bora  the  rest  o'er  hill  and  dale, 
Whoae  shadowy  shapes,  with  lights  aroimd, 
like  living  motions,  swept  the  ground. 
This  little  ckxid,  and  this  alone. 
Long  in  the  highest  ether  shone ; 
Gay  as  a  warrior's  banner  spread 
Its  sunward  margin  ruby-red. 
Green,  purple,  gold,  and  every  hue 
Tliat  gliners  in  the  morning  dew, 
Or  glows  along  the  rainbow's  ibrm, 
^llie  appariticm  of  the  storm. 
Deep  in  its  bosom,  diamond-bright. 
Behind  a  fleece  of  pearly  white, 
It  seem'd  a  secret  K)<»y  dwelt. 
Whose  presence,  while  unsei^n,  was  felt: 
Like  Brmuty's  eye,  in  aluml)or  hid 
Beneath  a  half-tranfipar«*nt  lid. 
From  whence  a  doiiikI.  a  touch,  a  breath, 
l^light  startle  it, — as  life  frum  dea:h. 


I/wks,  wonls.  emotions  of  surprise 
WelitHned  the  HiruiiKcr  to  our  eyes: 
Was  it  the  (tlurnix.  that  fn>m  crarth 
In  flsmt^  of  inc<'iisc  tprani;  to  birth  7 
Had  ocean  from  hitt  lap  let  fly 
His  liivclieitt  halcyon  through  the  sky  f 
>'o: — while  wc  c:i4Mh1.  the  (legeont  grew 
A  nobler  «»f»j«*t  to  our  view ; 
We  dtM'mM.  if  heaven  with  earth  would  hold 
rocnmiuiioii.  a**  in  d.'ivs  of  old, 
Siit-h.  on  liiM  j4Min)i*y  down  the  sphere, 
IV-iiiiZMuiit  li:i|»luii>l  mi^ht  np|M>ar, 
In  ii'|>lcn<ii(l  nivofcry  coriccard. 
Yet  bv  h:H  rii  h  dihi^iiiHe  rt«v«*olM: 
—That  buoyant  vnfM»r,  in  mid-air, 
An  aiitfi'l  in  itx  f  >ld«  miuhl  Itoar. 
Wlio.  ihnnizh  tlic  curtain  of  his  shrine, 
Betrsv'd  hw  lin«>«inicnrs  divine. 
The  wild,  the  Hiirm  ilIuHiim  stole, 
I«>ke  iiui(MRilHiii.  o'er  the  soul. 
Till  th'Miieht  W.W  n\Aun\  language  hung 
Silent  but  trembling  on  the  lucigue; 
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And  fluiey  alBMat  bopad  to  hail 
The  seraph  mailing  through  his  veil* 
Or  bear  an  awful  voice  prodaim 
Hie  embeay  on  which  he  came. 

But  ah!  DO  nfaiiaier  of  grace 
Show*d  fron  the  tnnaBent  hia  ftoe. 
Nor,  home  aloof  on  balaneed  wings, 
Reveal'd  unotienble  thingai 
The  sun  went  downa    tlie  viskm  posa'd { 
The  cloud  was  kmi  a  clood  at  last ; 
Yet  when  its  brilliancy  decay'd. 
The  eye  attll  linger'd  on  the  shade. 
And  watching,  till  no  longer  seen. 
Loved  it  for  what  it  once  had  been. 

That  cloud  was  beautiful^— was  one 
Among  a  thousand  round  the  sun : 
The  thousand  shared  the  common  lot; 
They  came, — they  went, — they  were  iorfot{ 
This  fiury  form  alone  impress'd 
Its  perfect  image  in  my  breast. 
And  shines  as  richly  Uasm'd  there 
As  in  its  element  of  air. 

Hie  day  on  which  that  cloud  appeer'dt 
Exhilarating  scenes  endear'd : 
The  sunshine  on  the  hills,  the  6oods; 
The  hreeie,  the  twilight  of  the  woods; 
Nature  in  every  change  q£  green. 
Heaven  in  unnumber'd  aspects  seen: 
Health,  spirits,  exercise,  release 
From  noise  and  smoke;  twelve  hours  of  peace; 
No  fears  to  haunt,  no  cares  to  vex  ; 
Friends,  young  and  old,  of  either  sex ; 
ConverM  fiuniliar,  sportive,  kind. 
Where  heart  meeu  heart,  mind  quickens  mind. 
And  words  and  thoughts  are  all  at  play. 
Like  children  on  a  holiday ; 
— ^Till  themes  celestial  rapt  the  soul 
In  adoration  o'er  the  pole. 
Where  Stan  are  darkness  in  His  sight, 
W1k>  reigns  invisible  in  light. 
High  above  all  created  things. 
The  Lord  of  Lords,  the  King  of  Kings ; 
Faith,  which  could  thus  on  wing  sublime 
Outsoar  the  hounded  flight  of  time ; 
Ho))e  full  of  immortality. 
And  (tod  in  all  the  eve  could  see ; 
— ^Thcse.  tliese  endear'd  that  day  to  me. 
And  made  it,  in  a  thousand  ways 
A  day  among  a  thousand  days. 
That  share  with  clouds  the  common  lot ; 
They  como, — they  to^ — ihvy  arc  forpot : 
Thiff,  like  that  plaything  of  th<r  sun, 
— ^The  little,  lonely,  lovely  one. 
This  livcit  within  me  ; — this  shu/l  be 
A  part  of  my  eternity. 

Amidst  the  cares,  tbe  toils,  the  strife. 
The  weariness  and  waste  of  life. 
That  day  shall  memory  ofl  restore. 
And  in  a  moment  live  it  o'er. 
When,  with  a  lichtning-flssli  of  thought. 
Morn,  no<Hi,  and  eve  at  once  are  lirougbl 
(As  thnnigh  the  vinion  of  a  trance). 
All  in  the  composs  of  a  glance. 


* 


MONTGOMBirS  pobugal  worsb. 


Oh!iii0QUI 
And  tonMttait  tUnk  oflhon  I  kvi^ 
or  Ihioii  oi  Milh  too  dfolf  priMd, 
(Nor  y«t  ly  nniai  in  btmn  dopiMX 

TImNI^B  Bpillli  IBBM  pWMMt  H^  lUMIlt 

lifc'i  holiir  kamm  m  Mf  ■!■■!  it, 
MttUahi  I  conld  not  torn  wtmf 
TiM  fold  moMtettM  of  Ite  dqr, 
Tbe  bright  idM  oftlMt  etoud. 
(Sunrivor  of  •  wmnOmm  oiowd) 
WidMmt  •  pooie^  po^*!*  •  agh^— 
Td  think  raoh  knrtUnoH  ibookt  dw. 
And  eloodi  and  dcyi  of  Mofm  and  gloom 
8oowl  on  Manii  poigo  to  the  toobb 
—Not  ■»: — 1 6el  1  have  a  heart 
DlawingM  to  riiare,  impioTe,  impart. 
In  UitlM,  i^fere.  or  peorive  mood. 
At  home, 'abroad,  in  aoUtode, 
Whatever  doodi  are  on  the  win^ 
IVhatrrer  day  the  0000001  bring. 


Tkai  '»  tme  happinem  below. 
Which  ooMcieneo  oannot  turn  to  woe; 
And  though  rach  happinem  depends 
Neither  on  ckradi,  nor  dajn,  nor  friendi, 
Whm  fiiende,  and  daya,  wad  ckmda  nnite. 
And  kindred  dxwdi  are  toned  aright, 
Ttie  harmonim  of  heaven  and  enrth. 
Through  eje,  ear,  nitellect,  give  birth 
To  jojri  loo  eiqniiite  to  lest, 
•-And  jrot  store  exquisite  when  past! 
When  the  sool  summons  bjr  a  spril 
The  ghosts  of  plemnro  roimd  her  cell. 
In  saintlier  fofms  than  ent  they  wore. 
And  smQes  benigner  than  befere ; 
Each  loved,  lamented  scene  renews 
With  warmer  touches,  tenderer  hues ; 
Reoalla  kind  words  for  ever  flown, 
But  echoing  in  a  BoAen'd  tone ; 
Wakes,  with  new  poises  in  the  breast. 
Feelings  forgotten  or  at  resi ; 
— The  thought  how  fugitive  and  fiiir, 
How  dear  and  precious  such  things  were ! 
That  thought,  with  gladness  more  refined. 
Deep  and  transporting  thrills  the  mind. 
Than  all  those  pleasures  of  on  hour, 
When  most  the  soul  coniem*d  their  power. 

Bliss  in  possession  will  not  last ; 
Remember*d  joys  are  never  past ; 
At  once  the  foimtain,  stream,  and  sea. 
They  were, — they  are, — they  yet  shall  be. 


ABDALLAH  AND  SABAT.' 


Who  Jonroey'd  throng  the  variooB  eat  10 
New  ftrms  of  man.  in  ftatamb  habit,  mind  t 
Where  Tartar  hordes  through  nature's 
A  race  of  Cenianmr— bmse  and  lider  onn  I 
Where  the  soft  Pmsian  maid  the  braath 
or  lovesick  raaes,  woo*d  by  nightinfakai 
Where  India's  grim  anmy  of  IcMs  aeem 
The  mbble-phamoma  of  a  maniac's  drsanit 
^Himself  the  floweiy.path  of  iimpam  trad. 
Which  the  lUae  prophet  deok'd  to  hoe  Asm  Gad 
But  He,  who  changed,  into  thbfrtih  of  Flnd»  ^. 
The  8hiughler4xeraing  enmity  of  Saol, 
Voochsaled  to  meet  Ahdallah  by  the  wnyi 
No  miracle  of  hght  eclipsed  the  d^ ; 
No  vision  from  the  .eternal  worid,  nor  aomd 
or  awe  and  wonder  emote  him  to  the  groand ; 
AH  mild  and  calm,  with  power  till  then 
The  gospel-gkny  through  his  daiknem 
A  still  small  whisper,  only  heard  within. 
Convinced  the  trembling  penitent  oT  sin ; 
And  Jesus,  whom  the  Infidel  abhorred. 
The  Convert  now  invoked,  and  call'd  him  LndL 
Escaping  from  the  lewd  Impostor's  snare. 
As  flits  a  bird  released  through  hnmidlem  aii^ 
And  soaring  np  the  pue  bine  ether  aingps 
—So  rase  hw  Spirit  on  exulting  win^     - 
But  k>ve,  joy,  peace,  the  Christian's  hlim  balour. 
Are  deeply  mingled  in  a  cup  of  woob 
Which  none  can  pern  >— he.  coontinf  all 
For  Us  Redeemer,  gladly  bore  the  cram; 
Soon  call'd,  with  life,  to  hiy  that  burthen 
In  the  flnt  fight  he  won  the  Martyr's  cnmtL 


fOniainr  pobrnhMl  with  ^Utllmk,  or  tk$  Ckristitm  Mvtwr, 


r'soii  West- Arabia  to  Bocham  came 
A  ouble  youth ;  Ahdallah  was  his  name ; 


I 


•  04M>  boehuian's  CkriMtiam  Rnemrdim  in  Hdim,  for  Uw 
■MutrrdMi  of  Abdalkk  sod  Um  eoavenioa  and  Isbon  of 
■■hat. 

TU  Ckrtttimm  Oh»erv*r,  FeHutf7  IBJflb  cootsioi  ihs  seeoooi 
srgsbal'tfdraadrolftts 


Abdallah's  friend  was  Sabat;-«Qe  of 
Whom  love  estranged  trsnsfiirms  to  bitierest  6m; 
Frum  pemcuiion  to  that  friend  he  fled. 
But  Sabat  pour'd  reproaches  on  his  head, 
Spum'd  like  a  leprous  plague  the  prastrato  yoolh 
And  hated  him  as  falsehood  hates  the  truth ; 
Yet  first  wiih  aof^istry  and  menace  tried 
To  turn  him  from  **  the  faithful  word  **  amde; 
All  (ailing,  old  esteem  to  ronour  tum'd. 
With  Mahomet's  own  reckless  rsge  he  bumVL 
A  thousand  hideous  thoughis,  like  fiends,  possem'd 
The  Pandemonium  of  the  Bigot's  breast. 
Whoie  fires,  enkindled  from  the  infernal  Urn, 
Abdallah's  veins,  unsluioed,  alone  could  alalnu 

The  victim,  drogg'd  to  slaughter  by  his  fiiond. 
Witnem'd  a  good  confession  to  the  end. 
Bochara  pour'd  her  people  forth.  10  gas» 
Upon  the  direst  scene  the  i»-orid  displays. 
The  blood  of  innocence  by  treason  spilt. 
The  reeking  triumph  of  deep-bnnded  guilt : 
— Bochara  pour'd  her  people  forth,  to  eye 
The  loveliest  spectacle  beneath  the  sky. 
The  look  with  which  a  Martyr  yields  his  breath, 
— The  resurrection  of  the  soul  in  death. 
*'  Renounce  the  Namrene ! "  the  hoadiqaaan 
And  flash'd  the  unstain'd  falchion  in  his 
'*  No ! — be  his  name  by  heaven  and  earth  adorad-'* 
He  said,  and  gave  his  right-hand  to  the  swoidi 
**  Renounce  Him.  who  Ibrmkes  thee  thna  barai;* 
He  wept,  but  spake  not,  and  rnign'd  hie  left. 
**  Renounce  Him  now,  who  will  not,  cannot  smet* 
lie  kneel'd.  like  ft^dben,  kwk'd  bsyomi  the 
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And  wliUs  the  dftwn  of  heaven  aroand  him  broke, 
Bow'd  hit  meek  heed  to  the  dtneTering  itioke. 
Out-cut  OD  earth  a  mangled  body  lay ; 
A  Spirit  eaier*d  Paradise  that  day. 

But  %i4iere  is  Sabat  7 — G>nBcience^track  he  itaDdf, 
With  eye  of  agony,  and  fast^lock'd  handa : 
Ahdallah,  in  the  moment  to  depnrt. 
Had  turn'd,  and  look'd  the  traitor  through  the  heart: 
It  MDOte  him  like  a  judgment  from  above. 
That  gentle  look  of  wrong'd,  forgiving  love! 
Then  haired  vaniah'd ;  suddenly  ref>rest 
Were  the  strange  flames  of  paoion  in  his  breast ; 
Nought  but  the  smouldering  ashes  of  despair, 
Blackness  of  darkness,  death  of  death,  were  there. 
Ere  long  wild  whiri winds  of  remorse  arise ; 
He  flie»^from  all  except  himself  he  flies. 
And  a  low  mce  for  ever  thrilling  near, 
Hie  voice  of  blood  which  none  but  he  can  hear. 

He  fled  from  guilt,  but  guilt  and  he  were  one, 
A  Spirit  seeking  rest  and  finding  none ; 
Visians  of  horror  haunted  him  by  night. 
Yet  darkness  was  less  terrible  than  light ; 
From  dreams  of  \%'oe  when  startled  nature  broke, 
7\>  woes  that  were  not  dreams  the  wrotch  awoke. 
Forlorn  he  ranged  through  India ;  till  the  Power, 
That  met  Ahdallah  in  a  happier  hour, 
Arrested  Sabat;  through  his  soul  he  felt 
The  word  of  truth ;  liis  heart  began  to  melt, 
And  yielded  slowly,  as  cold  Winter  yields 
When  the  warm  Spring  comes  flushing  o'er  the  fields. 
Then  first  a  tear  of  gladness  swcll'd  his  eye. 
Then  first  his  bosom  heaved  a  healthful  sigh ; 
T^Mt  bosom  parch'd  as  Afric*s  desert-land, 
That  eye  a  flinl-stonc  in  the  burning  sand. 
— Peace,  pardon,  hope,  eternal  joy,  reveal'd. 
Humbled  his  heart ;  b(;foro  the  crura  ho  kneel'd, 
Liok'd  up  to  Him  whom  once  he  pierced,  and  bore 
The  name  of  Christ  which  ho  blasphemed  before. 
— Was  Saint  then  subdued  by  love  or  fear? 
And  who  shall  vouch  that  he  was  not  sincere  f 

Now  i**ith  a  Con  vert '8  zenl  his  ardent  mind 
Glow'd  l<)r  the  common  weul  of  all  mankind ; 
Yet  with  iiitenser  faith  the  Arabian  pray'd, 
When  homeward  thought  through  childhood's  Eden 

stray  *d. 
— ^There,  in  the  lap  of  Yemen's  happiest  vale. 
The  shepherds'  tenU  are  waving  to  the  gale ; 
The  Patriarch  of  their  tribe.  hiM  iire,  he  sees 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  ambrosial  trees ; 
His  Sisters,  from  the  fountain  in  the  rock, 
pMir  the  cool  sparkling  water  to  their  flock ; 
His  brethren,  rapt  on  ftteeds  and  camels,  roam 
O'er  wild  and  mounUiin,  all  the  land  their  home : 
^-Thither  he  lonp'd  to  nend  that  Uwk,  miseal'd. 
Whose  wonls  are  liio,  whose  leaves  hia  wounds  had 

heal'd; 
That  Ishmael,  living  by  his  swoid  and  bow. 
Mifht  thus  attain  the  iloA  of  Abraham  know; 
And  Meccan  Pilgrims  to  Cahho's  shrine, 
like  locusts  marching  in  (wrpetiial  line. 
Might  f]uit  the  broail,  to  chixise  the  narrow  path. 
Thai  leads  u>  gkwy,  and  reclaima  from  wTmth. 


Filed  widi  lh«  hopa  to  Um  hb  native  soil 
Yean  loU'd  mifiilt,  in  eonaeentad  toil. 
To  mould  the  truths  whidi  boly  wiilefa  leach 
In  the  k>vad  aeoanli  of  Ui  modiar'a  apeech ; 
While,  like  the  eon,  that  always  to  the  west 
Leads  the  bri|^t  da^,  ]m  ftnrent  apiril  preai'd. 
Thither  a  pnier  light  fiom  heaven  to  dart, 
— ^The  only  ligfal  that  reacbei  to  the  heart. 
Whose  deaerta  blowom  where  its  beams  are  shed. 
The  blind  behold  them,  and  they  raise  the  dead. 
Nor  by  Arabia  were  Ui  labors  bound. 
To  Persian  lips  he  taught  *  the  joyful  sound." 
Would  he  had  held  unchanged  that  high  career ! 
— But  Sabat  fell  like  lightning  from  his  sphere : 
Once  with  the  morning  stars  God*s  works  he  sung , 
Anon  a  serpent,  with  envenom*d  toiigue. 
Like  that  apostate  fiend  who  tempted  Eve, 
Gifted  with  speech, — he  spake  but  to  deceive. 

Let  pity  o'er  his  errors  cast  a  veil ! 
Haste  to  the  sequel  of  his  tragic  tale. 
Sabat  became  a  vagabond  on  earth ; 
— He  choso  tho  Sinner's  way,  the  Scomer's  mirth ; 
Now  feign'd  contrition  with  obdurate  tears. 
Then  wore  a  bravery  that  betray*d  his  fears ; 
With  oaths  and  curses  now  his  Lord  denied. 
And  strangled  guilty  shame  with  desperate  pride ; 
While,  inly  rack'd,  he  proved  what  culprits  feel. 
When  conscience  breaks  remembrance  on  the  wheel 
At  length,  an  outlaw  through  the  orient  islea. 
Snared  in  the  subtlety  of  his  ou'n  wiles. 
He  perish'd  in  an  unexpected  hour. 
To  glut  the  vengeance  of  barbarian  power ; 
With  sack-cloth  shrouded,  to  a  mill-stone  botmd, 
And  in  the  abysses  of  the  ocean  drown'd. 
— Oh !  what  a  plunge  into  the  daric  was  there! 
How  ended  life  f — In  blasj^emy  or  prayer  ? 
The  winds  are  fled  that  heard  his  parting  cry. 
The  waves  that  stifled  it  make  no  re|4y 

When,  at  the  resurrection  of  the  Just, 
E^rth  shall  yield  back  Abdallah  from  the  dust. 
The  sea,  like  rising  clouds,  give  up  its  dead, 
llieii  from  the  deep  shall  Sabat  li(\  his  head. 
With  waking  millions  round  the  judgment-seat. 
Once,  and  but  once  again,  those  t\%'ain  shall  meet. 
To  part  for  ever— or  to  part  no  more : 
— But  who  the  etenml  secret  shall  explore. 
When  Justice  seals  the  gates  of  heaven  and  boll  f 
The  rest — that  day,that  day  alone,  will  tell 


TO  BRITAIN. 


The  foHowinff  AddrvM  w«i  tbe  concluding  Part  of  a  Poem,  en 
titled  "  TkougktM  on  n'keeU.*'  ann-xnl  to  »  Work,  whttro 
bjr  a  friend  of  the  Author,  to  expoM  the  evib  of  tlw  StaU 
LotUnf,\  

I  i.ovE  Thee,  O  my  native  lale ! 
Deer  as  my  mother's  earliest  smile  ;  <> 

Sweet  as  my  father's  voice  to  me 
Is  ail  I  hear,  and  all  I  see, 
When,  glancing  o'er  thy  beauteous  lanu 
In  view  thy  Public  Virtue*  stand, 


1  The  State  Lottrnt.  A  Dream :  bjr  Bnniuci  Robefis 
7Im#AU  ea  Wlud*,  a  Poem,  is  Five  Parts,  by  J.  M 
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Hm  gnudiin  ungeU  at  thy  eoMt, 
Who  watch  the  dear  domttde  Hotl, 
The  HBorfM  AJisetionB,  pteeeed  to  nmm 
Aiound  the  quiet  heeTeh  tt  hooie. 

I  love  Thee^ — ^when  Isierk  thjr  loil 
Floufiih  beneath  the  peannt'a  toO, 
And  from  in  lap  of  verdure  throw 
Treaiurea  whidi  neither  Indtea  know. 

I  bye  Thee,-~when  I  hoar  around 
Thy  looms,  and  wheeb,  and  anvila  loundt 
Tlune  engines  heaving  all  their  force, 
Thy  waten  laboring  on  their  course, 
And  arts,  and  industry,  and  wealth 
Exulting  in  the  joys  of  health. 

I  love  Thee, — ^when  I  trace  thy  tale 
To  the  dim  point  where  records  fail ; 
Thy  deeds  of  old  renown  insfwre 
My  bosom  with  our  iathen'  fire : 
A  proud  inheritance  1  claim 
In  all  their  sufierings,  all  their  fame ; 
Not  less  delighted  when  I  stray 
Down  history's  lengthening,  widening  way, 
And  hail  Thee  in  thy  present  hour, 
From  the  meridiaA  arch  of  power. 
Shedding  the  lustre  nf  thy  reign. 
Like  sunshine,  over  land  and  main. 

I  love  Thee« — when  I  read  die  lays 
Of  British  bards  in  elder  days, 
Till,  rapt  on  visionary  wings. 
High  o*er  thy  clifli  my  spirit  sings ; 
For  I,  among  thy  living  choir, 
I,  too,  can  touch  the  sacred  lyre. 

1  love  Thee, — when  I  contemplate 
The  full-orb'd  ftroiideur  of  thy  state ; 
Thy  laws  and  liberticjt,  that  riftc, 
Man's  noblest  uorkii  beneath  the  skies. 
To  which  the  pyramids  were  tnroe, 
And  Grcrian  temples  bow  their  fame : 
These,  thine  immortal  sages  wrought 
Oiit  of  the  deepest  mines  of  thought ; 
Tlicse,  on  the  scnfluld,  in  the  field, 
Thy  warriors  won,  thy  patriots  seal'd ; 
These,  at  the  parricidal  pyre. 
Thy  martyrs,  sanctified  in  fire. 
And,  with  the  i?eneraiis  blood  they  spilt, 
WashM  from  ihy  soil  their  murderers'  guilt, 
Cancell'd  the  curwj  which  vengeance  sped. 
And  leA  a  blessing  in  its  stead. 
— Can  words,  con  numbers  count  the  price 
Paid  for  this  little  paradise  ? 
Never,  oh !  never  l>e  it  lost ; 
The  land  is  worth  the  price  it  cost 

I  love  Thee. — when  thy  sabbath  dawns 
O'er  woods  and  mountains,  dales  and  lawns. 
And  streams,  that  sparkle  while  they  run. 
As  if  their  fountain  were  the  sun: 
\Mien,  harui  in  hand,  thy  triltes  repair, 
f^ch  to  their  chosen  house  of  prayer. 
And  all  in  peace  and  freedom  call 
Or  Him,  who  is  the  Lord  of  all. 


I  love  Thee« — when  way  '"'^  ^"^^  ^^ 
Tlie  seraph-ardors  of  thy  teal  t 
Thy  charities,  to  none  confined, 
Bleas,  like  the  sun,  the  rain,  the  wind ; 
Thy  schools  the  htunan  brute  shall  raiae. 
Guide  erring  youth  in  wisdom's  ways. 
And  leave,  when  we  are  tum*d  to  duat, 
A  generation  of  the  just 

I  love  Thee, — when  I  see  Thee  stand 
The  hope  of  every  other  land ; 
A  sea-mark  in  the  tide  of  time. 
Rearing  to  heaven  thy  brow  suUime, — 
Whence  beams  of  gospel-splendor  shed 
A  sacred  halo  round  thine  head ; 
And  gentiles  from  afar  behold 
(Not  as  on  Sinai's  mcks  of  old), 
God,— from  eternity  conceal'd,— 
In  his  own  light,  on  Thee  reveal'd 

I  love  Thee, — when  I  hear  thy  voice 
Bid  a  despairing  world  rejoice. 
And  loud  from  shore  to  shore  proclaim. 
In  every  tongue,  Messiah's  name ; 
That  name,  at  which,  from  sea  to  aea. 
All  nations  yet  shall  bow  the  knee. 

I  love  Thee : — next  to  heaven  above. 
Land  of  my  fathers !  Thee  I  love ; 
And,  rail  thy  slanderers  as  they  will. 
*«  With  all  thy  faults  I  love  Thee  still  :"* 
For  faults  Thou  host,  of  heinous  aiae ; 
Repent,  renounce  them,  ere  they  rise 
In  judgment, — lest  thine  ocean-wall 
With  boundless  ruin  round  Tltee  &!!. 
And  that,  which  was  thy  mightiest  stay 
Sweep  all  thy  rocks  like  sand  away. 

Yes,  Thou  host  faults  of  heinous  size. 
From  which  I  tuni  with  wee^ting  eyes ; 
On  lliese  let  them  that  hale  Thee  dweU : 
Yet  one  I  spare  not, — one  I  tell. 
Tell  with  a  whisper  in  thine  ear ; 
Oh!  mi^hlit  wring  thine  heart  with  fear! 
Oh  I  tliai  my  weakest  won!  micht  n>ll. 
Like  heaven's  own  thunder,  through  thy  soul! 

There  is  o  JJf  in  thy  right  hand — 
A  Bribe,  corrupting  all  the  lond ; 
There  is  within  thy  pales  a  pest, 
— Gold  and  a  Btthyhmifh  vrst ; 
Not  hid  in  shame-conrraline  rhnde. 
But  broad  against  the  sun  display 'd. 
These, — tell  it  not, — it  in»/5/  be  told  : 
Tliese  from  thy  Lotterv-Wiikkiji  are  scdd; 
Sold, — and  thy  thildren,  train'd  to  sin. 
Hazard  both  vvorUls  these  plamies  to  win ; 
Nay,  thy  delnde<l  8tnte*tnirn  stake 
Thyself. — nnd  lose  Thee  for  their  sake! 
liosc  Thee  ? — they  shall  not: — He.  whoae  fril 
Is  Nature's  law,  preser\*es  thee  still ; 
And,  while  the  uplifted  bolt  impends, 
One  warning  mi>re  his  mercy  sends. 

O  Britain !  O  my  country  ?  brin^ 
Forth  from  thy  camp  the  accursed  thing 
Consiim  it  to  remorseless  fire. 
Watch  till  the  latest  spark  expire, 
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Thflo  cast  the  ailiM  on  dM  wind, 
Mor  leave  one  atom-wreck  behind. 

So  may  thy  wealth  and  power  i 
9o  amy  diy  people  dwell  m  peace , 
On  thee  the  Almighty's  glory  rest, 
And  all  the  world  m  thee  be  blest. 


THE  ALPS^A  REVERIE. 
PaktI.  Day. 

Tri  moontaine  of  this  glorioos  land 
Are  oonscious  beings  to  mine  Ojre, 
When  at  the  break  of  day  they  stand 
Like  giants,  looking  throagh  the  sky, 
7\>  hail  the  sun's  unrisen  car, 
That  gilds  their  diadems  of  snow ; 
While  one  by  one,  as  star  by  star, 
Their  peaks  in  ether  glow. 

Their  silent  presence  fills  my  sool. 

When  to  the  horiaontal  ray 

The  many-tanctured  vapors  roll 

In  evanesoem  wreaths  away. 

And  leave  them  naked  on  the  scene. 

The  emblems  of  etemi^. 

The  saase  as  diey  have  ever  been, 

And  shall  for  ever  be. 

Yet  throagh  the  valley  while  I  range. 
Their  difi,  like  images  in  dreams, 
Colfur,  and  shape,  and  station  change ; 
Here  crags  and  caverns,  u-oods,  and  streams, 
And  seas  of  adamantine  ice. 
With  gardens,  vineyards,  fields  embraced. 
Open  a  way  to  Paradise 
Thruugh  all  the  splendid  waste. 

The  goals  are  hanging  on  the  rocks. 
Wide  through  their  pastures  roam  the  herds; 
Peace  on  the  uplands  feeds  her  flocks, 
Till  suddenly  the  king  of  birds 
Pouncing  a  lamb,  they  start  for  fear : 
He  bears  his  bleating  priae  on  high ; 
The  well-known  plaint  his  nestlings  hear. 
And  raise  a  ravening  cry. 

The  sun  in  rooming  freshness  shines : 
At  noon  behold  his  orb  o'ercast ; 
Hollow  and  dreary  o'er  the  pines. 
Like  distant  ocean,  moans  the  blast : 
The  mountains  darken  at  the  sound. 
Put  on  their  armor,  and  anon, 
In  panoply  of  cloudii  wrapt  round 
Their  fomm  from  sight  are  gone. 

Hark !  w*ar  in  hetiven  I — the  battle-shout 

Of  thunder  remiti  the  echoinff  air ; 

I/) !  war  m  heaven ! — thick-fbshing  out 

Thn>ui^  torrent-reiiui.  red  lightnings  glare ; 

As  ih'>iich  the  Alps,  with  mortal  ire. 

At  once  a  thousand  voices  RiitM>d ; 

And  with  a  thousand  swords  of  fire 

At  once  in  conflict  blazed. 
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CoMK,  golden  Evening,  in  the 
Enthrone  the  itoniHUipeQing  sun. 
And  let  the  triple  rainbow  rest 
0*er  all  the  monntain-topa  >— 't  is  dona  | 
The  deluge  ceaaeai  boU  and  bright. 
The  rainbow  shooH  fltNn  hill  to  hill ; 
Down  sinks  the  sun ;  en  prsssiia  night; 
^Mont  BUnc  is  lovely  stilL 

There  take  thy  stand,  my  spirit  j    sjsail 
The  worid  of  shadows  at  thy  feet ; 
And  mark  how  calmly,  overhead. 
The  stars  like  saints  in  glory  meet : 
While  hid  in  solitude  sublime, 
Methinks  I  muse  on  Nature's  tomb^ 
And  hear  the  passing  foot  of  Time 
Step  through  tlie  gkwm. 

All  in  a  moment,  crash  on  crash. 
From  precipice  to  precipice. 
An  avalanche's  ruins  dash 
Down  to  the  nethermost  abyss  ■ 
Invisible,  the  ear  alone 
Follows  the  uproar  tUl  it  diea : 
Echo  on  echo,  groan  for  groan. 
From  deep  to  deep  repliea. 

Silence  agam  the  darkneas  seals^ — 
Darkness  that  may  be  felt  ^— but  sdgq 
The  silver-clouded  east  reveals 
The  midnight  spectre  of  the  moon ; 
In  half-eclipse  she  lifts  her  horn. 
Yet,  o'er  the  host  of  heaven  supreme. 
Brings  the  feint  semblance  of  a  mom 
With  her  awakening  beam. 

Ha !  at  her  touch,  these  Alpine  heights 

Unreal  mockeries  appear ; 

With  blacker  shadows,  ghastlier  lighlSb 

Enlarging  as  she  climbs  the  sphere ; 

A  crowd  of  apparitions  pale ! 

I  hold  my  breath  in  chill  suspense, 

— ^They  seem  so  eiquisilely  frail,— 

Lest  they  should  vanish  henre. 

I  breathe  again,  I  freely  breathe  ; 

Lake  of  Geneva!  thee  I  trace, 

like  Dian's  crescent  far  beneath. 

And  beautiful  as  Dian's  face : 

Pride  of  this  land  of  liberty  I 

All  that  thy  waves  reflect  1  love ; 

Where  heaven  itself,  brought  doun  to  the« 

Looks  feirer  than  above. 

Safe  on  thy  banks  again  I  stray 
The  trance  of  poesy  is  o'er. 
And  1  am  here  at  dawn  of  day. 
Gazing  on  mountains  as  before  ; 
For  all  the  strange  mutations  wrought 
Were  mai^ic  feats  of  my  own  mind  j 
Thus,  in  the  feiry-land  of  thought 
Whate'er  I  seek  I  fuid. 

Yet,  O  ye  everlasting  hills  I 
Buildings  of  God,  not  made  with  handsi 
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WhoM  word  perfbrnw  whata'er  He  willf. 
Whose  word,  though  ye  ihall  perith,  ttaods ; 
Can  there  be  eyet  thai  look  on  you. 
Till  tean  of  rapture  make  them  dim, 
Nor  in  hii  works  the  Maker  view, 
Then  k«e  hii  worki  in  Him? 

By  me,  when  I  behoM  Him  not. 
Or  love  Him  not  when  I  behold, 
Be  all  I  ever  knew  ibigot ; 
My  pulae  stand  still,  my  heart  grow  cold ; 
Tran8fi>rm*d  to  ice,  'twixt  earth  and  sky. 
On  yonder  cliff*  my  fi>rm  be  seen. 
That  all  may  ask,  but  none  reply, 
What  my  oflence  hath  been. 


QUESTIONS  AND  ANSWER& 

Flowcrs  !  wherefore  do  ye  bloom  f 
—We  strew  thy  pathway  to  the  tomb. 

Stars !  wherefore  do  ye  rise  f 
—To  light  thy  spirit  to  the  skies. 

Fair  Moon !  why  dost  thou  wane  ? 
^-That  I  may  wax  again. 

0  Sun !  what  makes  thy  beams  so  bright  ? 
—The  Word,  that  said  *•  Let  there  be  lighu*' 

Flanets !  what  guides  ytm  in  your  course  ? 
—Unseen,  unielt,  unfiuling  ibrce. 

Nature !  whence  sprang  thy  glorious  frame  ? 
—My  Maker  cail'd  me,  and  I  came. 

O  Light !  thy  subtle  (>flsence  who  may  know  f 
—Ask  not ;  for  all  things  but  myself  I  show. 

What  is  yon  arch  which  everywhere  I  see  f 
—The  sign  of  omnipresent  Deity. 

Where  rests  the  horiion's  all-embracing  zone  ? 
—Where  earth,  God's  footstool,  touches  heaven,  his 
throne. 

Ye  clouds !  what  bring  ye  in  your  train ! 

— God'^  embassies^ — storm,  lighuiing,  hail,  or  rain. 

Winds !  whence  and  whither  do  ye  blow  f 
— ^Thoii  must  be  bom  again  to  know. 

Bow  m  the  cloud  !  what  token  dost  thou  bear  f 
— TlLii  Justice  still  cries  **  strike"  and  Mercy  "  spare," 

Dews  of  the  morning !  wherefore  were  ye  g^ven  f 
— ^To  sliine  on  earth,  then  rise  to  heaven. 

Rise,  glitter,  break;  yet.  Bubble!  tell  me  why? 
—To  show  the  course  of  all  beneath  the  sky. 

Stay,  Meteor !  stay  thy  felling  fire. 

—No :  thus  shall  all  the  host  of  heaven  expire. 

Ocean !  what  law  thy  chainless  waves  confined  f 
—That  which  in  Reason's  limits  holds  thy  mind. 


Time!  whither  dost  thou  flee f 
— I  travel  to  Eternity. 

Eternity!  what  art  thoaf^— say. 

— ^Time  past,  time  present,  time  to  cone, 

Te  Dead !  where  can  your  dwelling  be  f 
^The  house  for  all  the  living  {—come  and 

0  Life !  what  is  thy  breath  f 
—A  vapor  lost  in  death. 

O  Death!  how  ends  thy  strife? 
— In  everlasting  life. 

O  Grave !  where  is  thy  victory  f 
—Ask  Him  who  rose  again  for  me. 


YOUTH  RENEWED. 

SprinooFLOwees,  spring-birds,  spring-] 
Are  felt,  and  heard,  and  seen ; 
Light  tremUing  transptHl  seixes 
My  heart, — with  sighs  between : 
These  old  enchant  menu  fill  the  mind 
With  scenes  and  seasons  for  behind ; 
Childhood,  its  smiles  and  tears. 
Youth,  with  its  flush  of  ycani. 
Its  morning-clouds  and  dewy  prine^ 
More  exquisitely  touch'd  by  Time. 

Fancies  again  are  springing. 
Like  May-flowers  in  the  vales ; 
While  hopes,  long  lost,  are  singing. 
From  thorns,  Uke  nightingales ; 
And  kindly  spirits  stir  my  blood. 
Like  vernal  airs,  that  curl  the  flood : 
Tliere  falls  to  manhood's  lot 
A  joy,  which  youth  has  not, 
A  dream,  more  beautiful  than  truth, 
— Reluming  Spring,  renewing  Youth. 

Thus  sweetly  to  surrender 
The  present  for  the  post ; 
In  sprightly  mood,  yet  tender. 
Life's  burthen  do^^n  to  cost, 
— This  is  to  toflte,  from  stage  to  stage. 
Youth  on  the  lees  refined  by  age : 
Like  wine  well  kept  and  long. 
Heady,  nor  harah,  nor  strong. 
With  every  annual  cup,  is  quafTd 
A  ridier,  purer,  mellower  draught. 


THE  BRIDAL  AND  TliE  BLTUAL. 

"  Blbsscd  is  the  brMe  whom  the  sun  shine*  on; 
Bkssed  is  tlie  corpse  which  the  rain  rains  on.** 

I  saw  thee  young  and  beautiful, 

I  saw  thee  rich  and  gay. 

In  the  first  blush  of  womanhood. 

Upon  thy  wedding-day : 

The  church-bells  rang. 

And  the  little  children  sang^ — 

**  Flowers,  flowers,  kiss  her  feet ; 

Sweets  to  the  svieet! 
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Th»  winter's  pMt,  the  mini  era  gooet 
Blwwii  ii  the  bride  whom  the  tun 


ft 


I  ciw  ihee  poor  end  detolaie, 

I  eiw  thee  fide  away. 

In  broken-hearted  widowhood 

Before  thy  locks  were  grey : 

ne  death-bell  rang,  V 

And  the  little  children  nng,— 

**  Lilies !  dress  her  winding-eheet ; 

8preets  to  ttie  sweet . 

TIm  summer 's  past,  the  sunshine  gone : 

BUssed  is  the  corpse  which  the  rain  rains  on.** 


is  the  bride  whom  the  sun  shines  on ; 
is  the  corpse  which  the  rain  rains  on." 


FRIENDa 

Faim D  afler  friend  departs ; 
Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  f 
There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts, 
That  finds  not  here  an  end : 
Were  this  frail  worid  our  only  rest, 
Living  or  dying,  none  were  blesL 

Beyond  the  flight  of  Time, 
B^ond  this  vale  of  death. 
There  sorely  is  some  blessed  clime 
WhMe  life  is  not  a  breath. 
Nor  life's  aflK>ctions  transient  fire. 
Whose  sparks  fly  upward  to  expire. 

l%ere  is  a  world  above. 
Where  parting  is  unknown-— 
A  whole  eternity  of  love, 
Farm*d  for  the  good  alone ; 
And  feith  beholds  ih^  dying  here 
Translated  U>  that  happier  sphere. 

Thns  star  by  star  declines. 

Till  all  are  pamed  a\%*ay. — 

As  morning  high  and  higher  shines 

To  pure  and  perfect  day ; 

Nor  sink  those  stars  in  empty  night, 

—They  hide  themselves  in  heaven's  own  light 


A  MOTHER'S  LAMENT 

0?l  THE  DEATH  OP  HER  INFANT  DAUGHl-ER. 

I  ix>vcn  thr«».  Dati^htor  of  my  heart ! 
My  Cliild,  I  kived  thee  dearly ; 
And  though  we  only  met  to  pert. 
•^How  sweetly !  how  severely  !— 
Nor  life  nor  death  ran  sever 
My  soul  from  thine  for  ever. 

Thy  days,  my  liule  one!  were  few: 
An  Angel's  morning  viiiit. 
That  came  and  vanish *d  with  the  dew ; 
*T  was  here,  'I  is  gone — where  is  it  ? 
Yet  didst  thou  leave  behind  thee 
A  clew  for  love  to  find  ihee. 

Tlie  eye,  the  lip.  the  cheek,  the  brow, 
The  hands  stretch'd  forth  in  gladness. 


All  life,  joy,  rapCore,  beaaty  now^ — 
Then  dash'd  with  infant  sadness ; 
Till,  brightening  by  transition, 
Retum'd  the  feiiy  vision  :^ 

Where  are  they  now  7 — those  smiles,  ihoM 

Thy  Mother's  darling  treasure  f 

She  sees  them  still,  and  still  she  hean 

Thy  tones  of  pain  or  pleasure^ — 

To  her  quick  pulse  revealing 

Unutterable  fiieling. 

Hush'd  in  a  moment  on  her  breast, 

Life  at  the  well-epring  drinking ; 

Then  cradled  on  her  lap  to  rest. 

In  rosy  slumber  sirdung : 

Thy  dreams — no  thought  can  guess  ihem ; 

And  mine— no  tongue  express  then. 

For  then  this  waking  eye  could  see, 

In  many  a  vain  vagary, 

The  thmgs  that  never  were  to  be, 

Imaginatiooa  airy ; 

Fond  hopes  that  mothers  dierish,  - 

Like  still-born  babea  to  peririi. 

Mine  perish'd  on  thy  early  bier ; 
No— changed  to  forms  more  glorious 
They  flourish  in  a  higher  sphere. 
O'er  time  and  death  victorious ; 
Yet  would  these  arms  have  chain'd  thee. 
And  long  from  Heaven  detain'd  thee. 

Sarah !  my  last,  my  youngest  love. 

The  crowTi  of  every  other ! 

Though  thou  art  bom  in  Heaven  aboveb 

I  am  thine  only  Mother, 

Nor  will  afllection  let  me 

Believe  thou  canst  forget  me. 

Then, — thou  in  Heaven  and  I  on  earths- 
May  this  one  hope  delight  us. 
That  thou  wilt  bail  my  second  birth. 
When  death  shall  reunite  us, 
Where  worlds  no  more  can  sever 
Parent  and  child  for  ever. 


THE  WIDOW  AND  THE  FATHERLESS. 

Well,  thou  art  gone,  and  I  am  left : 
But  oh  !  how  cold  and  dark  to  me 
This  world,  of  every  charm  bereA, 
Where  all  was  l>eautiful  with  thee ! 

Though  I  have  seen  thy  form  depart 
For  ever  from  my  widow'd  eye, 
I  hold  thc^e  in  mine  inmost  heart ; 
There,  there  at  least,  thou  canst  not  die. 

Farewell  on  earth :  Heaven  claim'd  its  o«vn  \ 
Yet,  when  from  me  thy  presence  went 
I  was  exchanged  for  God  alone : 
Let  dust  and  ashes  learn  content 

Ha !  those  small  voices,  silver  sweet 
Fresh  from  the  fieldii  my  habes  a|:^)eiii . 
They  fill  my  arms,  they  clasp  my  feet : 
— "Oh I  could  your  father  see  us  here*  " 
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Thuoe  weloonie,  litde  jBoglkh  floww! 
Mj  iiiotlwr  ooontiy^  white  md  red. 
In  raae  or  Uly,  till  thii  hour. 
Never  to  me  euch  beauty  tpreed : 
TruHpUated  fiom  diine  iila^-bed, 
A  ireeeore  in  a  grain  of  earth, 
Surange  ai  a  ipint  fiom  the  dead. 
Thine  embryo  eprang  to  birth. 

Thriee  weloome,  little  EogUrii  flower! 
Whoee  tribei,  beneath  our  natal 
8hat  doae  their  leaiee  while  vapon 
Bot,  when  the  eon'!  ftf  beans  arise, 
With  nnabssh'd  but  modest  eyes, 
Follow  his  molioo  to  the  west, 
Nor  esMo  to  gaae  till  daylight  dies^ 
Ilien  Mi  thMBselTis  to  rest 

lliriee  weteome,  litde  English  floweiv 
To  this  resplendent  hemtsphcre, 
Where  Fkia's  giant  ofibpriog  tower 
la  gorgeow  livwies  all  the  year; 
Thou,  only  thou,  art  little  here, 
like  wonh  unfriended  and  unknown. 
Yet  to  ray  Britiah  heart  more  dear 
Than  all  the  torrid  aone. 

Thrice  welcome,  little  Engliah  flower! 
Of  early  scenes  beloved  by  roe. 
While  hapgy  in  my  fitther't  bower. 
Thou  shalt  the  blithe  memorial  be ; 
The  fairy  aporta  of  infancy, 
Youth's  golden  age,  and  manhood's  prime. 
Home,  country,  kindred,  friends, — with  thee, 
I  find  in  thia  far  clime. 

Thrice  weloome,  little  Elnglish  flower! 
I  *11  rear  thee  with  a  trembling  hand : 
Oh,  for  the  April  sun  and  shower. 
The  sweet  May-dewa  of  that  lair  land, 
Where  Daitiea,  thick  as  star-light,  stand 
In  every  ^-alk ! — that  here  may  ahocrt 
Thy  scions,  and  thy  buds  expand, 
A  hundred  from  one  rooL 

Thrice  welcome,  little  English  flower! 
To  me  the  pledge  of  hope  unseen ; 
When  sorrow  would  my  soul  o*erpo^'er 
For  joys  that  were,  or  might  have  been, 
I  '11  call  to  mind  how,  fresh  and  green, 
1  saw  thee  waking  from  the  dust; 
Then  turn  to  heaven  with  brow  serene. 
And  place  m  GoH  my  trust* 


THE  DROUGHT. 
WRI'l*i'm  m  THB  SUMMER  OF 


Hflssa,  ii,  SI,  S. 


What  strange,  what  fearAil  thinghath eotoa  to  pMi 
Hie  ground  is  iron,  and  the  heavens  are  braai 
Man  on  the  vrithering  harvests  casis  Ms  mf% 
*«Give  me  your  fruits  in  season,  or  I  die;" 
Hie  timely  Fmils  implore  their  parent  Earth, 
*«  Where  is  thv  strength  to  bring  us  Ibrth  to4udif" 
Hie  Earth,  all  prostrate,  to  the  Ckrads  **"i»r<ainri 
*« Send  to  my  heart  yoor  feniliang  rains ;" 
The  Clouds  invoke  the  Heavens^— ^  CoUact,  dispMsi 
Through  us  your  quickening,  healing  mflnanca ;" 
Hie  Hea  vena  to  Him  that  made  them  raise  their  ] 
** Command  thy  blosatng,  and  K  shall  be  done:' 
The  Lord  is  in  his  temple ; — hush'd  and  still, 
The  suppliant  Univene  awaits  his  wilL 


f 


He  speaks ;  snd  to  the  Goods  the  He 
With  lightning'Speed,  their  genial  uiflneiiee; 
Hie  gathering,  breaking  Clouda  pour  down  their  laios 
Earth  drinks  the  bliss  through  all  her 
From  teeming  fhrrows  start  the  Fhnls  to  binlw 
And  shake  their  treasures  on  the  lap  of  Earth; 
Man  seee  the  harvests  grow  beneath  his  ay«b 
Tiuns,  and  looks  up  with  rapture  to  the  skyi 
All  that  have  breath  and  being  now  rqoieai 
All  Nature's  voices  blend  in  one  grsat  wiosh 
**  Glory  to  God,  who  thus  himself  mal 
—When  shall  all  tongues  confess  Him  God 
Lord,  as  the  rain  comes  down  from  Heaven 
Which  waters  Earth,  nor  thenoe  returns  in 
But  makea  the  tree  to  bud,  the  grass  to 
And  feeds  and  gladdens  every  living  thing ; 
So  may  thy  word,  upon  a  world  deatroy'd. 
Come  down  in  bleasing.  and  return  not  void ; 
So  may  il  come  in  universal  showers. 
And  fill  Elarth's  dreariest  wilderness  with  flowen^ 
— With  flowers  of  promise  fill  the  world,  within 
Man's  heart,  laid  watte  and  dofolatc  by  nn ; 
Where  thorns  and  thisiles  curse  the  infested  ground 
Let  the  rich  fruits  of  righteousnces  abound ; 
And  trees  of  life,  for  ever  fresh  and  green, 
Flouriah  where  treea  of  death  alone  have  been ; 
Let  Truth  look  down  from  Heaven,  Hope  soar  abov% 
Justice  and  Mercy  kiss.  Faith  work  by  Love; 
Nations  new4)om  their  fathers'  idols  spurn ; 
The  ransomed  of  the  Lord  with  songs  return ; 
Heralds !  the  year  of  Jubilee  (woclaim ; 
Bow  every  knee  at  the  Redeemer's  name ; 
O'er  lands,  with  darkness,  thraldom,  guilt, o* 
In  light,  jity.  freedom,  be  the  Sjiiril  abed ; 
Speak  Thou  the  i%ord ;  to  Satan's  power  say, "C 
But  to  a  world  of  pardoird  sinners,  **  Peace.** 
— ^Thus  in  thy  grace,  Lord  God.  Thyself  make  knom 
Then  shall  all  tongues  confess  Thee  God  alone. 


THE  STRANGER  AND  HIS  FRIEND 


Ye  hsT*  done  it  onto  me.'* — Matt,  zxnr,  ML 


A  POOR  u-a)rfarinK  man  of  grief 
Hath  oiietk  cms'd  me  on  my  way. 
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Who  tiled  10  humbly  for  relief^ 
That  I  could  never  answer,  **  Nay  :** 
I  had  noc  power  to  aak  hii  name. 
Whither  he  went,  or  >vhence  he  came* 
Yet  was  there  eomething  in  hie  eye, 
That  won  my  love,  I  knew  not  why. 


Once,  when  my  icanty  meal  waa  ipread, 
lie  entered ; — not  a  word  he  tpake  ;— 
Just  periahing  for  want  of  bread ; 
1  gave  him  idl ;  he  blea'd  it,  brake. 
And  ale. — but  gave  me  part  again ; 
Mine  was  an  Angelas  portion  then. 
For  while  I  fied  with  eager  haste. 
That  crurt  was  manna  to  my  taste. 


I  spied  him,  where  a  fimntain  burst 

Clear  from  the  rock ;  his  strength  was  gone ; 

The  heedless  water  roock'd  his  thint. 

He  heard  it,  saw  it  hurrying  on : 

I  ran  to  raise  the  sufiercr  up ; 

Thrice  from  the  stream  he  drain'd  my  cup. 

Dipt,  and  retum'd  it  running  o'er ; 

I  drank,  and  never  thirsted  moro. 


Twas  night ;  the  floods  were  out ;  it  blew 

A  winter  hurricane  aloof; 

I  heard  his  voice  abroad,  and  flew 

To  bid  him  welcome  to  my  roof; 

I  warm'd,  I  clothed,  I  cheer'd  my  guest. 

Laid  him  on  my  own  couch  to  rest ; 

Then  made  the  hearth  my  bed,  and  seem*d 

In  Eden*s  ganien  while  I  dream'd. 


Stript,  wounded,  beaten,  nigh  to  death, 
I  ibund  him  by  the  highu-Qy-«ide : 
I  roused  his  pulse,  brought  back  his  breath. 
Revived  his  spirit,  and  supplied 
Wine,  oil,  refreshment ;  he  was  heal'd ; 
f  had  m3rself  a  wound  concearU ; 
But  from  that  hour  forgot  the  smart. 
And  Peace  bound  up  my  broken  heart. 


In  prison  I  saw  hiiA  next,  condemn'd 
To  meet  a  traitor's  doom  at  mom ; 
The  tide  of  lying  tongues  I  siemm'd. 
And  honor'd  him  'midst  nhame  and  scorn ; 
My  friendship's  utmost  zeal  to  try, 
He  BJik'd.  if  I  for  hiro  would  die ; 
The  flesh  was  weak,  my  blood  ran  chill. 
But  the  free  spirit  cried,  "  I  will." 


Then  in  a  moment  to  ray  \-iow 

The  Stranger  darted  from  dixgiiise. 

The  tokens  in  his  hands  I  knew, 

My  Savior  stnoil  before  mine  eyes  : 

lie  sfvikc:  and  my  }oor  name  He  named; 

•  C>f  me  thi>u  haM  not  hern  ashamed  : 

Tlifse  dee<l8  nhall  thy  nHinorial  l)e ; 

Fenr  no*.  \)w\i  dul»t  ihem  unto  Mc.** 

4S  2E3 


A  SEA  PIECE, 

IH  THMKK  SONNETS. 

&<««.— BridlinftoQ  Quay,  1884. 

I. 

>T  nightfidl,  walking  on  the  clifTcrown'd  shoro. 
Where  sea  and  sky  were  in  each  other  lost ; 
Dark  ships  were  scudding  through  the  wild  uproar 
Whose  wrecks  ere  mom  must  strew  the  dreary  coast 
1  mark'd  one  well-moor'd  vessel  tempesutost. 
Sails  reePd,  helm  lash'd* — a  dreadful  siege  she  bore 
Her  deck  by  billow  aAer  billow  crossM, 
While  every  moment  she  might  be  no  more : 
Yet  firmly  anchur'd  on  the  nether  sand, 
Like  a  chain'd  hon  ramping  at  his  foes, 
Fon^-ard  and  rearward  still  she  plunged  and  rose. 
Till  broke  her  cable ; — then  she  fled  to  land. 
With  all  the  waves  in  chase ;  thmes  following  throes 
She  'scaped,— she  struck, — she  stood  upon  the  strand 

n. 

The  mom  was  beautiful,  the  storm  gone  by ; 
Three  days  had  pass'd ;  1  saw  the  peaceful  mam. 
One  molten  mirror,  one  illumined  plane. 
Clear  as  the  blue,  sublime,  o'er-arching  sky : 
On  shore  that  lonely  vessel  caught  mine  eye. 
Her  bow  was  sea-wurd,  all  equipt  her  train. 
Yet  to  the  sun  she  spread  her  wings  in  vain. 
Like  a  chain'd  eagle,  impotent  to  fly; 
There  fix'd  as  if  for  ever  to  abide : 
Far  down  the  beach  had  roU'd  the  low  neap-tide. 
Whose  mingling  murmur  fointly  luU'd  the  ear : 
**  Is  this,"  methought,  "  is  this  the  doom  of  piide, 
Cheek'd  in  the  onset  of  thy  breve  career, 
Ingloriously  to  rot  by  piecemeal  here?** 

in. 

Spring-tides  retum'd.  and  Fortune  smiled :  the  bay 
Received  the  rushing  ocean  to  its  breast ; 
While  waves  on  waves  innumerably  prest, 
Scem'd,  with  the  prancing  of  their  proud  array. 
Sea-horses,  flash 'd  with  foam,  and  snorting  spray ; 
Their  power  and  thunder  broke  that  vessel's  rest* 
Slowly,  with  new  expanding  life  possest, 
To  her  ov\7i  element  she  glid  away  ; 
Buoyant  and  bounding  hke  the  polar  whale. 
That  takes  his  pastime;  every  joyful  soil 
Was  to  the  freedom  of  the  wind  unfurl'd. 
While  rieht  and  lefl  the  parted  surges  curl'd : 
— Go,  frailont  bark,  with  such  a  tide  and  gale, 
I'll  pledge  thee  to  a  vo)'age  lound  the  world. 


ROBERT  BURNS 

What  bird  in  beauty,  flight,  or  song. 
Can  with  the  bard  comiiore. 
Who  sang  as  sweet,  and  soar'd  as  strong 
As  ever  child  of  air  7 

His  plume,  his  note,  liis  form,  could  Buknb, 
For  whim  or  plea^u^e  rhaneo ; 
lie  woM  not  one,  but  all  by  turns. 
With  tmiifniig ration  i>tnuif'^o 
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TIm  blaek^Mvd,  orad*  of  apring* 
When  flow'd  lui  moral  lay ; 
TIm  iwsUow.  wfaaeliiiff  oo  dM  iriag, 
CapricicNalf  at  pkf  I 

The  Hamning^M,  fiem  Uooa  to  VLnm, 
InhoUof  hmwmdy  balm ; 
Tha  Ravan,  in  dia  taoipaat'a  i^oomi 
TIm  Halcfoo*  in  tha  calm: 

In  •  anld  Kirk  Alkmay."  tha  Owl 
At  witching  time  of  iJght; 
^r "  bonnie  Doon,"  the  evlieat  IVml 
Tliat  earaU'd  to  tha  light. 

Ha  WW  tha  Wran  amidrt  tha  greva^ 
When  in  hii  homaljr  Tein; 
At  Bannoekbiim  the  Bird  of  Jvm, 
With  thnndar  in  hia  tiain: 


The  Wood4arii,  m  hie  OMnrafal 
Tha  GoUlfaMh,  in  hii  miiA ; 
The  Thraah,  a  apenddirift  of  hii 
EnnpCoiing  hearen  and  earth; 

Hm  Swan,  in  VM^iMty  and  gnoa, 
Oontempbtiv*  and  Mill; 
Bat,  looaed/— no  Fdeon  hi  tha 
Coold  like  Ui  atira  kilL 


Tha  linnet  in 
In  tendenea  tha  Dora; 
Bat  more  than  all  beiide 
Tha  JWightingala  in  love. 


waahe^ 


Oh!  had  he  nerer  atoop'd  to  riama^ 
Nor  lent  a  charm  to  vice, 
How  had  devotion  loved  to  name 
That  Bird  of  PftradiM ! 

Peace  to  the  dead ! — In  Scotia'a  choir 
Of  MinstTpli  great  and  Hnali, 
He  aprang  fiom  hit  ■pontoneona  firOi 
The  Phoraix  of  them  alL 


A  THEME  FOR  A  FOET^1814 

The  arrow  that  aholl  lay  roe  low. 
Wot  shot  from  Death*a  ooerring  bow 
The  moment  of  my  breath ; 
And  every  fiiot^tep  I  proceed. 
It  trocki  me  with  increeiiing  npeed : 
I  tum^ — it  meetn  nie««— Death 
Hoa  given  auch  impulse  to  that  dart. 
It  points  for  ever  at  my  heart. 

And  KKm  of  me  it  mmt  be  taid. 

That  I  have  lived,  that  I  am  dead : 

Of  all  I  leave  behind, 

A  few  may  weep  a  little  while. 

Then  bleoi  my  memory  with  a  imOe , 

What  monument  of  mind 

Shall  I  bequeath  to  deathleca  Fame, 

That  ttlter'timee  may  love  my  name  ? 

Let  Soiithey  ting  of  war*e  alarnit, 
Thii  pride  uf  bi^e,  din  of  armo. 


The  ^ory  and  tha  guilty— 

Of  natjoni  baib'roariy  etelavad. 

Of  raalni  by  patriot  ?alor  nsrad. 

Of  bkHMtinaandy  apih. 

And  milUooB  aacrifioed  toftla, 

To  make  ona  Ctda  mortal  gruai. 

Let  Soott,  m  wilder  otiaiiM,  dalii^ 

To  chaont  tha  lady  and  tha  Kij|h^ 

Tha  toomameiit,  tha  rhaat, 

The  wiard*!  dead  wiihoat  a  iMMb 

Ptorila  by  amburii,  flood,  and  flama; 

Or  pictuiaaquely  trace 

The  hllla  that  form  a  world  on  hi|^ 

Tha  lake  that  aaema  a  downwaid  okf  . 


Let  Byron  with  nntrembling  haod. 
Impetnoua  foot,  and  fiery  brand. 
Lit  at  dM  flamea  of  hall. 
Go  down  and  aearch  tha  hnnaa 
Tin  fienda  fiom  every  eomar  aiaiu 
Their  Crimea  and  pligoeato  tall; 
Then  let  him  fling  die  torch  awaj* 
And  ann  hii  aonl  in  haavanVi  pan  4q^ 


Let  Wotde  worth  weave,  in  niyaiie 
Feeling!  ineffiddy  ■oblime, 
And  aympathiea  unknown; 
Yet  ao  onr  yieldhig  braaata 
HU  Geniua  ihall  pomem  ua  all. 
His  thoughta  beonne  cor  own. 
And,  atruigely  pleaied,  wa  aiart 
Such  hidden  tfcaaurra  in 


Intel 


Let  Campbell'a  aweeter  nomhaia 
Through  every  change  of  joy  and 
Hope*s  rooming  dreamt  display. 
The  Pennsylvanian  coctoge  wild. 
The  frenzy  of  O'Connor's  diiki. 
Or  Linden*s  dreadful  day ; 
And  still  in  each  new  form 
To  eveiy  Muse  and  Grace  mora 


Transcendent  masters  of  tha  lyra! 
Not  to  your  honon  1  aspire ; 
Humbler,  yet  higher,  \\eMm 
Have  touch'd  my  spirit  into  flame : 
The  pomp  of  Fiction  t  disclaim ; 
Fair  Truth !  be  thou  my  Muse — 
Reveal  in  splendor  deeds  obscure^ 
Abase  the  proud,  exalt  the  poor. 

I  sing  the  men  who  leA  their  home. 
Amidst  barbarian  hordes  to  room. 
Who  land  and  ocean  rross'd. 
Led  by  a  load-star,  roark'd  on  high 
By  Faith's  unseen,  all-seeing  eye/— 
To  seek  and  save  the  lost ; 
Where'er  the  curse  on  Adaro  spread. 
To  call  his  offspring  from  the  dead 

Strong  in  the  great  Redeeroer'a  noma. 
They  bore  the  cms^  des}>ised  the  ahana 
And,  like  their  Master  here. 
Wrestled  viith  danger,  pain,  diatieai, 
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Hmifer,  and  cold,  wid  nifctdiw, 
And  OTery  fbna  of  fear; 
To  leel  hit  love  their  •'"•ly  joy. 
To  tell  that  love  tLe^  nle  employ. 

O  Thoa.  who  wait  in  Bethlehem  bom, 

Tbe  Blen  of  eorrowe  end  of  100111, 

Jceoi.  the  wmen*  Friend ! 

— O  Thou,  enthroned  in  filial  right* 

Above  all  creature-power  and  might; 

Whow  kingdom  ihall  extend, 

TUl  earth,  like  heaven,  thy  name  ihall  fiD. 

And  men,  like  angeli,  do  thy  will  >-* 

Hmmi,  whom  I  k>ve,  but  cannot  tee. 
My  Lord,  my  God !  look  down  on  me; 
My  k»w  afibctiooe  raiee ; 
The  spirit  of  liber^  impart, 
finkige  my  aoul,  inflame  my  heart. 
And,  while  I  apread  thy  praise, 
flhine  on  my  path,  in  mercy  ihine, 
Pfeoaper  my  work,  and  make  it  thine. 


NIGHT. 

NiQBT  m  the  thne  for  reit ; 

How  aweet,  when  labon  okMe, 

To  gather  round  an  aching  breaat 

The  carmin  of  repose, 

Stretch  the  tired  limbe,  and  lay  the  head 

Down  OB  our  own  delightful  bed ! 

Night  ie  the  time  ibr  dreamt  : 

The  gay  romance  of  life. 

When  truth  that  is.  and  truth  that  seems, 

Bfix  in  fiinlastic  strife : 

Ah !  visions,  less  beguiling  fitf 

Than  waking  dreams  by  daylight  are ! 

Night  is  the  time  for  toil  : 

To  plow  the  classic  field, 

Intent  to  find  the  buried  spoil 

Its  wealtliy  fu^ro^%'s  yield ; 

Till  all  is  oun  that  sages  taught, 

rhat  poets  song,  and  heroes  wroughL 

Night  is  the  time  to  weep : 

To  wet  with  uns<>en  teon 

Those  graves  of  Memory,  where  sleep 

The  joys  of  other  years ; 

Hopes,  that  were  Angels  at  their  birth. 

But  died  when  young,  like  things  of  earth. 

Night  is  the  time  to  watch : 
O'er  ocean's  dark  etpansc. 
To  hail  the  Pleiades,  or  catch 
The  full  moon's  earliest  glance, 
Tliat  brings  into  the  home^ck  mind 
All  we  have  loved  and  left  behind. 

Night  is  the  time  for  care : 

Brooding  on  hours  misnpent. 

To  see  the  spectre  of  Despair 

Come  to  our  lonely  tcni ; 

Like  Brutus,  'midst  hin  slumbering  boat, 

Sommon'd  t/«  die  by  Ca*sar  s  ghosL 


Nlf^t  is  the  time  to  thiaki 

When,  from  the  eye,  the  soul 

■Tdns  flight  t  and  on  die  ulmosi  brink 

Of  yonder  starry  pole. 

Discerns  beyond  dM  abyss  ef  ni^ 

The  dawn  of  mMveated  lighk 

Night  is  the  time  to  pray : 

Our  Savior  oft  wididrew 

T»  deaert  noantaina  fer  away ; 

So  will  hia  followvr  do, 

Steal  fiom  the  throng  to  haonts  mlRid, 

And  eonMBone  there  alone  with  God. 

Nif^t  is  the  time  for  Death: 

When  all  around  is  peace, 

Cfefanly  to  yiekl  die  weary  braadi, 

From  sin  sind  suffering  cease. 

Think  of  heaven's  bliis,  and  give  die  sign 

Topaiting  friends  9— eueh  deadi  be  mine. 


MEET  AGAIN.i 

# 

Joyful  words^— we  meet  again ! 
Love's  own  language,  comto 
Through  the  souls  of  friends  at  parting  t 
Life  in  death, — we  meet  again ! 

While  we  walk  this  vale  of  teaia, 
Compass'd  round  with  care  and 
Gloom  to-day,  and  slonn  to-morrow, 
"Meet  again!"  our  bosom  cheers. 

Far  in  eiile,  when  we  roam. 
O'er  oar  lost  endearments  weepings 
Lonely,  silent  vigils  keepihg, 
''Meet  again!"  transports  us  home. 

When  diis  weary  world  is  past, 
Ifappy  they,  whose  spirits  soaring. 
Vast  eternity  exploring, 
**  Meet  again !"  in  heaven  at  lasL 


VIA  CRUCIS,  VIA  LUCIS. 

Night  turns  to  day : — 

When  sullen  darkness  lowers. 

And  heaven  and  earth  are  hid  from  sight. 

Cheer  up,  cheer  up ! 

Ere  long  the  opening  flowers. 

With  dewy  eyes,  shall  shine  in  light 

Storms  die  in  calms : — 

When  over  land  and  ocean 

Roll  the  loud  chariots  of  the  wind. 

Cheer  up,  cheer  up ! 

The  voice  of  wild  commotion 

Proclaims  tranquillity  behind. 


1  The  MToo  roUowinff  |»i«e*«  were  written  lb'  '  ^*hei  Ibr- 
•ign  Aire,"  pabliehed  eome  lime  aco  umlcr  uie  nt^  of  "  P^tp' 
Ara»i«.*'  which  will  account  fi»r  the  peculiar  rhnhn  sdofNce 
ia  Mverel  of  them.  Th«  four  Hi tt  were  paraphrMed  from  Jm 
Qenau;  the  word*  of  the  remainins  thrae  #*•  oriiriMl 
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Winter  wikflt  Spring*— 

WhMi  107  blaili  art  blowing 

0*«r  firoMQ  lakei,  throagh  ntktd  tnm. 

Cheer  up,  cheer  up! 

All  beeuliful  end  glowing. 

May  floeti  in  fiagninoe  on  the  breanb 

War  endi  in  peeoe  »— 

Though  dread  artilleiy  rattle. 

And  ghaally  oonea  load  the  gramd. 

Cheer  up,  cheer  up! 

Where  groan*d  the  iieU  of  battle. 

The  woog,  the  danoe,  the  ftaat  go  imnd. 

Toil  bring!  repoee»— 

With  noontide  lervoii  beating. 

When  dropp  thy  templea  o*er  thy  breait, 

Cheer  up^  dieer  up! 

Gray  twiUghl;  oool  and  Beeting, 

Wafia  on  its  wmg  the  hour  of  reat 

Death  apringi  to  life: — 

Though  brief  and  aad  thy  atory, 

Thy  yean  all  tpent  in  care  and  gloom. 

Look  up,  look  up! 

Eternity  and  glory 

Dawn  throagh  the  portab  of  the  fombi 


THE  PILGRIM. 

How  Ueet  die  Pilgrim,  who  in  trouble 

Can  lean  upon  a  boeom  IHend ; 

Strength,  counge,  hope,  with  him  redouble, 

When  fiiea  aanil,  or  griefi  impbnd ; 

Care  fleet  before  hia  ftottteps,  itrajring. 

At  daybreak,  o*er  the  purple  heath ; 

He  pluckf  the  wild  flowers  round  him  playing. 

And  binds  their  beauty  in  a  wreath. 

More  dear  to  him  the  fields  and  mountains, 
When  with  his  friend  abroad  he  roves. 
Rests  in  the  shade  near  sunny  fountains^ 
Or  talks  by  moonlight  through  the  groves  t 
For  him  the  vine  expands  its  clusters, 
Spring  wakes  for  him  her  woodland  quire, 
Yea,  when  the  storm  of  winter  blusters, 
Tis  summer  round  his  evening  fire. 

In  good  old  age  serenely  dying, 

Wlien  all  he  loved  forsakes  his  view. 

Sweet  is  Afiection's  voice,  replying 

•*  I  follow  soon,"  to  hia  "  Adieu ! " 

Even  then,  though  earthly  ties  are  riven, 

The  spirit's  union  will  not  end ; 

— Happy  the  man,  whom  Heaven  hath  given. 

In  life  and  death,  a  faithful  friend. 


Gemania  fifon  a&r 
Invokes  her  sona  lo  war; 
Awake!  put fiirth  your 
And  vidory  muat  be  oum. 

On  to  the  combat,  on ! 
Go  when  your  airea  haTo 
Their  might  inapent  remaini^ 
Their  puiie  ia  in  oar  Toina. 

On  to  die  battle,  on! 
Reat  will  be  sweet  anon ; 
The  ahiTo  may  yield,  may  fly, 
Wa  conquer,  or  we  die. 

O  liberty!  thyferm 
Shinea  through  the  batde-sloim; 
Away  with  fear,  away ! 
Let  justioe  win  the  dby. 


REBUNISCENCES 

Where  are  ye  with  whom  in  life  I  staftad* 
Dear  companions  of  my  golden  days  t 
Ye  are  dead,  estranged  fiom  me,  or  partedc 
— Flown,  like  morning  ckrads,  a  thniiaand 


Where  art  thou,  in  youdi  my  friend  and 
Yea,  in  soul  my  fn^  and  brother  aiiUf 
<  Heaven  received  thee,  and  on  earth  nona 
Can  the  void  in  my  lorn  boeom  fill. 


Where  is  she,  whose  looks  were  lovo  end 
— Love  and  gladness  I  no  longer  see ! 
She  is  gone ;  and  since  that  hour  of  ssdnem, 
Nature  seems  her  sepulchre  to  me. 

Where  am  1 1 — ^life's  current,  faintly  ffewing^ 
Brings  the  welcome  warning  of  release ; 
Struck  with  death,  ah !  whither  am  I  going  f 
All  is  well — my  spirit  parts  in  peace. 


GERMAN  WAR.SONG.' 

Hraven  speed  the  righteous  sword. 
And  freedom  be  the  word ! 
Come,  brethren !  hand  in  hand, 
Fight  for  your  father-land. 

Th^  timple  and  raMime  onRinal  of  thoae  ttanxat,  with  the 
fiRi!  air  hj  Himmel.  becanM  the  natinaal  mnhc  of  (Jermanjr,  aad 
wan  tune  by  tho  wiUlieri  esporiallr.  during  tho  latter  campaiirm 
oTtha  war.  when  Buonaparte  waa  twice  dethroned,  and  Europe 
iotOv  daliTtrsd  firom  Freoch  prsdominsncs. 


THE  AGES  OF  MAN. 

Youth,  fond  youth !  to  thee  in  life's  gay 
New  and  wonderfbl  are  heaven  and  earth ; 
Health  the  hills,  content  the  fields  adorning. 
Nature  rings  with  melody  and  mirth ; 
Love  invisible,  beneath,  above, 
Conquers  all  things;  all  things  yield  to  lor& 

Time,  swifl  time,  from  years  their  motion 
Unperceivcd  hath  sober  manhood  brought; 
Truth,  her  pure  and  humble  forms  revealing 
Peoples  fancy's  foiry-land  with  thought ; 
Then  the  heart,  no  longer  prone  to  roam. 
Loves,  loves  best,  the  quiet  bliss  of 


Age,  old  apre.  in  sickness,  pain,  and 
Creeps  with  lengthening  shadow  o'er  the 
I^fo  was  yesterday,  't  is  death  to-morrow. 
And  tOHlay  the  agony  between : 
Then  how  lungs  the  weary  soul  for  theo, 
Bright  and  beautiful  eternity! 
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ASPIRATIONS  OF  YOUTH. 

HiQRn,  higher  will  we  cUinb 

Up  the  mMmt  of  glory. 

That  oar  oeniee  umj  live  throai^  time 

In  our  oocmtry'a  Hory : 

HeppSTt  when  her  weUkre  oelk, 

He  who  oonquerii  he  who  ftUk 

Deeper,  deeper  let  na  to3 
In  the  minei  of  knowledge— 
Neture*!  wealth  end  leeming*a  ipoil 
Win  from  ■chool  end  college ; 
Delve  we  there  for  richer  genu 
Then  the  ftan  of  diadenw. 

Onwerd,  onward  will  we  pttm 
Through  the  path  of  duty ; 
Virtoe  if  true  happineH, 
Eieetlenoe  true  beauty : 
Minds  are  of  rapemal  birth. 
Let  oi  make  a  heaven  of  earth. 

Ckee  and  doeer  then  we  knit 
Hearta  and  hands  together, 
Where  oar  fire-eide  oomforfii  sit 
In  the  wildest  weather: 
Oh !  they  wander  wide,  who  roamt 
For  the  joys  ef  lift,  from  home. 

Nearer,  dearer  bands  of  love 
Draw  oar  souls  in  unkm. 
To  our  Father's  boose  above. 
To  the  saints'  communion ; 
Thither  every  hope  ascend. 
There  may  all  our  labors  end. 


A  HERMITAGE. 

Wbosx  is  this  humble  dwelling-place. 
The  flat  turi^roof  with  flowers  o'ergrown  f 
Ah!  here  the  tenant's  name  I  trace, 
MossKx>ver'd,  on  the  threshold  stone. 

Well,  he  has  peace  within  and  rest, 
lliough  nought  of  all  the  world  beside; 
Yet,  stranger!  deom  not  him  unblest. 
Who  knows  not  avarice.  lust,  or  pride. 

Nothing  he  asks,  nothing  he  cares 
For  all  that  tempts  or  troubles  round  ; 
He  craves  no  feast,  no  flnery  wears. 
Nor  once  o'ersteps  his  narrow  bound. 

No  need  of  light,  though  all  be  gloom. 
To  cheer  his  eye, — that  eye  is  blind ; 
No  need  of  Are  in  this  small  room, 
He  recks  not  tempest,  rain,  or  wind. 

No  gay  companion  here ;  no  wife 
To  ginddon  home  with  true-love  smiles ; 
No  children, — from  the  woes  of  life. 
To  win  him  with  their  artless  wiles. 

Nor  joy,  nor  sorrow,  enter  here. 
Nor  fhrobbing  heart,  nor  aching  limb ; 
No  sun,  no  moon,  no  stais  appear. 
And  man  and  brute  are  nought  to  him 


This  dwelling  is  a  hermit*^  cave. 
With  space  alone  for  one  poor  bed ; 
This  dwelling  is  a  mortal's  gmve. 
Its  sole  inhabitant  is  dead. 


THE  FALUNG  LEAF. 

Wni  I  a  trembling  ktX, 
On  yonder  stately  tree. 
After  a  season  gay  and  brieC 
Condemn'd  to  fode  and  flee ; 

I  should  be  k)th  to  foil 
Beside  the  common  way. 
Weltering  in  mire,  and  spum'd  by  all. 
Till  trodden  down  to  clay. 

Nor  would  I  dioose  to  die 

All  on  a  bed  of  grass, 

^Vhere  thousands  of  my  kindred  he. 

And  idly  rot  in 


Nor  would  I  like  to  spread 
My  thin  and  wither'd  fooe 
In  korUa  ticcuM,  pale  and  dead, 
A  mummy  of  my  race. 

No,~H>n  the  wings  of  air 
Might  I  be  left  to  fly, 
I  know  not  and  1  heed  not  where, 
A  waif  of  earth  and  sky! 

Or  flung  upon  the  stream, 
Curl'd  like  a  foiry-boat. 
As  through  the  changes  of  a  dream. 
To  the  worid's  end  to  float! 

Who  that  hath  ever  been. 

Could  bear  to  be  no  more  f 

Yet  who  would  tread  again  the  scene 

He  trod  through  life  before  f 

On,  with  intense  desire, 

Man's  spirit  will  move  on ; 

It  seems  to  die,  yet,  like  Heaven's  fire 

It  is  not  quench'd,  but  gone. 

ON  PLANTING  A  TUUPROOT. 

Hiai  lies  a  bulb,  the  child  of  earth. 
Buried  alive  beneath  the  clod. 
Ere  long  to  spring,  by  second  birth, 
A  new  and  nobler  work  of  God. 

'Tis  said  that  microscopic  power 
Might  through  its  swadd  ling-folds  descry 
The  infant^image  of  the  flower. 
Too  exquisite  to  meet  the  eye. 

This,  vernal  suns  and  rains  will  swell 
Till  from  its  dark  abode  it  peep. 
Like  Venus  rising  from  her  shell. 
Amidst  the  spring-tide  of  the  deep 

Two  shapely  leaves  will  flrat  unfol«t 
Then,  on  a  smooth,  clastic  stem. 
The  verdant  bud  shall  turn  to  gold. 
Aad  open  in  a  diadenii 
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Not  OM  of  FloA'i  brilliiat  hm 
A  AmLBOM  piiftet  on  diqiiqr; 
Alt  OQiild  Dot  ftign  man 
Nor  Notmo  toko  o  Km  nm^ 


Tot,  ikb  m  mora  of  mnf  o  hnob 
WImo  flwhing  clondo  thnaih 
Tlw  tniipTO  potob  ibiiio  in  dow. 
An  booiiliftilr-4Mt 


doiknom  otrikob 


I 


Xli«i»  OD  thiir  bndol  Bri^ 

T6  kqr  Uioir  |M«  at  ilo  6ot; 

And  quooDo  tlioir  ooeplio,  crown,  ond  globob 

EidmDge  ftr  blomonb  oI^Ul,  oDd  fooi 

Hon  ooold  I  olttid  ond  amnlat; 
Lodj,  I  looTO  thol  port  to  thoo ; 
Bo  thy  neit  birth  in  Pomdioo, 
Thy  lift  to  oomo  otomiiy. 


THE  ADVENTURE  OF  A  ffTAB. 

AI>WIWB1»  TO  A  TOOIM  LAVf . 


A  OTAE  woold  bo  o  ftmor; 
So  down  from  hooTon  it  como, 
And  in  o  honoyonoUo  bowor 
Lit  op  its  littlo  Homo. 
Thoro  oo  o  bonk,  bonooAi  tho  rimdib 
By  iproyi,  ond  loo¥Oi^  ond  blomoi 
It  oToriook'd  tho  fudon^iroand, 
—A  londMopo  otrotching  ton  yoidi 
O  whot  o  cfaonfo  of  plooo 
From  goiing  throogh  oteinity  of 


f 


Gay  phmts  on  ovory  lide 
UncloMd  their  lovely  bkxNm, 
And  scotior'd  &r  and  wide 
Their  ravishing  perfumee: 
The  butterfly,  the  bee, 
And  many  an  inaect  on  tho  wing, 
Full  of  the  flpirit  of  the  opring. 
Flew  round  ond  round  in  endleoi  gloo. 
Alighting  here,  aeoending  there. 
Ranging  and  revelling  eveiywhero. 

Now  all  the  flowera  were  upy  and  dreot 

In  robei  of  rainbow-oolor'd  light ; 

The  pale  primrosee  look'd  their  beet, 

Peoniee  bluah'd  with  all  their  might ; 

Dutch  tulipi  from  their  bode 

Flaunted  their  eiately  heads ; 

Auriculae,  like  bailee  and  beaux. 

Glittering  with  birth-uight  splendor,  rooo ; 

And  polyanthuses  Uisplay'd 

The  brilliance  of  their  gold  brocade: 

Here  hyacinths  of  heavenly  blue 

Shook  their  rich  tresses  to  tho  morn, 

While  rose-bods  scarcely  show*d  their  hoe. 

But  coyly  linger*d  on  the  thom. 

Tilt  their  bved  nightingale,  who  tarried  long, 

Should  wake  them  into  beauty  with  his  song. 

The  violets  were  past  their  prime, 

Yet  iheir  departing  breath 

Was  sweeter,  in  tho  blast  of  death, 

Thar,  all  tho  lavish  en«iwioo  of  Iho 


Amidst  d^  gwgooao  tnfai. 
Oar  traant  star  shono  fiifth  in  Tttini 
Thooi^  in  o  wraolh  of  poriwiBld% 
iiutmgB  wnoao  nno  gioooi  n  fvow 
It  ooMif d  BO  Mggor  to  tho  ^riow 
Tlmn  the  lighfropoi^  in  o  drop  of  4om 
— AotrooooMO  m^  dmko  tfioir  poOl^ 
AndtoUmo^    ofoiy otb that wUi 
lliroqgh  hoovon'e  ooblimo  oxpoaoo 
Is  ran  or  world,  whooe  ipeod  ond 
Confonnd  mo  strclch  of  mortal  oyoi^ 
In  Natoro^  oiyatie  danoo  x 
Itm^boro 
For  ang^  I  know. 

Or  aa|^  indeed  that  they  ean  ihow; 
Yot  till  thoy  pravo  what  thoj  mren 
From  diis  phdn  troth  I  will  not  olir, 
—A  star's  a  star!— hot  wbra  I  thfak 
Of  Bon  or  world,  tho  star  I  nk; 
Whoreftra  m  veno,  ot  leoot  hi  mina^ 
Stan,  like  tbemoelvoi^iiiopito  of  ftlMbd 


Now,  10  return  (ftr  wo  havo  wndoi^d  ft^ 

To  what  was  nothhig  bat  a  mmflo  mv|     • 

—Whore  all  wm  jollity 

No  frUowahip  tho  strong 

Those  kfwUoat  cfaiUroo  of  tho 

That  never  loavo  thoir  mother^  lapi; 

Compankms  in  their  harmlem  mirth» 

Wore  smiling.  Mashing,  dondng  tbm% 

Fwosfhig  on  dew,  and  Ugfat,  and  nv 

And  fearing  no  mishap^ 

Save  fiom  tho  hand  of  lady  ftir. 

Who,  on  her  wonted  walk, 

Pluck'd  one  and  then  anodier, 

A  sister  or  a  brother, 

From  its  elastic  stalk ; 

Happy,  no  doubt,  fi>r  one  sharp  pang,  to  4Bm 

On  her  sweet  bosom,  withering  in  her  oyo. 

Hius  all  day  long  that  star's  haid  lot. 

While  blim  and  beauty  ran  to  wasio. 

Was  but  to  witness  on  the  spot 

Beauty  and  bliss  it  could  not  taste 

At  length  the  sun  went  down,  and  than 

Its  fiided  glory  came  again. 

With  brighter,  bolder,  purer  light; 

It  kindled  through  the  deepening  night; 

Till  the  green  bower,  so  dhn  by  day, 

Glow'd  like  a  fairy-palace  with  its  beami| 

In  vain,  for  sleep  on  all  the  borden  lay. 

The  flowers  wen  laughing  in  tho  land  of  dia«m 

Our  star,  in  melancholy  state. 

Still  sigh'd  to  find  itself  ak»e. 

Neglected,  cold,  and  descdate. 

Unknowing  and  unknown. 

Lifting  at  last  an  anxious  eye. 

It  saw  that  circlet  mnpty  in  tho  sky 

Where  it  was  wont  to  roll. 

Within  a  hair-breadth  of  the  pole : 

In  that  same  instant,  soro  amaaed. 

On  the  strange  blank  all  Nature  gated ; 

Travellers,  bewilder*d  Ibr  their  guide^ 

In  glens  and  finests  lost  th^r  way ; 

And  ships,  on  ocean's  trackleas  tide^ 

Went  fearlhUy 
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ftrhifiUj, 
to  da^r,  difnil^,  Mid  Um  St 
8»  up  to  baiivtn  again  it  flaw. 


Qm  Itel  tht  hiMible  baid  iMy  wnd 

Td  bar  ftr  wImb  thaat  Uoaa  am  paon'di 

— ^  aaay  it  ba  anongh  ftr  bar 

Tw  ahiaa  ni  hav  own  afauaciar! 

O  way  ikm  ba  eonft  to  graca^ 

On  auibi  in  basfwi,  bar  propar  plaoa! 


A  WORD  WITH  ICYSEUr. 


la  lib 


I  maom  tbaj  aeom  tba  dinbiiig  bosr» 
7W  gqTf  tba  aalftb.  and  tba  pmd ; 
1  know  bii  viOuiaai  aaiploy 
k  Bachaiy  wllb  tba  Ibongbtlaai  crowd 


80 bait;  brood 

or  bqmfaiff  inftnqr  bii  ait; 

Bit  lat  bii  apMBlry  baar  tlia  AaaMi 

And  ftal  tba  inn  at  brobaan. 


I  cannoc  coldly  paro  bim  by. 

ftiipC  woondad.  left  by  tbievea  balf  dead; 

llbr  aro  an  in&nt  Laarai  lie 

At  licb  BaB*k  gatro  imploring  bnad. 


A  fiaaw  M  aanitiTa  ai 
Uabarooolded  faialdndrad  ftnn, 
A  aoal  dagiadad,  yet  diTina, 
Fndrar  to  ma  my  bnclicr-wonn. 

Bo  wwmy  aqioal  atbia  birtli, 
A  naked,  helfieH,  weeping  diild ; 
—And  aiicb  are  born  to  tbrooea  on  earfb ; 
On  aocb  batb  every  motlier  amiled. 

My  eqoal  be  will  be  again, 
Down  in  tbat  oold  obUvioiia  gloora, 
Wlwie  all  tbe  prottrate  ranki  of  men 
Crowd,  wiibout  feUowabip,  die  lombi 

My  equal  in  die  jodgment-day. 
He  ibaU  aland  np  beforo  llie  tbrone, 
Wiien  evety  veil  ia  rent  away. 
And  food  and  evil  only  known. 

And  is  be  not  mine  equal  now  f 
Am  I  leai  fcU*n  from  God  and  trolbr 
Tboi^  "wrttek"  be  written  on  bia 
And  leprosy  oonaome  bia  jooiIl 

If  holy  Naturo  yet  bave  lawa 
Binding  on  man.  of  woman  born. 
In  ber  own  court  I  *11  plead  bia  caoro. 
Arrest  ilie  doom,  or  tbue  die  acorn. 


Yai^  let  die  scorn,  tbat  haunts  bia 
Toro  no  me  like  a  trodden  snake. 
And  bias,  and  sdng  me  widi 
if  I  tbe  fiuberiroi 


Ifl8CBIFTK»f 


AiTtlioas^iBoaMnP— roami;  midaB 
l%at  wcnaa  can  be,  I  bave  been,  or  am; 
A  daugbtar,  alsiar,  copaoit,  motbar,  widow. 
Wbidie*ar  of  tbero  Ami  art.  O  ba  die  fliand 
Of  one  wbo  ia  wbnl  tboa  canst  never  ba! 
Mjotm  CD  ibyniC  diy  Idodnd,  bona  and  ^iP'Tliyi 
Tben  AD  upon  tby  kneea,  and  ttf,  "Tlmnk  Otd» 
An  Em^  wronaQ  cannoc  ba  a  blave!** 

Aftdmuaaronf    Oh!lbae< 
And  loat,  afl  Ibat  to  wcnaa  roan  can  be; 
A  fttbai^  baodMi.  bnaband*  aoB,  wbo  aharod 
My  Uim  in  fiaedaa,  and  roy  woe  i»  I 
—A  childlero  widow  now,  s  fti 
Wbat  ibaU  I  roil  of  diaak  ainca  I  bnvn 
To  low  bat  Uft'a  sad  bordian;  noi^  lo  nia 
Bat  beavenii  roporof    disro  aro  bamd  m^ 
Ma  dwa  nanifnnhhsrwrnf^nnrbalfi    wbftbif 
Go  10  Uw  bOBoro  of  diy  iunily, 
Gadiar  dw  Uttle  cbildron  rowad  %  kneea, 
GawontbairbuDoanca;  tbeir  dear,  IbU  ayo^ 
AH  fiz'd  on  diina;  and  bi  dieir  motbar,  roatfc 
Tba  toveliaac  look  dnt  woroan'te  iwa  eon  wmtk 
Her  kick  of  broa,  bahablbv  ibaro  and  diaai 
Tben,  at  tba  altar  of  yoor  boroeboU  Jof% 
Vow  one  by  mm,  row  att  togod 
Widi  beart  and  voice,  eternal  enmiiy 
AgainTO  oppieaiiao  by  year  bredvan^ 
TIU  man  nor  woman  onder  BHmin'ii  kwa, 
Nor  son  nor  daagiMer  bora  vritidn  ber 
Sball  bay,  or  aaU,  or  Imld,  or  be,  a  slnvab 


TBODGffTB  AND  IMAOEBL 
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Ths  Diamond,  in  its  native  bed. 
Hid  lilM  a  boricd  atar  may  lie, 
Whero  fiiot  cif  man  most  never  troad. 
Seen  only  by  its  Maker^s  eye  : 
And  tboogb  mibaed  widi  beama  to  graon 
His  frirast  work  in  woman's  face, 
yyiMip^,  its  firo  may  fill  tbe  void, 
Wbero  fix'd  at  diet  in  solid  nigbt ; 
Nor.  till  die  worM  sbaU  be  drotroy'd. 
Sparkle  one  moment  into  light 

Tbe  plant,  a|Mpriqging  fiom  die  aeed. 
Expands  into  a  perfect  flower ; 
The  viigin-daogbter  of  tbe  mead, 
Woo*d  1^  tbe  sun,  tbe  wind,  die  sbowar; 
In  lovelinea  beyond  compare. 
It  toils  not,  spins  not,  knows  no  care, 
Train*d  by  die  aecret  band,  tbat  bringi 
All  bronty  oat  of  waste  and  rude. 
It  blooms  its  seaarwi,  dice,  and  flings 
Its  gerna  abroad  in  roUtodou 

Almighty  skill,  in  ooron's  roves, 
Lends  tbe  light  Nautilus  a  Ibrm 
To  tilt  akmg  the  Atlantic  waves, 
Faariero  of  mek,  or  sboal,  or  storm ; 
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But,  ■hoold  a  Imalh  of  dragw  KNiiid, 
With  mUs  qiiiok4ari*d  it  divw  pnrfbund. 
And  ftr  benesth  Um  tsmpeiCi  pstii. 
In  oonl  groti,  defiM  Um  fee. 
That  nerer  fankfl,  in  hMvieit  wimsh, 
TIm  nbbath  of  tbo  doop  below. 

Up  fiom  hii  draun*  on  twinldiof  win|% 
Tho  Skf-kak  ■oon  unid  the  dewn; 
Yet,  while  in  Puadiie  be  ainfib 
Looka  down  upon  die  quiet  Uwn, 
VrbBf  flntten,  in'bie  little  neet. 
More  bve  then  muio  e'er  eipww'J  r 
Then,  duragh  the  nigbiinpde  my  dvill 
The  ml  with  keener  ecetecy. 
The  meny  biid  of  mom  ean  fill 
AU  Netnie*e  boeooi  with  his  g^eob 

The  Elephant,  eoBbower^d  in  woode, 
Coeval  with  their  treea  might  leem, 
Aa  though  he  drank  fiom  Indian  Aooda. 
life  in  a  renovating  stream ; 
Ages  o'er  him  have  coom  and  fled*. 
'Midst  generations  of  die  dead. 
His  bulk  sorvives,  to  feed  and  ranges 
¥niere  ranged  and  fed  of  old  his  sires; 
Nor  knows  advanoemsnt,  lapse,  or  change. 
Beyond  their  walks,  till  he  expires. 

Gem,  flower,  and  firii,  the  bird,  the  bmtab 
Of  every  kind  ooeult  or  known, 
(Ba^  exquisitely  ferm'd  to  smt 
Its  humble  lot,  and  that  akmeX 
Tliroogh  oceen,  earth,  and  air,  fhlfil. 
Unconsciously,  their  Maker's  will, 
MTho  gave,  without  their  toil  or  thought, 
Strengdi,  beauty,  instinct,  ooursge,  speed ; 
While  through  the  whole  his  pleasure  wrought 
Whate'er  his  wisdom  had  decreed. 

But  Man,  the  roosterfnece  of  God, 
Man,  in  hit  Maker's  image  frsmed, — 
Though  kindred  to  the  valley's  clod, 
Lord  of  this  low  creation  named,— 
In  naked  helplessness  appears. 
Child  of  a  thousand  grieft  and  fears : 
To  labor,  pain,  and  trouble  bom. 
Weapon,  nor  wing,  nor  sleight  hath  he ; 
Yet.  like  the  sun,  he  brings  his  mom. 
And  is  a  king  from  infancy. 

Foe  him  no  destiny  hath  bound 
Tu  do  what  others  did  before. 
Face  the  same  dull  perennial  round. 
And  be  a  man,  and  be  no  more : 
A  man  ? — a  self^will'd  piece  of  earth. 
Just  as  the  lion  is,  by  birth ; 
To  hunt  his  prey,  to  woke,  to  sleeps 
His  father's  joys  and  sorrows  share, 
Hui  niche  in  Nature's  temple  keep. 
And  l^ive  his  likeness  in  his  heir !— . 

No:  infinite  the  riiades  between 
The  motley  millions  of  our  race; 
No  two  the  changing  moon  hath  seen 
Ahire  m  purpose,  or  in  face ; 


Yet  an  aapire  bejrond  dieir  ftte; 
The  last,  the  meanest  would  be  gnat; 
The  mighty  future  fills  the  mind. 
That  pants  fer  more  than  earth  eaa  ghp» 
Blan,  to  this  narrow  sphere  wmfined, 
Dies  when  he  hot  begnie  to  lirew 

Oh!  if  there  be  no  world  oo  high 
To  yield  his  powers  unfetter'd  eoopa  * 
If  man  be  only  bom  todie^ 
Whenee  this  inheritance  of  hopef 
Wherefore  to  him  alone  were  lent 
Richee  that  never  can  be  spent! 
Enough,  DOC  more,  to  all  the  real; 
For  life  and  happiness,  was  given ; 
To  man,  mysteriously  unblesi. 
Too  much  fer  any  state  bat  hesveii. 

It  ii  DOC  thus: — it  cannot  be. 
That  one  so  gkxiousiy  endow*d 
With  views  that  reach  etenii^. 
Should  shine  and  vanish  like  a  doott 
Is  there  a  God  f— all  Nature  shows 
There  is^— and  yet  no  morkd  knows: 
The  mind  that  eould  diis  truth  copesiv% 
Which  brute  sensstioa  never  tangh^ 
No  longer  to  the  dust  wouM  deaveb 
But  grow  immortal  vrith  the  tlioi^ghC 
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THE  DEATH  OF  THE  RIGHTEOU& 

This  place  is  holy  ground ; 

World,  with  thy  cares,  away ! 
Silence  and  darkness  reign  around. 
But,  lo!  the  break  of  day: 
What  bright  arid  sudden  dawn  appean^ 
To  shine  upon  this  scene  of  tears? 

T  is  not  the  morning-light. 

That  wakes  the  lark  to  sing ; 
'T  is  not  a  meteor  of  the  night. 
Nor  track  of  angel's  wing: 
It  is  an  uncreated  beam. 
Like  that  which  shone  on  Jacob's  drtaok 

Eternity  and  Time 

Met  for  a  moment  here ; 
Frum  earth  to  heaven,  a  scale  sublime 
Rested  on  either  sphere, 
Wliose  steps  a  saintly  figure  trod. 
By  Death's  cold  hand  led  home  lo  God 

He  landed  in  our  view, 

'Midst  flaming  hosts  above ; 
Whose  roiiks  stood  silent,  while  he  drti 
Nigh  to  the  throne  of  love. 
And  meekly  took  the  lowest  seat. 
Yet  nearest  his  Redeemer's  feeU 


NEODBFOBHa 
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Tlnird  wMb  Mrtttie  twap 
Eatrancod  our  tpinta  feU, 
And  mm — ft  wiit  not  wlutt  ih&r  nw; 
And  hMnF— no  tongue  can  teU 
WiMt  KNinds  die  CAT  of  mpDore  cen^i^ 

\VlMt  ^017  fiU'd  the  eye  of  dioiighl. 

• 

Thoi  ftr  eboiTe  die  pole. 

On  winfi  of  moonttng  fire, 
Tmfk  mmf  panam  die  enflmndiieed  eoiiU 
Bnt  «oD  lier  punooo  tire ; 
It  is  not  given  to  nortel 

to 


—Nnld  die  bed  of  deedi ; 
Hue  pele  end  lovely  day; 
Heeid  ye  die  aob  of  porting  breedif 
liuk*d  ye  the  eye*t  loot  ray  ? 
Nai— life  K>  iwaedy  oeaoed  to  bOb 
It  lapeed  in  immoctali^. 

Godld  toaia  revive  the  deed. 

Riven  ilioald  ewell  our  eyee ; 
Cbold  aigfae  recall  the  ipirH  fled. 
We  freold  not  qnench  our  «^ii, 
TED  lova  relomed  tUe  altered  mien. 
And  all  the  enbodied  nol  were  leen. 

Boy  the  deed  ^-and  weep 
In  itillneii  o*er  the  lea ; 
dory  the  dead  9— in  Christ  fftsy  sleeps 
Who  bore  on  earth  his  erass, 
And  fiom  the  grave  their  dust  shall  rise^ 
In  hii  own  image  to  the  skies. 

IL 
THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  JUST. 

Srancz  a  looder.  loftier  Ijrre ! 

Bolder,  sweeter  strains  employ ; 
Wake.  Reroembrance !— and  inspire 

Sorrow  i%ith  the  song  of  joy. 

Who  was  He,  ibr  whom  onr  teers 
Flow*d,  and  will  not  reaso  to  flow  f 

—Full  of  honors  and  of  y««ni. 
In  the  dust  his  head  lies  low. 

Yet,  rcsQrfmt  from  the  dnst. 

Springs  aloA  his  mighty  name ; 
For  the  memory  of  the  Just 
in  everlasting  tame. 


He  was  One,  whose  open  face 
Did  his  inmost  heart  revesl ; 

One.  who  wore  with  meekest  gracob 
On  his  forehead.  Heaven's  broad 

Kindness  all  his  krnks  expresi'd, 
CTbarity  wss  every  woni ; 

Him  the  eye  beheld,  and  hle«'d ; 
And  the  ear  rejoiced  that  heard. 

Like  a  patrinrcbal  Mire 

IIolv.  humble,  courteous,  mild. 
He  roiild  blend  the  awe  of  age 

With  the  sweetness  of  a  child. 
46 


As  a  eedar  of  the  Lord, 
On  the  height  of  Lebanon* 

Shade  and  shdter  dodi  aflbid, 
Fkom  the  toinpert  and  the  atm  > 

While  in  green  Inmriant  primes 
Fkagrent  aha  its  hougha  diAiM. 

Fhn  its  feeka  it  riiakas  aoblima, 
aar  die  hak  die 


%r 


Thai  he  floarish'd,  tall  and  stnni^ 
GlorwDB  in  perennial  health ; 

Thai  he  ■eatter'd.  lato  and  hi^ 
AU  his  plenitnda  of  wealth  : 

Wealdi.  which  prodigals  had  deem'd 
Worth  the  soars  uneounted  cost; 

Wealth,  which  misen  had  osteem'd 
Cheap,  dtoogh  Heaven  itadf  were 

vridi  free  unsparing  hand, 
TV>  the  poorest  child  ci  need, 

he  threw  around  the  land, 
like  the  sower^  predooiieed. 

In  the  world's  great  harveat^ay. 
Every  graiit  on  every  gremd. 

Stony,  thony,  by  the  way. 
Shall  an  handred4bU  be  tend. 

Yet  like  noon's  refhlgent  Maw, 
ITioagh  he  shone  from  eart  to  woi^ 

Far  withdrawn  from  public  gaaa. 
Secret  goodness  pleased  hun  beat 


As  the  son,  retired  from  sight. 
Through  the  porple  evening  gleami^ 

Or,  onrisen,  clothes  the  night 
In  the  morning's  golden  beams 

Tlias  beneath  the  horiaon  dhn 
He  would  hide  his  radiant  head. 

And  on  eyes  that  mw  not  him 
Light  and  consolation  shed. 

Oft  lus  silent  spirit  went. 

Like  an  angel  from  the  throne. 

On  benign  commitsions  bent. 
In  the  fear  of  God  alone. 

Then  the  widow's  heart  vrould  cing 
As  she  tum'd  her  wheel,  fi>r  joy , 

Tlien  the  bliM  of  hope  would  spring 
On  the  outcast  orphan  boy. 

To  the  Umd,  the  deaC  the  kine. 

To  the  ignorant  and  vile. 
Strsng^r,  captive,  slave,  he  came 

With  a  welcome  and  a  smile. 

Help  to  all  be  did  dispense. 
Gold,  inairuction,  raiment,  food ; 

Like  the  gifts  of  Providence, 
To  the  evil  and  the  good. 

Deeds  of  mercy,  deeds  unknown, 

Shall  eternity  record. 
Which  he  durst  not  call  hii  own. 

For  be  did  them  to  die  LomL 
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Ai  dM  Ewdi  poii  ftfth  Imt  floiran^ 
HMven-wmrd  bcMtfaing  imm  balow; 

Am  ibe  clondt  dmemy^  bft  Aawmn, 
Whm  tiM  ■omlMiii  faiMMt  blow; 


Thai  hb  miovAlBd  miBd, 

Wum  with  para  e^lcaiitl  lov«. 
Shed  in  inflotooe  on  iMmkind, 

Wfailo  lli  bopoo  aspind  oboifVb 

Foil  of  ftilh  at  lenslh  ho  diod. 

And  Tidoriooi  fai  dio  moo, 
Won  tho  crown  tbr  which  ho  Tlod. 

— Noc  of  moril,  bal  of  gnoo. 

m. 

k  GOOD  MAirS  MONUMENT. 

Tm  psno,  that  bono  tho  agod  Bnunin'a  boooi, 
Rma  cold  in  blood,  and  iwooa  living  graam, 
Whio  tho  whole  Haram  with  tho  huiband  dio% 
And  doaum  daooo  anrand  tboaorifioob 

In  MTago  nafana,  wbon  tyranti  yield  their  braatb, 
Herda,  flodoi,  and  ilavoa,  attend  their  lord  in  death; 
Ami,  charioii.  carciwoi,  a  horrid  heap, 
Roat  at  bia  aide,  or  abara  bia  mooldering  aloepi 


When  beroea  &n  triomphant  on'die  plain ; 
Fbr  milliooa  oonqoer'd,  and  ten  dKKiaanda  ahiin. 
For  citiea  lovell'd,  kingdoma  drench'd  In  blood, 
NoTiea  annibilated  on  the  flood ; 
-»The  pageanny  of  pablie  grief  reqnirta 
lie  tplendid  homage  of  heroic  lyrea ; 
And  genius  moulda  impamon'd  brsM  to  breathe 
Tlie  deathleM  tpirit  of  the  duit  beneath, 
C^la  marble  honor  from  its  cavem*d  bed. 
And  bids  it  live — the  prozy  of  the  dead. 

Revnolds  expires,  a  nobler  chief  than  these ; 
No  blood  of  widows  stains  his  obsequies ; 
But  widows*  tears,  in  sad  bereavement,  lall. 
And  foundling  voices  on  their  fiither  call : 
No  slaves,  no  hecatombs,  his  relics  crave, 
To  gorg^  the  worm,  and  crowd  his  quiet  grave ; 
But  sweet  repose  his  slumbering  ashes  find. 
As  if  in  Salem's  sepulchre  enshrined ; 
And  watching  angels  waited  ibr  the  day. 
When  Christ  should  bid  them  roll  the  stone  away. 

Not  in  the  fiery  hurricane  of  strife, 
'Midst  slaughtered  legions,  he  resign*d  his  life ; 
But  peaceful  as  the  twilight's  parting  ray, 
His  spirit  vanish*d  from  its  bouse  of  clay,  . 
And  left  on  kindred  souls  such  power  imprest, 
They  seem*d  with  him  to  enter  into  rest. 
Hence  no  vain  pomp,  his  glory  to  prolong, 
No  airy  immortality  of  song ; 
No  sculptured  imagery,  of  brome  or  stone. 
To  make  his  lineamenta  for  ever  known, 
Reynolus  requires : — ^hn  labon,  merits,  name, 
Demarrf)  a  monument  of  surer  fkme ; 
Not  to  record  and  praise  hia  virtues  past^ 
But  show  them  Umng,  while  the  worU  shall  last ; 


Not  to  bawaQ  one  ReynoldB  ■atdi'd  fion 
Bat  give,  in  every  age,  a  Beynolda  Urtlis 
In  every,  aga  a^  Reynolda;  bocn  to  aland 
A  prtnoe  among  the  wordiiaa  of  tba  land. 
By  Natora'a  title,  wiittan  in  hia  Aoax 
More  than  a  nrinoe-«-a  ainnar  aaved  by  fraf% 
Prompt  at  hia  meek  and  towly  Masterls  call 
T»  prove  himaelf  the  oiBiKar  of  aU. 

BaivTM.!  to  thaa  the  aye  of  Albion  tana; 
At  tho^sht  of  thee,  thy  ooantry'a  apWt  bona; 
For  in  thy  walls,  aa  on  her  deareat  gimmd. 
Are  ** British  minds  and  British  manneni''  ftoad  i 
And,  'midst  the  wealth  which  Avon'k  waten  poor 
From  eveiy  dime,  on  thy  ooounereial  shora^ 
Thou  bast  a  native  mine  of  wmtii  nniold ; 
Thine  heart  ia  net  encased  in  rigkl  gold, 
Wither'd  to  mommy,  ateel'd  againat  distiaw; 
No    free  aa  Sevem'a  waves,  that  spring  lo 
Their  parent  hills,  bat  aa  they  roU  expnd 
In  aigent  beanty  through  a  lovelier  land. 
And  widening,  brightening  to  the  weaian 
In  flooda  of  glory  through  thy  ehamiel  nm; 
Thence,  minglii^  with  the  boondleaB  tida^ankmrd 
In  Ocean*B  chariot  round  the  ntmoat  world: 
Thns  flow  thine  beartetream,  warn  and  iDDOoflBai, 
At  home,  abroad,  to  woe  of  every  kind. 
Worthy  wert  thou  of  Reynolds ; — ^worthy  ha 
To  rank  the  fint  of  Britona  even  in  thee, 
Reynolds  is  dead ; — thy  lap  leceivea  Ina  daat 
Until  the  resurreetkn  of  the  just: 
Reynolds  is  dead ;  bat  while  thy  rivofa  raO, 
Immortal  m  thy  boaom  live  hia  aool! 

Go,  build  his  monument  r— -and  let  it  be 
Firm  as  the  land,  but  opeh  as  the  sea. 
Low  in  his  grave  the  strong  fbundationa  lie. 
Yet  be  the  dome  expansive  as  the  sky. 
On  crystal  pillars  resting  from  above. 
Its  sole  supporters— loorib  nffaiik  and  Imte ; 
So  clear,  so  pure,  that  to  the  keenest  sight. 
They  cost  no  shadow :  all  within  be  light ; 
No  walls  divide  the  area,  nor  inclose ; 
Charter  the  whole  to  every  wind  that  blowa: 
Then  rage  the  tempest,  flash  the  lightnings  Uoe, 
And  thunders  roll, — tlwy  pass  unharming  thiough 

One  simple  altar  in  the  midst  be  placed. 
With  this,  and  only  this,  inscription  graced. 
The  song  of  angels  at  Immanoel's  birth, 
**Glory  to  God !  good-will,  and  peace  on  earth.** 
There  be  thy  duteous  sons  a  tribe  of  prieata. 
Not  ofTering  incense,  nor  the  bkxMl  of  beaata. 
But  with  their  gifts  upon  that  altar  spread ; 
— Health  to  the  rick,  and  to  the  hungry  bread. 
Beneficence  to  all,  their  hands  dull  dcnsl. 
With  Reynolds*  single  eye  and  hallow'd  aral 
Pain,  ia*ant,  misfortune,  thither  shall  repair; 
Folly  and  vice  roclairo'd  shall  wtxship  there 
The  God  of  him — in  whose  transcendent  mmd 
Stood  tuck  a  temple,  free  to  all  mankind : 
Thy  God,  thrico-honor'd  city !  bids  thee  raiie 
That  fallen  temple,  to  the  end  of  dajrs : 
Obey  his  voice ;  fblfil  thine  high  intent ; 
—Yea,  be  thyself  the  Good  Mam't  Mmntmem 
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THE  OOBffPLAINT. 


Wflo  lores  the  cUmbing-bojrf — who 

If  weUoriUIbef 
]■  there  a  living  loiil  that  aharai 

A  tiMNii^  or  with  with  me  f 

INre  had  no  parenli  nnce  my  birth, 

Brotben  and  aeten  none ; 
Ah!  what  lo  me  ii  all  thia  earth. 

Where  I  am  only  onef 

I  wake  and  eee  the  morning  thine. 

And  all  aroond  me  gay ; 
But  nothing  I  behuld  ia  mine. 

Mo,.not  the  light  of  day . — 

Vlo!  not  the  very  breath  I  draw; 

Hieee  limba  are  not  my  own ; 
4  master  eaUa  me  hia  by  law : 

My  grieft  are  mine  alone : 

Ah !  theee  they  oonld  not  make  him  feel«- 
Wookl  they  themselves  had  felt! 

Who  bound  me  to  that  man  of  steel, 
Whom  mercy  cannot  melt 


TeC  not  far  wealdi  or  ease  I  sigh, 

AU  are  not  rich  and  great; 
Many  may  be  as  poor  aa  I, 

But  none  so  desolate. 

For  all  1  know  have  kin  and  kind, 
Some  home,  some  hope,  some  joy ; 

Bat  these  I  must  not  look  to  find — 
MTho  knows  the  alimbing-boyt 

rhe  work!  has  not  a  place  of  rest 

For  outcast  so  forlorn ; 
TwM  all  bespoken,  all  posses!, 

Long  beAuo  I  was  bom. 

Affection,  too,  life*s  sweetest  enp. 
Goes  round  from  hand  to  hand ; 

Bat  I  am  never  ask*d  to  sup- 
Out  of  the  ring  I  stand. 

tf  kindness  beats  within  my  heart, 
Whst  heart  will  beat  again  f 

I  ooax  the  dogs,  they  snarl  and  start ; 
Brutes  are  as  bad  as  men. 

llie  beggar's  child  may  rise  above 

The  misery  of  his  lot ; 
The  gipsy  may  be  loved,  and  love ; 

But  I — but  I  must  not 

Hard  &re.  cold  lodgings,  cruel  toil. 
Youth,  health,  end  strength,  consume  t 

What  tree  could  thrive  in  such  a  soil  f 
What  flower  so  scathed  oould  bloom  t 


Should  I  ontgrow  ifaia  erippUng  work. 

How  diall  my  bread  be  sougfatf 
Muat  I  to  other  lade  turn  Turk, 

And  teach  what  I  am  langhftt 

0^  might  I  roam  with  flocka  and  hevAi 

Infellowihip  along! 
O,  were  I  one  among  the  birds. 

All  wing,  and  life,  and  song! 

Frae  with  the  flshas  might  I  dwalU 

Down  in  the  quiet  sea! 
The  snail  in  his  oolnastle  sheU«- 

Tha  snail 's  a  king  to  me ! 

For  out  he  glides  in  April  showen^ 
lies  snug  when  storms  prevail ; 

He  feeds  on  fruit,  he  sleeps  on  floweia— 
I  wish  I  was  a  snail. 

No,  never;  do  the  worst  they  can, 

I  may  be  happy  still ; 
For  I  was  bom  to  be  a  man. 

And  if  I  live  I  will. 

n. 

THE  DREAM. 

I DRIAMT ;  but  what  care  I  for  dreama  f 

And  yet  I  tremble  too : 
It  k)ok*d  so  like  the  truth,  it  seems 

As  if  it  would  oome  true. 

I  dreamt  that,  long  ere  peep  of  day, 

I  left  my  cold  straw  bed. 
And  o*er  a  common  for  away. 

As  if  I  flew,  I  fled. 

Tie  tempest  hurried  me  behind, 

like  a  mill-stream  along ; 
I  could  have  lean'd  against  the  wind. 

It  was  so  deadly  strong. 

The  snow — ^I  never  saw  such  snow—- 
Raged  like  the  sea  all  round, 

Tossing  and  tumbling  to  and  fro; 
I  thought  I  must  be  drown'd. 

Now  up,  now  down,  with  main  and  might 
1  plunged  through  driA  and  siour ; 

Nothing,  no,  nothing  balk*d  my  flight 
I  had  a  giant's  power. 

Till  suddenly  the  storm  stood  still. 

Flat  lay  the  snow  beneath ; 
I  curdled  to  an  icicle, 

I  could  not  stir — not  breathe. 

My  master  found  roe  rooted  there ; 

He  flogg'd  me  back  lo  sense. 
Then  pluck'd  me  up,  and  by  the  hair 

Sheer  over  ditch  and  fonce. 

He  dragg'd,  and  dragg'd  me  on. 

For  many  and  many  a  mile : 
At  a  grand  house  he  stopp'd  anoo*  - 

It  was  a  foroous  pile. 
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Up  to  flw  moon  it  Meni'd  to  me. 
Brood  M  the  aorth  lo  itand ; 

Tho  boilding  dukoa'd  half  dioikMik 
Iti  dwdow  holf  die  land. 

.    Tlw  paamge  narrow'd  aa  I  draw 
Limb  aAer  limb  bjr  force, 
Working  and  worming,  like  a  aevaWt 
My  hard,  alow,  up^  cooiae. 

All  foond  waa  itiU— «8  atm  m  ddUht 
I,  ahiToring,  chattering,  atood ; 

And  ftlt  the  eommf,  goiyg  braedw 
Tlie  tu^ling,  firaeuig  blood. 

Rougher  than  hanow4eerh  within. 

Sharp  lime  and  jagged  atone 
Stripped  my  lew  garmenia,  gorad  the  ilda* 

And  grided  lo  the  bona 

Soon,  at  my  maatef  a  np,  np,  np. 
The  door  wide  open  flewt 

In  went  we  j — with  a  thnndor-clap 
Again  the  door  bang'd  ta 

Gaird,  wounded,  bleeding,  ffl  at  mm. 

Still  I  waa  ttout  at  heart ; 
Head,  ahoolden,  elbowa,  httidB,  ftel,  kni«^ 

All  play*d  a  atirring  part 

I  trembled,  aa  I've  felt  a  bird 
Tremble  within  my  firt; 

For  none  I  aaw,  and  none  I  heard, 
But  all  waa  lone  and  whiat. 

I  elimh'd,  and  cb'mb*d,  and  dimb'd  in  vai»« 

No  light  at  top  appeared , 
No  end  to  darkncm,  mil,  and  ^m. 

While  wwae  and  wotm  I  Aar'd. 

The  moonahine  through  the  windowa  ihow'd 
Long  atripea  of  light  and  gloom ; 

Hie  carpet  with  all  colon  glow*dr~ 
Some  men  atood  roond  the  room: 

I  climb'd,  and  cUmb*d,  and  had  to  dimb 

Yet  more  ami  more  aatr%y ; 
A  hundred  yeaiv  I  thought  the  tima* 

A  thoumnd  milea  the  way. 

Fair  picturea  in  their  golden  firamei^ 

And  kwking-glaMea  bright; 
Fine  thinga,  I  cannot  tell  their  namea, 

Daaed  and  bewitch*d  me  quite. 

Maater  aoon  thwack'd  them  out  my 
The  chimney  moat  be  awept! 

Tot  in  the  grate  the  coala  were  red  s 
I  atamp'd,  and  acream'd,  and  wept 

I  kneel'd,  I  kiai'd  hia  feet,  I  pray'd; 

For  then — which  ahowa  I  dreamt— 
Methought  I  ne'er  before  had  made 

The  terrible  attempt : 

But,  as  a  butcher  lids  the  lamb 

That  struggles  for  its  life 
(Far  from  the  ramping,  bleating  dam) 

Beneath  his  desperate  knife, 

With  his  two  iron  hands  he  grasp*d 

And  hoisted  me  aloof; 
Ilis  naked  neck  in  vain  I  clasp'd. 

The  man  was  pity>proo£ 

So  forth  he  swung  me  through  the  space 
Above  the  smouldering  Hre ; 

V  never  can  forget  his  face. 

Nor  his  gruff  growl,  **  Go  higher ! ' 


i»» 


As  if  I  cUmb*d  a  steep  house^ide, 

Or  scaled  a  dark  draw-well. 
The  horrid  opening  was  so  viide, 

I  had  no  bald — I  fell: 

Fell  on  the  embers,  all  my  length, 

But  scarcely  felt  their  heat. 
When,  with  a  madman's  rage  and  atrength, 

I  started  on  my  feet 

And,  ere  I  well  knew  what  I  did, 
lied  clear*d  the  broader  vent ; 

Frum  his  wild  vengeance  to  be  hid, 
I  itued  not  where  I  went 


Strength  left  me,  and  breath  fiul*d  at 
Then  had  I  headlonr  dropp*d. 

But  the  strait  funne*  wedged  me  AaC; 
So  there  dcad-<ock*d  I  stopp'd. 

I  groan*d,  I  gasp*d,  to  shriek  I  triad. 

No  sound  came  from  my  breaai ; 
There  was  a  weight  on  every  aide^ 

As  if  a  stone-delf  press'd. 

Tet  still  my  brain  kept  beating  on 
Through  night-mares  of  all  shapea , 

Foul  fiends,  no  sooner  come  than  gone. 
Dragons,  and  wolves,  and  apea. 

They  gnash'd  on  mo  with  bloody  jaws, 
Chatter'd.  and  howl'd,  and  hissed ; 

They  clutch'd  me  with  their  cat-like  da 
While  ofl*  they  whifi'd  in  mist 

Till,  like  a  lamp-flame,  blown  away. 

My  soul  went  out  in  gloom ; 
Thought  ceased,  and  dead-alive  I  lay. 

Shut  up  in  that  black  tomb. 

0  sweetly  on  the  mother  s  lap 

Her  pretty  baby  lies, 
And  breathes  so  freely  in  his  nap^ 

She  can't  take  ofl*  her  eyes. 

Ah !  thinks  she  then — ah,  thinks  she  not' 

How  soon  the  time  may  he. 
When  all  her  love  will  be  forgot. 

And  he  a  wretch  like  me  ? 

She  in  her  grave  at  rest  may  lie. 

And  daisies  speck  the  sod. 
Nor  see  him  hlee<I,  nor  hear  him  cry 

Beneath  a  rulTian's  rod. 

No  mother's  lap  was  then  my  bed. 

O'er  me  no  mother  smiled ; 
No  mother's  arm  went  round  my  heed, 

— Am  I  no  mother's  child  ? 
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LUe,  on  t  Middea,  ran  me  throaf^! 

Lif  lu.  Uglit,  mil  round  me  bUumlt 
Red  flemee  raeh'd  roaring  up  the  flu^—  . 

Ffaunee  bjr  my  masler  railed. 

I  beard  lua  ¥0100,  and  tenfold  might 

Bolted  ihnMigh  every  limb ; 
I  nw  hia  &oe,  and  thoc  upright ; 

Brick  waUi  made  way  fiom  hLBk 

Swift  aa  a  aquirrel  leeka  the  bough 
Where  he  may  turn  and  look 

Down  on  the  achoolboy,  chap>ftllen  now. 
My  ready  flight  I  took. 


The  fire  waa  quickly  quench*d  beneath* 
Blue  light  above  me  glanced ; 

And  air,  sweet  air,  I  'gan  to  breathe. 
The  bk)od  within  me  danced. 

I  climb*d,  and  climb*d,  and  climb*d  away. 

Till  on  the  top  I  itood, 
And  aaw  the  glorioua  dawn  of  day 

Come  down  on  field  and  flood. 

0  me !  a  moment  of  auch  joy 
1  never  knew  before ; 

Right  happy  waa  the  climbing-boy, 
One  moment — but  no  more. 

Sick,  aick,  I  tum'd* — the  world  ran  round. 

The  atone  I  fttood  on  broke. 
And  plumb  I  toppled  to  the  ground, 

— ^Like  a  icared  owl,  I  woke. 

1  woke,  but  slept  again,  and  dream*d 
The  selfeame  things  anew : 

Tie  Biorm,  the  snow,  the  building,  seem*d 
All  true,  as  day-light's  true. 

But,  when  I  tumbled  from  the  top, 

The  world  itself  had  Oown ; 
There  was  no  ground  on  which  to  drop^ 

T  was  emptineM  alone. 


On  v^inter  nights  1  *ve  peen  a  star 

Leop  headlong  frum  the  sky ; 
I  've  v«-atrh*d  the  lighuiing  from  aiar 

FUwh  out  of  heaven,  and  die. 

Sn— but  in  darkness     so  I  fell 

Through  nothing  to  no  place, 
I'ntil  I  wiw  the  flames  of  hell 

Shoot  upv^'ard  to  my  face. 

DowTi.  down,  as  with  a  millstone  wei|^ 
1  plunged  right  through  their  smoke : 

To  cry  for  mercy  *t  \%  as  too  late^ 
They  seixed  me — I  awoke : 

Woke,  slept,  and  dre&m'd  ihc  like  again 
The  third  lime,  ihrotiKh  and  through, 

£ice(>t  the  winding  up; — ah!  then 
I  wish  it  had  been  true. 

For  uhen  I  climh'd  into  the  air, 

Sprin*;- breezes  flapt  ino  round  ; 
Gr»*<>n  hill».  niMl  dal«*ti.  ami  \V(»oils  were  there. 

And  Muy-Uowers  uii  llio  ground. 
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The  moon  waa  waning  in  the  weal; 

Tile  cloada  were  golden  red ; 
Hie  lark,  a  mile  above  hia  neat, 

Waa  cheering  o*ar  my  head. 


The  Stan  had  vaniah'd,  all  hot 
The  darling  of  the  aky. 

That  glitler'd  like  a  tiny  aon. 
No  bigger  than  my  eye. 


I  h)ok*d  at  thia— I  duraght  it  mUed, 

Which  made  me  feel  ao  glad. 
That  I  became  another  child. 

And  not  the  dimbmg-lad  t 

A  child  as  foir  aa  yon  may  ace. 

Whom  aoot  hath  never  aoil*d ; 
As  roay.cheek*d  as  I  might  be. 

If  I  had  not  been  spoil'd. 

Winga,  of  themselves,  about  me  grew, 

And,  free  aa  morning-light. 
Up  to  that  single  star  I  flew. 

So  beautiful  and  brighL 

Through  the  blue  heaven  I  stietch'd  ny  hand 

To  touch  ita  beama — it  broke 
Like  a  aea-bubble  on  the  aand ; 

Then  aU  leU  dark.— 1  woke. 


m. 


EASTER  MONDAY  AT  SHEFFIELD.! 

Tea,  there  are  some  that  think  of  me; 

The  blessing  on  their  heads !  I  say ; 
May  all  their  lives  as  happy  be 

As  mine  has  been  with  them  to-day ! 

When  I  was  sold  from  Lincoliuhire 
To  this  good  town,  I  heard  a  noise 

What  merry-making  would  be  here. 
At  Easter-tide,  for  climUng-boys. 

T  was  strange,  because  where  I  had  been 
*     The  better  people  cared  no  more 
For  such  as  me,  than  had  they  seen 
A  young  crab  crawling  on  their  shore. 

Well,  Blaster  came ; — in  all  the  land 
Was  e'er  a  'pi^n'J^  ^  ">  ^^  * 

A  bran-new  suit,  at  second-hand. 

Caps,  shoes,  and  stockings,  all  were  mice 

The  coat  was  green,  the  waistcoat  red. 
The  breeches  leather,  white  and  clean  ' 

I  thought  I  must  go  oflf  my  head, 
I  could  have  jump'd  out  of  my  skin. 

All  Sunday  through  the  streets  I  strofl'd 
Fierce  as  a  turkeyKX>ck.  to  see 

How  all  the  people,  young  and  old. 
At  least  I  thought  so,  look'd  at  me. 


1  fliers  srs  KMne  local  alliMtoiM  in  this  part 
tntelliftbis  oo  the  spol,  but  not  wortii  ssptniaiai 
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At  nii^  upon  my  troM  of  imw, 
Hmw  pioAf  dodiM  hong  nmnd  dM  loooi, 

Bjr  iDoofi^sliiiiiM  oft  diair  ifaRpM  I  nw, 
like  faiti  of  nfaibow  in  dM  gkRm 


Tm  toflM  I  heeded  tfiem  et  iD, 
Altbough  I  never  ilept  s  wink ; 

The  feert,  next  dqr,  et  Cotlfln'  Hell 
or  Oef  I  oooUi  not  help  but  think. 


Weerilf  mfl'd  the  night  ^^..^ , 
Between  the  wetdunen  end  the  clodE» 

I  thoi^sht  it  never  woald  be  dey»— 
At  length  ontorew  the  eeriieet  eod(| 

A  eeoond  enewer'd,  dien  e  third. 
At  e  long  dHinee— one.  two,  thnei 

A  doeen  mote  in  torn  wen  lieent— 
I  erew  emong  the  lert  ftr  glee^ 

Up  git  we,  I  end  little  Bill, 

And  donn*d  our  neweet  end  oar  beiti 
Ney,  let  the  prood  ny  whet  thejr  will, 

Ai  gnnd  ee  6ddlen  we  were  dreet 


We  left  our  litter  in  die  nook. 
And  WBih*d  oonelvee  m  while  m 

On  bmoh  end  beg  we  eoom'd  to  look, 
-»It  wee  e  hoUdey,  yon  know. 


Whet  eil*d  me  then  I  coald  not  tell, 
I  yewn'd  the  whole  forenoon  ewey ; 

And  heerken'd  while  the  Ticer'e  beU 
Went  ding  dei^  dtqg  dei^  pey,  pey,  pey ! 

The  dodt  etmek  twelve— I  love  the  twiAvet 
Of  ell  the  hours  'twixt  100  end  moon ; 

For  then  poor  ledi  ei\joy  theiwelvee, 
^We  sleep  at  midnight,  rest  at  noon. 

ThU  noon  was  not  a  resting  time ! 

At  the  first  stroke  we  started  all. 
And,  while  the  tune  rang  through  the  chime, 

Muster'd,  lil^e  soldiers,  at  the  Hall. 

Not  much  like  soldiers  in  our  gait ; 

Yet  never  soldier,  in  his  life,  « 

Tried,  as  he  niarch*d,  to  look  more  straight 

Than  Bill  and  I — to  drum  and  fife. 

But  now  I  think  on*t,  what  with  scars, 
Lank  bony  limbs,  and  spavin*d  feet. 

Like  broken  soldien  from  the  wars. 
We  limp'd  yet  strutted,  through  the  street 

Then,  while  our  meagre  motley  crew 
Came  from  all  querten  of  the  town, 

Folks  to  their  doors  and  virindowi  flew ; 
I  thought  the  world  tum'd  npside^iown. 

For  now,  instead  of  oaths  and  jeers, 
Tte  sauce  that  I  have  found  elsewhere, 

Kind  words,  and  smiles,  and  heerty  cheers 
Met  ue— with  halfpence  bore  and  there. 

'f.  ho  mothers  held  their  babies  high. 
To  chuckle  at  our  hobbling  train. 

Bet  clipc  them  cUme  while  we  went  by; 
•  -I  beerd  their  klssei  iUl  like 


And  wiped  my  dieek,  the!  new  ftit 
The  Bweetnees  ef  a  nodier^  kise; 

I^  heert  end  eyee  begsB  to  nwit. 
And  I  wee  and,  yet  pieeied,  widi  Mi. 


« 


At  Cndespir  BUB  we  fomid  the  crowd 
That  shoot  die  gentry  to  Aeir 

They  mede  «i  way,  end  bowl'd 
We  ttigtu  hnve  been  yooQg  hnde 


We  eutaM,  twenty  hris  end  bmno^ 
While  gendeoMn,  end  ndiee  loo, 

Afl  bade  oe  wdeome  at  die  door. 
And  kmdly  ask'd  oa^-i»  How  d' yo  do  r 


** Bravely,''  I  anewer^d;  but  my  eyo 
Prickled,  end  leek'd.  end  twinkled  edfli 

I  longed  to  be  akme,  to  ery, 
—To  be  elone,  end  ery  my  IQL 

Onr  other  lads  wore  bUdie  and  bold. 
And  nestling,  noddh^g  aa  they  eat. 

Till  dinner  oame,  their  lalee  they  told. 
And  talk'd  of  diis,  and  hmgh'd  at  dMtt. 


I  plnck*d  np  eoorage,  gaped,  and 
On  the  fine  roooi,  foe  folks,  fine 

Chairs, -tables,  knives  and  forks, 
With  pots  and  piatten  fit  for 


Roast-beef,  plum-pudding,  and  whot 
Soon  smoked  before  us— such  a  watt 

Giants  dieir  dinnera  might  have  got ; 
We  open*d  all  our  months  and  9jha, 

Anon,  upon  the  board,  a  stitAe 

Wam'd  each  to  stand  up  in  bis  plaee ; 

One  of  our  generous  friends  then  spoke 
Three  or  four  ii^-ords — they  call'd  it 


I  diink  he  said— «*  God  bless  our  food ! " 
— Oft  had  I  heard  that  name,  in  tooee 

Which  ran  like  ice,  cold  through  my  blood. 
And  made  the  flesh  creep  on  my 

But  now,  and  with  a  power  so  sweet. 
The  name  of  God  went  through  nqr 

That  my  lips  trembled  to  repeat 

Those  words,  and  tears  were  dun  to  start 

Tears,  words,  were  in  a  twinkle  gone. 
Like  sparruue  whirring  through  the  street. 

When,  at  a  rign.  we  all  fell  on. 
As  geese  in  stubble,  to  our  meat 


The  .arge  pliun-puddings  first  were 
And  well  we  yonkers  plied  them  o*er; 

You  would  hHve  thought  we  had  been  starved 
Or  icere  to  be — a  month  and  more. 

Next  the  roest-beef  flew  reeking  roond 
In  glorious  slices,  mark  ye  that ! 

The  dishes  i^'ere  with  gravy  drown'd ! 
A  sight  to  make  a  weozel  fat 

A  great  meat-pie.  a  good  meat-pie. 

Baked  in  a  cradle  length  of  tin. 
Was  open*d.  emptied,  sooop*d  so  dry. 

You  might  have  seen  your  lace  widnk 
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Hm  ladifli  and  the  gentlemen 

Took  here  end  there  with  m,  a  leet; 

They  might  be  hungry,  loo— but  then 
We  gave  them  little  time  to  eat 

Their  anm  were  buiy  helping  m. 
Like  oobblen'  elbowi  at  their  work* 

Or  ieeaaw,  lee-eaw,  thna  and  thai ; 
A  merry  game  at  knife  and  fork. 

0  then  the  din !  the  deafening  din. 

Of  platea,  cam,  erockeiy,  ■poena,  and   lAvfM, 
And  waiten  ranning  out  and  in ! 
We  might  be  eating  for  our  liTea. 

Such  feaating  I  had  never  seen : 

Some  presently  had  got  enough ; 
The  rett,  like  fox-hounda,  staunch  and  keen. 

Were  nuule  of  more  devouring  stuff 

Hiey  cramm*d,  like  oormonnti,  their  crews. 
As  though  they  never  would  have  done ; 

It  was  a  feast  to  viratch  their  jaws 
Grind,  and  grow  weary,  one  by  one. 

Bat  there 's  an  end  to  everything ; 
And  this  grend  dinner  pass'd  away. 

1  wonder  if  great  George  our  king 

Has  such  a  dinnec  every  day. 

Chaee  after  meat  again  vras  said, 
And  my  good  feelings  sprang  anew ; 

Bat,  at  this  sight  of  gingerbread. 
Wine,  nuts,  and  oranges,  they  flew. 

So  while  we  took  a  turn  with  these. 

Almost  forgetting  wo  hod  dined ; 
As  though  we  might  do  what  we  please. 

We  kiU'd,  and  joked,  and  told  our  mind. 

Now  I  had  time,  if  not  before. 

To  take  a  peep  at  every  lad ; 
I  roonted  them  to  twenty-four. 

Each  in  his  Easter  finery  clad. 

All  waah'd  and  clean  as  clean  could  be,r— 
And  yet  no  dinf^y,  morr'd,  and  grim, 

A  mole  with  half  an  eye  might  see 
Oar  craft  in  every  look  and  limb. 

All  shapes  but  straight  ones  jrou  might  find, 
As  saf>ling-firi  on  the  high  moors. 

Black,  stunted.  rmokM,  through  which  the  wind, 
fike  a  wild  bull,  all  winter  roars. 

Tmo  toddlinc;  five-yeari  olds  were  there. 
Twins,  that  had  ju«t  befnm  to  climb. 

With  cherry  checkn,  and  curly  hair. 
And  skins  nut  yet  ingrain'd  with  grime. 

I  wish'd.  I  did.  that  they  might  die, 

Uke  -Babce  i'  th'  Wood."  the  litUe  slaves. 

And  "Robin  Red-breast"  painfully 
Hide  tliem  **  \iith  leaves,"  for  want  of  graves ; 

Rather  than  live  like  me,  and  weep 
To  think  that  ever  they  were  bom ; 

Toil  the  long  day,  and  from  short  sleep 
Wake  to  freah  miseries  every  mom. 


I 


Gay  aa  yoong  goldfinchea  in  tpring , 
They  chirp'd  and  peck*d,  top-fuU  of  J3f 

^ut  if  it  waa  some  mighty  thing 
To  be  a  chimney-aweeper'a  boy. 

And  so  it  is,  on  such  a  day 

Aa  welcome  Easter  brings  as  here : 
in  London,  toe^  the  first  of  May — 

But  0,  what  is  it  all  the  year! 


at  a  Quaker  lady's  aide 
Sat  a  young  girl ; — ^I  know  not  bow 
I  felt  when  me  askance  she  eyed. 
And  a  quick  blush  flew  o*er  her  brow 

For  then,  just  then,  I  canght  a  feoe 
Fair — but  I  oft  had  seen  it  black. 

And  mark'd  the  owner's  tottering  oaoe 
Beneath  a  vile  two-bushel  sack. 

Oh!  bad  I  known  it  was  a  lass. 

Could  I  have  soom*d  her  with  her  kwd' 
— Next  time  wr  meet,  she  shall  not  past 

Without  a  lift  akmg  the  road. 

Her  mother — mother  but  in  name ! 

Brought  her  to^y  to  dine  with  as  t 
Her  fiither— she 's  his  *prentioe : — shame 

On  both,  to  use  their  daughter  thus. 

Well,  /shall  grow,  and  s^  will  grow 

Older — it  may  be,  taller — ^yet ; 
And  if  she  *ll  smile  on  me,  I  know 

Poor  P611  shall  be  poor  Reuben'a  pet 

Time,  on  his  two  nneqiml  legs. 

Kept  crawling  round  the  chureh-clock*s  laoe 
Though  none  could  see  him  shift  his  pegs 

Each  was  for  ever  changing  place. 

0,  why  are  pleasant  hours  so  short? 

And  why  are  wretched  ones  so  longf 
They  fly  like  swallows  while  we  sport, 

liiey  stand  like  mules  when  all  goea  Brong 

Before  we  parted,  one  kind  friend, 
And  then  another.  ta1k*d  so  free ; 

They  went  from  table-end  to  end. 
And  spoke  to  each,  and  spoke  to  me. 

Books,  pretty  books,  with  pictures  in. 
Were  given  to  those  who  leom  to  read 

Which  show*d  them  how  to  flee  from  «n 
And  to  be  happy  bc^  indeed. 

These  climbers  go  to  Sunday  schools. 
And  hear  what  things  to  do  or  shun. 

Get  good  advice,  and  gulden  rules 
Fur  all  their  lives — but  I'm  not  ono. 


Nathless  I  '11  go  next  Sabbath-dan 
Where  masters,  without  thrashing, 

Lost  children  lu>w  to  read  and  pray 
And  sing,  and  hear  the  parsons  preach 

For  I  'm  this  day  dctermi.«ed — not 
With  bad  companions  to  grow  old, 

But,  weal  or  woe.  whatc'er  my  lot. 

To  mind  what  our  good  friends  ha\e  ttild 
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They  toU  xm  thinp  I  neyer  knew 
Of  Him  who  hMven  and  earth  did  DMike^ 

And  my  heart  felt  their  woidi  were  troe ; 
It  biin\*d  within  me  while  ihey  apake. 

Can  I  forget  that  God  it  bve. 
And  aent  hie  Son  to  dwed  on  earth? 

Or,  diat  our  Sanor  from  above. 
Lay  in  a  manger  at  hb  birth  ^— 

Grew  up  in  humble  poverty, 
A  life  of  grief  and  lorrow  led  f 

No  home  to  comfort  Him  had  He ; 
No,  not  a  place  to  lay  hie  head. 

Yet  He  wai  merciful  and  kind, 
Heal'd  with  a  touch  all  iort  of  hanw; 

The  nek,  the  lame,  the  deaC  the  blind. 
And  look  young  children  in  hii 


Then  He  waa  kiU*d  by  wicked  men. 
And  buried  in  a  deep  itone  cave ; 

But  of  Himeelf  He  row  again. 
On  Eaiier-Sunday  from  the  grave. 

Caught  up  in  cloode— at  God*e  light  hand. 
In  Heaven  He  look  the  hlgheat  place ; 

There  dying  Stephen  law  him  itand, 
— Stephra,  who  had  an  angel's  face. 

He  bvet  the  poor — ^He  always  did ; 
Tie  little  onee  are  etill  hia  care : 

I'U  seek  Him— let  who  wHl  forbid- 
Ill  go  lo  Him  this  night  in  prayer. 

O  somidly,  soundly  should  I  sleep, 
And  think  no  more  of  sufierings  past. 

If  God  would  only  bless,  and  keep, 
And  make  me  his — his  own,  at  last 


rnOU,  GOD.  SEEOT  ME.''— Gen.  xvi,  13. 

O  God  unseen !  but  not  unknown ! 

Thine  eye  is  ever  fiz'd  on  me; 
[  dwell  beneath  thy  secret  throne, 

Encompasa'd  by  thy  deity. 

rhroughout  this  univervie  of  space 

To  nothing  am  I  long  allied, 
For  flight  of  time,  and  change  of  place 

My  strongest,  dearest  bonds  divide. 

Parents  I  had — but  where  are  they  f 
Friends  whom  I  knew.  I  know  no  more ; 

Companions  once  that  cheer'd  my  way 
Have  dropt  behind  or  gone  before. 

Now  I  am  one  amidst  the  crowd 
Of  life  and  action  hiirr>4ng  round ; 

Now  left  slone — for  like  a  cloud 
They  came — they  went,  and  are  not  found. 

Kven  from  inj-fcolf  somrlimo*  T  part, 
— Uncoiiflcious  alecp  in  nightly  death ; 

Vet  surely  by  my  bed  Thou  art. 
To  nrompt  my  pulse,  inspire  my  heart 


Of  all  that  I  have  done  or  said. 
How  little  can  I  now  recall ! 

Forgotten  things  to  me  are  dead. 
With  thee  they  live— Thoa  knowi 

Thou  hast  been  with  me  fiom  tlia 
Witness  to  every  conflict  here ; 

Nor  wflt  Thou  leave  ma  at  the  toaA^ 
Before  thy  bar  I  must  appear. 

The  moment  comes,  the  only  one 
Of  all  my  time  to  be  foceloki; 

Tlioogh  when,  and  where,  and  hoiw. 
Of  all  die  race  of  man  imfold. 


That  moment  comes,  wiien  strength  moat 
When,  health,  and  hope,  and  eomfort 

I  must  go  down  into  the  vale 
And  shade  of  death,  with  tbeo  akna. 

Alone  with  thee ,"— in  that  dread  atrife 
Uphold  me  through  mine  agooy» 

And  gently  be  this  dying  life 
Exchanged  for  immortality. 

Then,  when  th'  unbodied  spirit  landa 
Where  flesh  and  blood  have  never  In^ 

And  in  the  unveil'd  presence  standi 
Of  thee,  my  Savior,  and  my  Godi 

Be  mine  eternal  portion  this. 

Since  thou  wert  always  here  vridi  ■•! 
That  I  may  view  thy  fece  in  blisa. 

And  be  for  evermore  with  Than. 
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loutated  from  the  Italian  of  Gabriel«  Fianina,  a 
Sixteenth  Centorr. 


'*  Beholp  the  man!"  Are  these  the 

Whose  beams  could  kindle  life  among  the  dead  t 

Is  this  the  a^^iul  and  m^estic  head 

Of  Him,  the  Lord,  almighty  and  ail-wise  t 


Are  these  the  hands  thot  stretch'd  abroad  the 
And  earth  with  verdure,  heaven  viith  stars  o'eisprssd 
Are  these  the  feet  that  on  the  waves  would  in  ail. 
And  calm  their  rage  when  wildest  stonns  aiisat 


Ah  me!  how  wounded,  pale,  disfrgured  now! 
Those  eyes,  the  joy  of  Heaven,  crlipeed  in  night; 
Tom.  bleeding,  cold,  thoi>e  handii,  these  feet,  this  htvn 
I  weep  fur  love,  Kricf,  tran»iiort,  at  the  sight 
"  My  Lord !  my  (iod ! "  for  nie,  for  me  didst  Tho^ 
In  shame,  reproach,  and  torment,  thus  delif^t 


CIIRICT  LAID  IN  Tltt:  SEPULCHRE. 


Imitttted  from  the  Mine. 


WiiFRR  in  the  n«|)err,  more  thnn  lieoven 
That  mpt  celesiinl  n^Mrim  with  ilelisht; 

Thf»  mcekncwi  nnd  tho  Tnai«»!y  of  mien. 

That  won  the  yielding  heart  witJi  gentle  michtY 
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WiMraii  dw  ipoiot^  whow  iMrmony  ooold 
Bam  in  tkeir  wmht  ind  demon-lrenijr  quell ; 

Hm  eye*  wlion  glance  wet  aight  unto  **  the  bliiMl,'* 
And  fiU*d  the  mil  with  jojr  oMpednble? 

Whefe  is  the  vm  that  cruab'd  our  fiercest  foe- 
Satan,  and  an  the  powen  of  darkne«  bound? 

Where  ia  the  Servant's  humble  form  below. 
In  which  the  eternal  Son  of  God  was  found  ? 
Lo !  where  hia  pilgrimage  of  mercy  ends ! 
What  glory  here  into  the  graye  descends! 


MAKE  WAT  FX)R  LIBERTY! 


A  RETROSPECT. 

the  God  of  truth  and  light, 
I  left  the  God  who  gave  me  breath, 
To  wander  in  the  wilds  of  night. 
To  perish  in  the  snares  of  death ! 

Sweet  was  his  service ;  and  his  yoke 
Was  light  and  easy  to  be  borne  }— 

Through  ail  his  bonds  of  love  I  broke ; 
I  cast  away  his  gifts  in  scorn. 

I  danced  in  folly's  giddy  maze ; 

And  drank  the  sea,  and  chosed  the  wind : 
But  folsehdod  lurk'd  in  all  her  ways. 

Her  laughter  left  a  pang  behind. 

I  dream*d  of  bliss  in  pleasure's  bowers. 
While  pilloviing  roses  slay'd  my  head ; 

Bat  serpents  hiss'd  among  the  flowers^— 
I  woke,  and  thorns  were  all  my  bed. 

In  riches  then  I  sought  for  joy, 

And  placed  in  glittering  ore  my  trust ; 

But  found  that  gold  was  all  alloy. 
And  worldly  treasure  fleeting  dust. 

I  woo'd  ambition— climb'd  the  pole, 
And  ihone  among  the  itan ; — but  fell 

UeadkNig,  in  all  my  pride  of  soul, 
Like  Lucifer,  from  heaven  to  hell. 

Now  poor,  and  Inet,  and  trampled  down. 
Where  shall  the  chief  of  sinners  fly. 

Almighty  \'eiigeani'r,  from  thy  frown  f 
Elenud  Justice,  from  thine  eye  f 

I/>!  through  the  gloom  of  guilty  fears. 
My  foith  discerns  a  dawn  of  grace ; 

The  sun  of  rifthtcotisnesw  appeara 
In  Jesus'  reconciling  face. 

My  suflfiirinir.  slain,  ami  risen  Tiord ! 

In  deep  distrem  I  turn  to  thee — 
I  claim  acceptance  on  thy  word. 

My  God !  my  God !  forrake  not  me ! 

Pmstralc  before  thy  merry-*eat, 
I  dare  not,  if  I  would,  tlcxitnir ; 

None  ever  pcrinhM  at  thy  firt. 
And  I  will  be  for  ever  there. 
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Ob  thsesplsHorAnold  WinkeMed  st  ths  batlte  of 
pach.  ia  mhieh  tbe  Swia,  ifbttac  For  their 
ly  defesiod  the  AiMUisas,  ia  the  fonrtssnth 


**  Make  way  for  liberty !  ** — he  cried ; 
Make  way  for  liberty,  and  died ! 

In  anna  the  Austrian  phalanx  stood, 
A  living  wall,  a  human  wood ! 
A  wall,  where  every  conscious  stone 
Seem'd  to  its  kindred  thousands  grown ; 
A  rampart  all  assaults  to  bear. 
Till  time  to  dust  their  frames  should  wev; 
A  wood,  like  that  enchanted  grove  * 
In  which  with  fiends  Rinaldo  strove, 
Where  every  silent  tree  possess'd 
A  spirit  prison'd  in  its  breast. 
Which  the  fint  stroke  of  coming  ttrifo 
Would  startle  into  hideous  lifo ; 
So  dense,  so  still,  the  Austrians  stood, 
A  living  wall,  a  human  wood ! 
Impregnable  their  front  appears. 
All  horrent  with  projected  spears. 
Whose  poUsh'd  points  before  them  shine. 
From  flank  to  flank,  one  brilliant  linok 
Bright  as  the  breakeia'  splendors  run 
Along  the  billows,  to  the  Sun. 

Opposed  to  these,  a  hovering  band 
Contended  for  their  native  land : 
Peasants,  whose  new-found  strength  had  broke 
From  manly  necks  the  ignoble  yoke. 
And  forged  their  fetteia  into  swords. 
On  equal  terms  to  fight  their  lords : 
And  what  insurgent  rage  had  gain'd. 
In  many  a  mortal  fray  maintain'd : 
Manhall'd  once  more  at  Freedom's  call. 
They  came  to  conquer  or  to  fiill. 
Where  he  who  conquer'd,  he  who  fell. 
Was  deem'd  a  dead,  or  living  Tell ! 
Such  ^-irtue  had  that  patriot  breathed. 
So  to  the  soil  his  soul  bequeathed, 
That  wheresoe'er  his  arrows  flew, 
Heroes  in  his  own  likeness  grew, 
AikI  warriors  K{)rang  from  every  sod 
Which  his  awakening  footstep  trod. 

And  now  the  work  of  lifi»  and  death 
Hung  on  the  pawing  of  a  breath ; 
The  firo  of  conflict  burnt  within. 
The  Inttle  trenibltxl  to  begin : 
Yet,  while  the  AuKtrians  held  their  ground, 
Point  for  attack  was  now  here  found, 
Where'er  the  impatient  Swiizers  gazed, 
The  unbn>kcn  line  of  lances  blazed ; 
That  line  't  were  suicide  to  meet, 
And  perish  at  their  tyrants'  feet, — 
How  could  they  rest  within  their  graves. 
And  leave  their  homes,  the  homes  of  sla\eaf 
Would  they  not  f€»el  their  children  tread 
With  clanginc:  diains  above  their  head  f 

1 3m  TtM»'»  JtrusmUm  DiUvirtd,  caaio  snii 
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It  mmt  not  be :  This  day,  this  hoar, 
Annihilates  the  oppressor's  power ; 
AU  Switzerland  is  in  the  field. 
She  will  not  fly,  she  cannot  yield- 
She  must  not  All ;  her  better  &te 
Here  gives  her  an  immortal  date. 
Few  were  the  number  she  oould  boast ; 
Bat  every  freeman  was  a  host. 
And  felt  as  though  himself  were  he 
On  whose  sole  arm  hung  victory. 

It  did  depend  on  one  indeed ; 
Behold  him, — Arnold  Winkelried! 
There  sounds  not  to  the  trump  of  £irae 
The  echo  of  a  nobler  name. 
Unmark'd  he  stood  amid  the  throng. 
In  rumination  deep  and  long. 
Till  you  might  see,  with  sudden  grace. 
Hie  very  thought  come  o'er  his  lace. 
And  by  the  motion  of  his  form 
Anticipate  the  bursting  storm ; 
And  by  the  uplifting  of  his  brow 
Tell  where  the  bolt  would  strike,  and  how. 

But  'twas  no  sooner  thought  than  done. 
The  field  was  in  a  moment  woo : — 

"  Make  way  ibr  Liberty! **  he  cried. 
Then  ran,  with  arms  extended  wide. 
As  if  his  dearest  friend  to  clasp ; 
Ten  spears  he  swept  within  his  grasp. 

" Make  way  for  Liberty! "  he  cried : 
Hieir  keen  points  met  from  side  to  side : 
He  bow'd  amongst  them  like  a  tree, 
And  thus  made  way  for  Liberty. 

Swift  to  the  breach  his  comrades  fly ; 
••  Make  way  for  Liberty!"  they  cry. 
And  through  the  Austrian  phalanx  dart. 
As  rush'd  the  spears  through  Arnold's  heart ; 
While,  instantaneous  as  his  fall. 
Rout,  ruin,  panic,  scattcr'd  all : 
An  earthquake  could  not  overthrow 
A  city  with  a  surer  blow. 

Thus  Switzerland  again  was  free ; 
Thus  death  made  way  for  Liberty ! 


STANZAS 


A  RACE,  a  rare  on  earth  we  run ; 

And  hold  a  prize  in  view, 
More  bright  than  if  we  chased  the  sun 

Through  heaven's  eternal  blue. 

Chancres  we  prove,  and  vanish  soon ; 

Changes  from  youth  to  ogo, 
^$lIcnt  as  those  that  sha{>e  the  moon. 

In  her  brief  pilgrimage. 

Like  con-ftcllations  on  ih^ir  way. 
That  meet  the  morning  light; 

Wo  travel  up  to  higher  doy 

Through  shades  of  deeper  night. 


Their  tasks  the  heavenly  boat  fulfil; 

Ere  long  to  shine  their  last  ^^ 
We,  if  we  do  our  Father's  will,- 

Shall  shine  when  they  are 


Knit  like  the  social  stars  in  love. 
Fair  as  the  moon,  and  deer 

As  yonder  sun  enthroned  above, 
Christians  through  life  appear. 

Sht^di,  May  9, 1828. 


THE  RETREAT. 


Ths  foOowing  Itoes  wore  named  fioia  a 
the  rrooiide  of  a  geDUemeo  in  Lincolnriiim,  where  tha 
foand  some  veisea  sddrewod  to  himedf,  oo  his  amval 
September,  1&— . 


is 
is 


A  STRANGER  sst  down  in  the  lonely  retreat  >— 

Though  kindness  had  welcomed  him  there. 
Yet,  weary  with  travel,  and  &inting  with  hee^ 

His  bosom  was  sadden'd  with  care : 
That  sinking  of  spirit  they  only  can  know 

Whose  joys  are  all  chasten'd  by  feara ; 
The  streams  of  whose  comfort,  though  deeplj  they 
flow. 

Still  wind  through  the  valley,  of 


What  ails  thee,  O  stranger  7  But  open  thine  ejc^ 

A  paradise  bursts  on  thy  view ; 
The  sun  in  his  glory  is  marching  on  high 

Through  cloudless  and  infinite  blue : 
The  wtxxls.  in  their  wildest  luxuriance  d^day'd. 

Are  stretching  their  coverts  of  green. 
While  bright,  from  the  depth  of  their  innennoat 

Yon  mirror  of  waters  is  seen. 

There  richly  reflected,  the  mansion,  the  lawn. 

The  banks  and  the  foliage  appear, 
By  nature's  own  pencil  enchantingly  drawn— 

A  landscape  enshrined  in  a  sphere ! 
While  the  fish  in  their  element  sport  to  and  fin, 

Quick-glancing,  or  gliding  at  ease, 
The  birds  seem  to  fly  in  a  concave  below 

Through  a  vista  of  down-growing  trees. 

The  current,  unrippled  by  volatile  airs. 

Now  glitters,  now  darkens  along ; 
And  yonder  o'orflowing  incessantly  bears 

Syraphonious  accordance  to  song  ; 
The  song  of  the  ring-dove  enamour'd,  that  floats 

Like  soft-melting  murmurs  of  grief; 
The  song  of  the  rtnl breast  in  ominous  notei; 

Foretelling  the  fall  of  the  leaf  ; 

The  song  of  the  bee.  in  its  serpentine  flight. 

From  blossom  to  blossom  thst  roves ; 
The  song  of  the  wind  in  the  silence  of  night, 

Wlien  it  wakens  or  hushes  the  groves ; 
And  sweet,  through  the  chorus  of  rapture  and  lort 

Which  God  in  his  temple  attends. 
With  the  song  of  all  nature,  beneath  and  abo^a, 

The  voice  of  these  waters  ascends! 


The  beauty,  the  music,  the  bliss,  of  that  scene. 

With  ravishing  sym(«thy  stole 
Through  the  stranger's  dark  bosom,  illununed  his 

And  soothed  and  exalted  his  soul. 
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Oold,  gloomjr  ftrebodingt  theo  Tsniih  twtj. 

His  tenon  to  ecstadea  tarn. 
Am  the  Tapon  of  night,  at  the  dawning  of  d^. 

With  iplendor  and  loveline«  bum. 

The  Unnger  reposed  in  the  lonely  retreat. 

Now  miling  at  phantoms  gone  by : 
When,  lo !  a  new  welcome,  in  numben  mort  tweet, 

Sainted  hie  ear  through  hit  eye ; 
It  came  to  hit  ejre,  but  it  went  to  hit  aoul-^ 

Some  Muee,  ai  she  wander'd  that  way, 
ilad  dropC  from  her  bosom  a  myitical  ■eroU« 

Whose  secrela  I  dare  not  betray. 

Strange  tones,  wo  are  told,  the  pale  mariner  hean 

When  the  mermaids  ascend  from  their  caves. 
And  sing  whore  the  moon,  newly-risen,  appears 

A  column  of  gold  <m  the  waves : 
And  wild  notes  of  wonder  the  shepherd  entrance, 

Who,  dreaming,  beholds  in  the  vale, 
By  torch-light  of  glow-worms,  the  fairies  that  dance 

To  minstrelsy  piped  in  the  gale. 

Not  \tm  to  that  stranger  mystenoosly  brought. 

With  harmony  deep  and  refined. 
In  language  of  silence  and  music  of  thought, 

Those  numbers  were  beard  in  his  mind : 
He  listen'd  and  wondcr'd,  he  trembled  and  wept. 

While  transport  with  tenderness  vied. 
It  seem'd  as  the  harp  of  a  seraph  were  swept 

hf  a  spirit  that  sung  at  his  side. 


All  etescd  in  a  moment,  and  nothing  was  heard. 

And  nothing  was  seen  through  the  wood. 
Bat  the  twittering  cry  of  a  fugitive  bird, 

And  the  sun-eet  that  blazed  on  the  flood : 
He  rose ;  for  the  ■hado\%'s  of  evening  grew  long. 

And  narrow  the  glimpses  between : 
Tlie  owlet  in  arobunh  was  whooping  his  song. 

And  the  gomamer  waved  on  the  green. 

OA  pausing,  and  hearkening,  and  turning  his  eye. 

He  Io(\  the  sequosler'd  rctrrat. 
As  the  ttars  in  siJCocMion  awdkn  tli rough  the  sky. 

And  the  moon  of  the  liar\o«t  (tliono  sweet; 
So  pure  was  her  hmtre,  to  lovely  and  bright. 

So  soft  on  the  landsca^ie  it  lay. 
The  sha<Iows  appear'd  but  the  filumbcr  of  light. 

And  the  niglit-scene  a  dream  of  the  day. 

He  walk'd  to  the  mansion — though  silent  his  tongue, 

And  his  heart  with  its  fullness  opprest. 
His  spirit  within  him  melodiously  sung 

The  feelings  that  throbb'd  in  his  breost : 
'O  ye,  wlio  inherit  this  prinleged  spot. 

All  blooming  like  F^len  of  yore. 
What  earth  can  aflbnl  is  already  )*our  lot. 

With  the  promise  of  life  evermore! 

*  Here,  oft  as  to  strangers  your  table  is  spread. 

May  angeN  sit  down  at  the  hoanl ! 
Here,  ofl  as  the  poor  to  your  dwelling  are  led. 

Be  charity  shown  to  your  lord! 
HiOM  walking  with  God  in  your  paradise  here. 

In  humble  rommimion  of  love. 
At  length  may  your  spirit:*,  when  Christ  shall  appear. 

Be  caught  up  to  glory  above  !'* 


LOVEST  THOU  BfEf 

"  LovKST  thoa  me  f "  I  hear  my  Savior  taj': 
Oh!  that  my  heart  had  power  to  answer  *'Y«a, 
Thoa  knowest  all  things.  Lord,  in  heaven  abora. 
And  earth  beneath:  Thoa  knowest  that  I  love!** 
But  'tis  not  so ;  in  word,  in  deed,  m  ihoaght, 
I  do  not,  cannot  love  thee  as  I  ought 
Thy  love  must  give  that  power,  Ihy  love  alone ; 
There's  nothing  worthy  of  thee  bat  thine  own. 
Lord,  with  the  love  wherawith  thoa  loveit  ais. 
Shed  in  my  heart  abroad,  woald  I  hnre  Ike, 


A  SIMILE  ON  A  LADY'S  PORTRAIT 

A  rouNTAiif,  issuing  into  light       * 

Before  a  marble  palace,  thnfvr 
To  heaven  its  column,  pare  and  bright; 

Returning  thence  in  showers  of  dew ; 
Bat  soon  an  humbler  course  it  look. 
And  glid  away— a  nameleM  brook. 

Flowers  on  its  grassy  margin  sprang. 
Flies  o'er  its  eddying  surfiiee  play'd. 

Birds  'midst  the  waving  brandiet  sor^. 
Flocks  through  the  verdant  meadowi  stray'd 

The  weary  there  lay  down  to  rest, 

And  there  the  halcyon  built  her  nest 

'Twas  beautiful — to  stand  and  watch 
The  fountain's  crystal  turn  to  gems. 

And  such  resplendent  colors  catch. 
As  though  't  were  raining  diadems ; 

Yet  all  was  cold  luid  curious  art. 

That  charm'd  the  eye,  but  miss'd  the  heart 

Dearer  to  me  the  little  stream 

Whose  uniroprison'd  waters  run. 
Wild  as  the  changes  of  a  dream. 

By  rock  and  glen,  through  shade  and  son , 
Its  lovely  links  have  power  to  bind 
And  whirl  away  my  willing  mind. 

So  thought  I,  when  I  saw  the  face. 

By  happy  portraiture  revcal'd. 
Of  one,  adom'd  with  every  grace ; 

Her  name  and  date  from  me  cunceard. 
But  not  her  story : — she  had  been 
The  pride  of  many  a  splendid  scene. 

She  cast  her  glory  round  a  court. 

And  frolick'd  in  the  gayest  ring. 
Where  Fashion's  high-bom  minions  sport 

Like  gilded  insects  on  the  wing ; 
But  thence,  when  love  had  touch'd  her  son* 
To  nature  and  to  truth  she  stole. 

From  din.  and  pageantry,  and  strife, 

'Midst  woods  and  mountains,  vales  and  plains. 

She  treads  the  poths  of  purer  life. 
And  in  aflection's  bosom  reigns : 

No  fountain  scattering  diamoiMl-showers. 

But  the  sweet  streanUet,  edged  with  floweis 
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A  P0ET1S  BENEDICnDN. 


toftT 

ftftV 


I  IMw,  in  ft  diilftat  wm^>w 
la  the  Aotbor's  owm  jMudwritns. 


Amn*  in  liMnr«o  nuiy  intewlnte 
Thonghtm  wiilMit  vum  or  touiid ; 

flpiiiii  on  ewlh  al  will  fluiug* 
WkMWtff  ■■&  k  taid  h— 

gltir  ikjinhii  Cm  MJMit  mtiimdam 

Whan  •?«nlaf  iinki  t»  ^oriooi  rart) 
In  wiitlin  qFMboli 


llMmoliaaof  n 
TteMNlior 

lV>]dndMd 
AilnteJlOliMM 
Quieknifior 

ajpttkUftoB 


IihIih^IimHki  ■   II At 


A  ipiiit  to  n  qUt  ipMlB 

A  token  ftofli  At 
Tliat  traoid  an 

WlwM  nnmbon 

While.  UiBi  a  ■Domaia  liO,  diqj  nob 
Jn  tremtdinf  hmaMiqr 


hor jMiiila  oonl, 
iiU»ilHf 


•loof  1 


What  ihan  the  poelf^  t^lrwnd 
To  hii  mioeen,  umeeiDg  fiioDd  f 
•—A  with  ai  pore  ai  d'er  had  biith 
In  thought  or  langoage  of  thia  earth. 
Ctnthia  ii  young, — may  the  be  old ; 

And  &ir,  no  doubt, — may  the  grow  wrinkled ; 
Her  loclu,  in  verse  at  least,  are  gold, — 

May  they  turn  silver,  thinly  aprinkled ; 
The  rose  her  cheek,  the  /ire  her  eye, 
Youth,  health,  and  strength  successive  fly. 
And  in  the  end — ^may  Cynthia  die ! 

**  Unkind — inhuman ! "  Stay  your  tears, 
I  only  wish  you  length  of  yean ; 
And  wish  them  still,  with  all  their  woes 
And  all  their  blessings,  till  the  close : 
For  Hope  and  Fear,  with  anxious  strife, 
Are  wrestlers  in  the  nng  of  life ; 
And  yesterday, — to^y, — to-morrows- 
Are  but  alternate  joy  and  sorrow. 

Now  mark  the  sequel : — May  your  mind 
In  wisdom's  ways  true  pleasure  find. 
Grow  strong  in  \irtue,  rich  in  truth. 
And  year  by  year  renew  its  youth ; 
TiH  in  the  late  triumphant  hour. 
The  spirit  shall  the  flesh  o*erpower, 
Tht$  from  its  sufleringB  gain  releaaa, 
Aivl  cAot  take  wing  and  part  in  peace. 


FOR  1  HE  nRST  LEAF  OF  A  LADTS  ALBUM. 

Fu>wn  after  fiower  oomea  forth  in  spring* 
Bird  aAar  bird  begins  to  sing ; 


Till  eopM  and  fiaU  in  richaatMoaM^ 
Sparkle  vrith  daw,  and  braaiha 
WUla  biU  and  valley,  aU  dqr  kN«, 
And  half  the  night,  rsaound  fi 
So  may  acquaintance,  one  by  one. 
Coma  like  spring4k)iwei8  In  MMel  te  m 
And  o'er  dieaa  pagaa,  pore  aad  whiles 
Ejnd  wwdi,  Und  thoogfalB,  kind  pnyen 
Which  sweeter  odor  dSall  diapanaa 
Than  vernal  bkMnma  to  the  aviar; 
Till  woods  and  siieama  lass  Mr  eppaar 
Than  aatographa  and  akatdiaa  hM« 
— Or,  like  the  nunatrek  of  the  giinp% 
Poor  strains  of  harmony  and  knra. 
The  music  nude  by  heart  to  heai^ 
In  which  the  leaat  can  bear  a  paiC^ 
More  eiquisite  than  all  the  nolaa 
Of  nig^tingalea*  and  ihrasbea'  thraaHL 

Thai  shall  tfait  book,  firora  aad  to  an4 
Show  in  socoeanon  friend  on  flieBd. 
By  dieir  own  living  bands  poHnry*^ 
In  prose  and  vem,  in  light  and  ahnda^ 
By  pen  and  pencil^— till  Aer  aye. 
Who  owns  the  volome,  aiiall  daaerf 
On  many  a  leaf  some  lovely  tnea^ 
Remindmg  of  a  loveGcr  fine ; 
With  here  and  there  the  homblar  "BuK^ 
Recalling  such  a  phia  as  mine. 


THE  FIROT  LEAF  OF  AN  ALBUM 


Utpietma, 


>^^tU/t%  U9  iAffa  ^MC 


Two  lovely  sisters  here  unite 

To  blend  improvement  with  delight ; 

Painting  and  poetry  engage 

By  turns  to  deck  the  Album's  page. 

Here  may  each  glowing  picture  be 
The  quintessence  of  Pbesy, 
With  skill  so  exquisitely  wrought. 
As  if  the  colon  were  pure  thought^ 
Thought  from  the  bosom's  inmost  eeO« 
By  magic  tints  made  visible. 
That,  while  the  eye  admires,  the  loind 
Itself^  as  in  a  glass,  may  find. 

And  may  the  poet's  verse,  ah'ke. 
With  all  the  power  of  Painting  otrikat 
So  freely,  so  divinely  trace. 
In  every  line,  the  line  of  grace; 
And  beautify,  with  such  sweet  art. 
The  imagc^hamber  of  the  heart. 
That  Fancy  here  may  gaze  her  fill. 
Forming  fresh  scenes  and  shapea  at  wBk 
Where  silent  words  alone  appear. 
Or,  borrowing  voice,  but  touch  the  eai; 

Yet  humble  prose  with  these  shall 
Friends,  kindred,  comrades,  hand  in 
All  in  this  &ir  inclosore  meet. 
The  lady  of  the  book  to  greet. 
And,  with  the  pen  or  pencil,  make 
These  leaves  love-tokens,  for  her 

Shegidd,  18S18. 
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TO  A  FRIEND, 


HoHi.  kindred,  TiMnda,  and  eaaauj, — Iheas 
A»  tit*  wilb  which  wa  never  part ; 

Ftom  clime  lo  climg,  o'vr  land  and  hu. 
We  bcu  ibam  with  ■■  in  our  hMit; 

But  O,  'I  ia  hud  lo  Iwl  rsign'd. 

When  IhcM  miul  all  be  left  behind! 

Tel.  nhen  the  pilniini'i  tlaff  wa  lake. 

And  Ibllaw  Chriit  finm  ihora  to  ihon. 
Gladly  lor  Him  we  nil  fonake. 

PniiB  on.  and  only  look  betbre ; 
Though  bumbled  Nature  maiuiw  bei  loa. 
The  (pitil  glohea  in  the  era*. 

It  B  no  Bn.  like  nnn.  to  weep. 

For  Jeaoa  WD|>t  o'«r  Id^aiua  dead  i 

Or  yeuB  fcr  honie  beyond  ibe  deep, 
He  hid  not  where  lo  la;  hia  head : 

"Hie  palriol  pang  will  ~ 

Who  grieved  o'er  h»t  Jaiuaalea 


Hear,  and  «ime  forth  to  Ufe  anew : 

Tlien,  wUile  ihe  Gentile  omirB  they  fill, 

Eball  ml  yoiit  Savuir'i  nvrdi  uaitd  Imel 
Home.  kii>dred.  Inendi.  and  countiy.  alill. 

In  Candy'a  wildeil  woodi  you'll  find, 

Yat  loae  DDl  Ihoaa  yon  lafl  behiod. 


SHORTHAND, 


Thcie  lines  and  dota  are  locki  and  keya. 
In  narrow  ipacfl  lo  tmuure  thought. 
Whoae  prerioui  hoatda.  whene'er  you  pleaie, 
Arc  (hu*  to  light  rmm  darkneai  biuughl. 

On  the  amall  tablet  oC  yoar  heart. 
By  Haancn'a  own  finger  be  engraved, 
Wilhin,  wiihoui,  through  every  port, 
"Hie  '  wwilt  whereby  you  mual  be  aared." 

TbMa  the  bright  pagea  of  God'i  book 
In  aecrel  charaftcra  may  lie, 
Where  you  alone  have  power  to  look. 
Tbougb  hid  Oata  man  or  angel'a  eye. 


Laa  wart  the  aum  or  truth  reveal'd 
Through  heaven,  and  earth,  and  aoa 
IIbu  would  be  written  then,  and  ae 
Odc*  and  bt  vrer,  in  yoor  bnaat. 


BRIDAL  OREETraCS. 

OcikN  and  land  ibe  globe  divide : 
Summer  and  winler  abare  the  year ; 

Sarkncai  and  light  walk  tide  by  aide; 
And  earth  aiul  bcaveu  are  alwaya  near 

Though  pnch  be  good  and  lair,  alone. 

In  all.  when  liily  pair'd.  ia  ahown 
Mors  of  their  Mahet'a  power  and  graca 

Then  may  Ihe  nninn  of  yoang  haarB, 

6a  early  and  ea  well  begun, 
like  aea  and  alwa*,  in  all  Uieir  parti. 


Bliia,  beauty. 
Beilhke 
Peace, 

Ukeday 


they  find 

i  II  uae  winter,  wnen  oonfined. — 
Peace,  cumlijrt,  boppnaia,  ai  home  :- 


and  night— 4Weol  interchange 
in  care,  eiijoytnenl.  acBon,  reati 
Ataencs  nor  culdnrsa  e'or  caltaDg? 
HearlB  by  unfiling  love  poaaeai'd  ■ 

Like  earth'a  horism — bo  iheit  accna 
or  lire  a  rich  and  varioiB  ground ; 

And.  whclher  lowering  or  aerenc. 
BeaTen  all  abnre  ii  and  around 

When  land  and  oresn.  day  and  nighc 


EPITAPH  Oy  A  GNAT. 


Lis  dien.  erabalm'd  from  age  to  age  f — 
Thia  ia  ihe  Albom'a  noUeat  page. 
Though  every  glowing  loaf  be  IraDgbl 
With  painting,  poaav.  and  Ihmieht : 
Where  trocka  oT  morml  liandi  are  aeen, 
A  hand  inviaiWe  haa  been, 
And  leA  thia  auiocmph  behind. 
Thia  image  rnnn  th'  eternal  mind ; 
A  work  air  akitl  aurpaaaii^  aenae, 
A  laboi  of  OmnipWence '. 

Though  frail  ai  dual  it  meel  Ihe  eye, 
lln  Ibrm'd  ihu  Unat  wbo  built  the  tky; 
Slop— iMi  11  vanith  at  Ihy  breath — 
Thia  >pn:k  liad  lile.  and  lufler'd  daadi  '■ 
SKtHSdU,  J«Iy  19.1827. 
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But  nnoe  a  woid  m 

Ai  fiom  ft  boiir  at  hanrd  bent, 

Bfiy  reacli  ft  nmng  aye.  or  dart 

Coimeikn  duoQgh  ft  evelMi  liau% 

O  Aftt  an  airaw  I  miglit  find 

In  the  «nll  qnhrar  of  my  mM 

Which  with  anening  aim  dioiild  Urika    . 

Each  fvfao  eneoimlan  it  aUksb 

Reader,  attantioo!  IinUipriaf 

A  wondnKii  thought;— tie  on  dM  wfaif  i 

Goaid  wall  your  heart— yon  goaid  in  vai^ 
The  wonnd  ■  aiede,  yat  givee  na  pafan 
SivpriM  iMy  eaoM  your  ehaek  la  i^ow. 
Tec,  oowaga!  none  hot  yon  dieli  know; 
The  tfrnnght  awaken'd  bf  mwwptXL 
b  nnra  tfwn  I  nqpeelf  ean  ML 
Howf  eaaich  the  aecnli  of  yoor  teMM^ 
And  thbh  of  Aal  «AmA  yea  loBi  IhI/ 
ThBD  arit  wilhfai, "  What  win  tUi  bob 
A  thoonnd  agae  henoe,  to  mef 
AndifitwiUnotpeeithefire 
In  whieh  aU  natma  diali  eipirab 
Tldnk.  ere  Ihoee  ihymee  aride  are  OBi^ 
(Ae  thoo^  the  thought  adi^  ha  your  leeO, 
«  When  dieli  I  find  babw;  ahoreb 
An  olfieet  woffhy  of  my  lovaf " 


Now  heaiken!  end  iHfet  it 
Lore  that  wliidi  you  may  lore  fiir 


TIME  EfifPLOTED,  TIME  ENJOYED. 

AODRBSSED  TO  A  TODNO  LADY  FftOM  WBOM  THE  AU- 
THOE  HAD  aSOXITKD  AN  KLBOAMTLT  WKOUGHT 
WATOH-POCKR 

WrniUf  thif  cmioai  ceee 
Time*t  Sentinel  I  pboe. 
Who,  while  oidm  nnoomeioiie  ilamber. 
Shall  creatioo  ftom  mine  eyes, 
Thiom^  ^^  rilent  gloom  ^lall  nnmber 
ETory  moment  ee  it  fliee. 
And  record,  at  dawn  of  day. 
Thrice  ten  tlioimnd  pait  away. 

Oc  eech  of  dieee  my  breath 
May  pame  *twizt  life  and  death; 
By  a  subtler  line  depending 
llian  the  my  of  twinUii^  light 
Which  the  ■mallest  iter  is  orading 
Every  moment  throogh  the  night; 
For,  on  films  more  finely  spun, 
All  things  hang  beneath  the  son 

Rapt  throogh  a  wildering  dream. 
Awake  in  sleep  I  seem ; 
Sorrow  wrings  my  soul  with  anguish, 
Joy  expends  my  throbbing  bresst ; 
Now  o'erwhelm*d  with  care  I  languish. 
Now  serene  and  tranquil  rest : 
Morning  comes;  and  all  between 
Is  M  though  it  ne*er  had  been 


But  Tbne  bee  daylight  homib 
And  Men  immortal  powan; 
Waking  joye  and  deeplem  eonaw» 
Woridly  care,  celestial  peace; 
UA  renewing  eraiy  monow. 
Not  widi  death  iinlf  ihaU  oeaM  I 
Bfon,  through  aU  atemi^. 
What  ha  hare  halh  been  ihaU  hal 

Bfiy  iha,  whose  ekilfid  bend 
This  ftiiy  net-work  plann'd, 
fiSiui  m  nnoceni  eiBpMjymeni» 
Fwt.ham  vanity  ead  vice. 
Seek  the  pearl  of  trne  eqjujiaeul. 
On  her  path  to  Fuadke ; 
TiflMb  ftr  eeilh  or  heaven  empkiyVI 
(Bodi  have  ckiairi)  it  Thna  eijioy'd. 


Every  dey  to  her  in  flight 
Bequeadi  a  gem  at  nights- 
Some  Bweet  hope,  some  hallow'd 
From  remembrance  ne'er  to  part; 
Hourly  Miaslngs  swell  the 
Hklden  hi  her  gnrtafid  heart; 
And  mey  evaiy  momeot 
Brighter  1^  CO  her  limt ! 


THE  LAURUSrriNUS;  fOR  B.  Ol 

Faia  tree  of  winler!  fireeh  and  flowaihig. 
When  all  around  is  dead  and  dry ; 
Whoee  ruby  bods,  though  etonnB  are  lofwivfpf 
Spreed  their  white  bksBonM  to  thesl^: 
Green  are  thy  leavee,  more  purely  green 
Through  every  changing  period  seen ; 
And  when  the  gaudy  months  are  peat. 
Thy  loveliest  seeson  u  the  last. 

Be  thou  en  emblem — ^thus  unfolding 
The  history  of  that  Maiden's  mind. 
Whoee  ejre,  these  humble  lines  beholding. 
In  them  her  future  lot  may  find : 
Through  life's  mutations  mey  she  be 
A  modest  Evergreen  like  thee : 
Though  bless'd  in  youth,  in  sge  more  blem'd. 
Still  be  her  latest  days  the  beet 


MOTTOES  FOR  ALBUM& 

1. 

Mind  b  invisible,  but  you  may  find 
A  method  here  to  let  me  see  your  mind. 


Behold  my  Album  unbegun. 

Which  when  't  is  finish'd  will  be  none 


Faint  lines,  on  brittle  glsss  end  cU 
A  diamond  pen  may  trace  with  art ; 
But  what  the  feeblest  hand  writes  her% 
Is  graven  on  the  Owner's  heart. 


May  all  the  names  recorded  here 
In  Uie  Lamb's  book  of  life  appear. 


m 
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Here  friendi  aaemble,  huid  and  hmit, 
WImmd  life  may  wver,  death  mutt  pait| 
Sweet  be  their  deathi,  their  Uvea  well  apant, 
And  Ifaia  their  firiendahi|/e  moDument 

6. 
Mf  Album  ia  a  barren  tree, 
Where  leayea  and  only  leaves  yon  lee; 
But  loach  it — floweia  and  finiiti  will  8|iring^ 
And  birds  among  the  foliage  sing. 

7. 
Fairies  wars  kind  lo  country  Jennies, 
And  in  their  shoes  dropp'd  silver  pennies ; 
Hera  the  bright  tokens  which  you  leave. 
As  fiuiy  &VOIB  I  receive. 

a 

My  Album's  open ;  come  and  see ; — 
What,  won't  you  waste  a  thought  on  me  f 
Write  but  a  word,  a  word  or  twx>. 
And  make  me  love  to  think  on  you. 

9. 

Give  me  of  your  esteem  a  sample ; 
A  line  will  be  of  price  untold : 

In  gifts,  the  heart  is  all,  and  ample ; 
It  makes  them  worth  their  weight  in  gold. 

10. 
Hie  friry  made  the  little  girl, 
Whene'er  she  spoke,  drop  gold  and  pearl. 
Sweet  flowers  or  sparkling  gems ; 
So  be  the  words  which  you  indite 
Rings,  roses,  jewels,  in  my  sight. 
Worth  all  the  wealth  of  diadems. 

II. 
Not  every  bird  in  spring 
Is  seen  at  once  upon  the  wing. 

Or  heard  in  song  or  call ; 
So  in  ray  Album,  turn  about 
My  friends,  like  birds  in  ipring,  come  out  t 

Yoii  're  welcome  one  and  alL 

12. 

THE  OWNER  OF  THE  BOOK  TO  HER  FRIENIK 

My  Album  is  a  ganlen-plot. 
Here  all  my  friends  may  sow. 

Where  thorns  and  thistles  flourish  not ; 
But  flowers  alone  will  grow  : 

With  smiles  for  sunshine,  tears  for  showers^ 

I  11  water,  warm,  and  watch  these  flowers. 

A  friend's  reply. 
Sarh  floweis  aroonc^  these  leaves  be  fbvmd, 
Ai  once  the  blissful  garden  crown'd ; 
And  here  the  hsppy  o^Tier  dwell. 
Like  Eve  in  Eden  ere  she  felL 


A  VOYAGE  ROUND  TIIE  WORLa 

Kmblrii  of  Eternity, 
rnbeginning .  rndlem  (^ ! 
Let  roe  launch  my  soul  on  thee. 

Sail,  nor  keel,  nor  holm,  nor  oar, 

Ke<d  I.  ask  I.  to  explore 

Thine  expanse  from  shore  to  shor» 


By  a  singk  glance  of  thcxight, 

lliy  whole  realm 's  before  me  bioQgh^ 

like  the  nnivene,  fiom  nooght. 

All  thine  aspects  now  I  view. 

Ever  old«  yet  ever  new ; 

Time  nor  tide  thy  poweia  anhdiM. 

All  thy  voicea  now  I  hear; 
Sounds  of  gladness,  grandeur,  lear 
Meet  and  mingle  in  mine  ear. 

All  thy  wonders  are  reveaTd : 
Treaaurea  hidden  in  thy  field ! 
From  the  birth  of  nature  aeal'd. 

But  thy  depths  I  aearch  not  now^ 
Nor  thy  limpid  surface  plow 
With  a  lbam>repeUing  prow. 

Eager  fimcy,  unoonfined. 
In  a  voyage  of  the  mind 
Sweeps  along  thee  like  the  wind. 

Here  a  breeae,  I  ddm  thy  pbin; 
There  a  tempest,  pour  amain 
Thimder,  lightning,  hail,  and  rain. 


Where  the  bilh>ws  cease  to  roll. 
Round  the  silence  of  the  pole. 
Thence  set  out  my  venturous  soul ! 

See,  by  Greenland  cold  and  wild. 
Rocks  of  ice  eternal  pilbd ; 
Yet  the  mother  loves  her  child ; 


And  the  wildernesses  drear 
To  the  native's  heart  aro  dear; 
All  life's  charitiea  dwell  hera. 

Next,  on  lonely  Lafandor, 

Let  me  hear  the  anow-laUa  roar. 

Devastating  all  before. 

• 

Yet  even  here,  in  glens  and  oovei^ 
Man,  the  heir  of  all  things,  roves. 
Feasts  and  fights,  and  Uugfas  and  lovw 

But  a  brighter  vision  breaks 
O'er  Canadian  woods  and  lakes ; 
—These  my  spirit  soon  fonakes. 

Land  of  exiled  Liberty, 

Whero  our  fathers  once  vrera  free. 

Brave  New-England,  hail  to  thee! 

Pennsylvania,  while  thy  flood 
Waters  fields  unbooghl  with  blood. 
Stand  for  peace  aa  thou  hast  stood. 

The  West  Indies  I  behold. 
Like  the  Hesperidos  of  old, 
—Trees  of  life,  with  fruits  of  gold. 


No— a  curse  is  cm  the  soil. 
Bonds  and  scourges,  tears  and  toil, 
Man  degrade,  and  earth  despoil 


Horror-struck,  I  turn  sway. 
Coasting  down  the  Mexique  bay, 
Slavery  there  hath  loat  the  day. 
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Loud  th»  ipolM  of  Frndom 
Evwy  Meemiplit  ft  yokt, 
ETwy  woid  ft  4aig«QO  IjiokSi 


BootiiAi 

Moontain-lbtBM^  rif«r4«idK 

AndftfloblMr 


And  ft  DoUar  nee  ftijpt^ 

Stsetoh  their  limbic  tuidoee  their  eyeib 

Cfaum  Ae  eeilh,  end  aeek  Ae  eUei* 


didh^  Ihyopgh  Miqtllen'e 
Where  tuD  ooeem  ope  iheir  geti^ 
Whet  ft  ■pectftde  eweite! 


The 

Bomid  tm  tbouieiid  tittle  uleii 
If  eimte  of  yiolepce  end  mim 

But  the  poweie  ef  derknea  yield. 
For  the  cnw  n  in  the  field. 
And  the  lifht  of  lift  lereftl'd. 

Reye  fiom  vodk  to  tock  it  derli^ 
Conqaen  edemenline  heeitt^ 
And  immoftftl  bliv  inqiem. 

North  end  west,  receding  ftr 
From  the  ereniog'e  downward  Hv* 
Mow  I  Bomil  Aorare'e  oarr* 

File  Sberift't  dcrerte  ehon. 

From  KamlKfaetkft'a  heedlepdr  m^ 

Sooth  end  eeet,  to  meel  the  euB. 


Jeelooi  Chfaift,  itnnge  Jepen, 
With  bewilder'd  thiMaght  I  ecen, 
—They  ere  but  deed  eeei  of  men. 

Agee  in  ■occemion  find 

Fonnt  imcheiiging,  rtegnent  mind ; 

And  the  mine  they  leere  behind. 

Lo!  the  eettern  Cycledet, 
PhflBnix-iieeU,  and  halcyon  leei  ;* 
Bat  I  tarry  not  with  theie. 


we  low  New-Holland's  thoali^ 
Where  no  ample  river  rolla ; 
—•World  of  imditoover'd  loub! 

Bring  them  forth — *t  is  Heaven's  decree  t 

Man,  assert  thy  dignity ! 

Let  not  brutes  look  down  on  thea 

Either  India  next  is  seen. 

With  the  Ganges  strotch'd  between : 

Ah !  what  horron  there  have  been ! 

War,  disguised  as  Commerce,  came ; 
Britain,  carrying  si^'ord  and  fiame. 
Won  an  empire,  lost  her  name. 

But  that  name  shall  be  restored. 
Law  and  Justice  wield  her  sword. 
And  her  God  be  here  adored. 

By  the  Gulf  of  Persia  sail. 
Where  the  true-love  nightingale 
WiMiee  the  rose  m  eveiy  vale. 


TlmQi^ 
With  the 


dimge  the 
of  her 


Cape  of  Sioriae!  thyspectn'eM, 
And  the  angel  Hope,  inetead* 
Lights  fipm  heaven  npoo  thy  head. 


Where  thy 

Bafbanme  horaea,  fiom  drsaiy 

Blem  A*  Bght.  with  Uaed 


St  Helenft's  dudgeon-keep 
Soowb  xiefianoe  o*er  the  deep 
Then  a  Heroes  rtliei  sieepu 


Who  he  was,  aad  how  he  A4, 

Enrope,  Asia,  Afrie,  tell ; 

On  that  theme  all  times  shall  dwdL 

Bot,  henceforth,  tul  natore  Atu, 
Theee  three  simple  words  cwiiiipi 
All  the  iiitnre-^  Here  he  lieeL* 

Mammon's  plagaeehips  throiy  die 
CXi  twere  mercy  to  tlw  alavea 
Were  the  maws  of  sharks  their 


I 


Not  for  an  the  geem  and  gold 

Which  thy  streams  and  nmnofipa  %  ^  • 

Or  for  which  thy 


Land  of  negroes !  woold  I  dire 
In  this  felon  trade  to  share, 
Or  its  infimiy  to  spare. 

Hercoles,  thy  piUaie  atand. 
Sentinels  of  sea  and  land ; 
Cloud-capt  Atlas  towers  at  hand. 

Where,  at  Gate's  word  of  fate. 
Fell  the  Carthaginian  state. 
And  wnore  exiled  Marius 


Maiic  the  dens  of  caitiff  Moon : 
Ha !  the  pirates  seize  the  oaf»— 
Fly  the  desecrated  shores. 

Eg3rpt'B  hieroglyphic  realm 

Other  floods  than  Nile's  o'erwhelm— 

Slaves  tum'd  despots  hold  the  helak 

Judah's  cities  are  forlorn, 
Lebanon  and  Carmel  shorn, 
Zion  trampled  duwn  nith  scorn. 

Greece !  thine  ancient  lamp  ie  epent; 
Thou  art  thine  own  OMHiumoit ; 
But  the  sepulchre  in  rent. 

And  a  wind  is  on  the  wing. 

At  whose  breath  new  heroes  spring. 

Sages  teach,  and  poets  siog. 

Italy,  thy  beauties  shroud 
In  a  gorgeous  evening  cloud : 
Thy  refulgent  head  is  bow'd. 

Rome,  in  ruins  lovely  still. 

From  her  Capitolian  hill 

Bids  thee,  mourner !  wem  thy  fill. 


lOBCELLANEOnB  FOEBIB. 


tn 


Tdt  t4iM  RoBMii  gwiiiii  fiigWi^ 
KoBMn  blood  muit  wm  the  Ttfaw  { 
^lAokiwriU  tjrnnti!  to  four  chaiai 


yWndil  rMlm  of  oild  roBamco! 
Spun,  thj  \ottf  fiont  mAtmnc^ 
Onq^  ibj  ibidd.  wd  couch  thf 

At  lb»  ili«4lMlk.of  thino  oyo* 

QiuuBifolrrriifellilf; 

▲t  Ifagr  Toieo,  Oppnaiao  diOi 


Lnhnb!  fiforatliedwC 
flholbt  thx  lodn;  thf  coum  ii 
fltoiko  ftr  flwdom,  •triko  and  tnnC. 


I  harry  fiom  thy  ihoio; 
HioQart  not  the  Frviee  of  yoM ; 
HioQ  tft  Mw4»m  Franoo  no  oiora. 


Chwt  IhoQ  wMt,  and  whoHketheef 
Thn  mKklruiik  with  liberty ; 
How,  dKmlt  oeither  greet  nor  ftee. 

Bmmp  by  Bound,  Uke  the  blaet  ; 
Om  qeidi  glance  at  DenoMrk 


Elbe  nor  Wceer  tempt  my  alqr; 

Germany !  beware  the  day 

When  thy  Schoolmen  bear  the  away. 

How  ID  thee,  to  thee  I  fly. 
Fkiieat  Itle  beneath  the  tky. 
To  nqr  heart  aa  in  mine  eye! 

I  have  Men  them,  one  by  one, 
Ererr  shore  beneath  the  tun. 
And  my  Toynge  now  is  done. 

While  I  bid  them  all  be  Uern'd. 
Britain !  thoa  'rt  my  home — my 
Mf  own  land,  I  lore  thet  best 


THE  TOMBS  OF  THE  FATHERE 


Urn  phflo  whan  dM7  m 
Tut  hither  fion  all  dhnoa  thif  comi^ 
And  pay  dieir  gold  iir  letTe  to  shad 
Tmb  o'er  ib^  fooentione  fladt 

Afouid  ih*  etarml  wnnntahia  "itint!. 
With  Hhmoaili  daikBng  vale  between; 
Old  Jordan  waaden  throng  the  land. 
Bine  Oarmel'a  aeawnid  creM  ii  aeen ; 
And  Lebanon,  yet  atemlj  green. 
Throws^  when  the  evennig  eon  dediM% 
Its  oadar  ahadei^  fai  leogthenfaig  Imea. 

Bat,  ah!  iir  ever  vanish'd  hence 
Tim  Temple  of  die  living  God, 
Once  Zion*s  gloty  and  defence — 
Now  moom  beneath  th*  oppremot^s  rod 
The  fields  where  fidihlhl  Abraham  trod; 
Where  Isaao  walk*d  by  twilight  gleam. 
And  Heaven  eame  down  on  JaaM  dream. 


ftlly  hpid  ■  Milemi  mmetMf  m  tfw  vsller  of 
piMi,  the  nnrieot  burial- place  of  their  people.    ThiBf 
eeiepuiwd  to  pay  a  bearf  tax  to  the  Mahometana  for  the 
nf  MounuDC  m  •tallDeaa  at  the  aepoldirca  of  tkair 


Tbr  ever  mingled  vridi  dda  aoil 

Those  armiee  of  the  Lord  of  Healib 
That  cooquer'd  Canaan,  diared  the  spoil, 
Qoeird  Moab*8  pride,  aioim*d  ifidian'to  pqad^ 
Sprsad  palensm  thnqgh  FWUstia'b  eoaaiB. 
And  taught  the  fees,  whose  idola  6U, 
•*  There  is  a  God  in  braeL'' 

Now  David's  tahatnacle  gone^ 
What  mighty  builder  shall  restore  f 
The  golden  throne  of  Solomon, 
And  ivory  palace^  are  no  mors ; 
The  Pmlmist's  song,  the  Preacher'a  lora^ 
Of  all  they  did,  alone  renmia 
Unpetish'd  tR^diies  of  their  reign> 

Holy  and  beaatUhl  of  old. 

Wee  Zion  'midst  her  princely  bowem ; 

Besiegers  trembled  to  behold 

Bulwarks  that  set  at  nought  their  poweni 

Swept  ftom  the  earth  are  all  her  loweni  $ 

Nor  is  there— eo  is  she  berefU— 

One  siooe  upon  another  left.* 


Iw  Babylon  they  sat  and  wept 

Down  by  the  river's  willowy  aide. 

And  when  the  hrpete  thoir  harp«tringB  swept. 

The  strings  of  hroakiiig  hearts  replied  i 

A  deeper  srirruw  now  they  hide; 

Ho  Cjmis  ronira  tn  pct  them  free 

Fium  sges  of  captivity. 

An  landa  are  Rnhylom  to  th«»m, 
Rnleo  and  fufniivcs  they  mam ; 
What  is  their  own  Jerusalem  ?  * 


thepfVMHiiaff 
leaden,  ret,  far 


willbessF> 

dGd 


etlMr8,afowMarBotiees,eolleeled  fhMi  the  traveb  oTBaadji^ 
(Clarke,  Jowett,  and  otbcn,  maj  be  naceiary.)— In  so  pert  ef 
the  world  aie  the  Jews  more  desraded  and  oppreieed  tfaaa  in 
Jereaalen,  where,  oo  the  sHrhtcet  prMenee.  and  by  the  SMMt 
lewieraalaw  eniehy.  money  is  extorted  tVora  them  *^br  es* 
mrntUn,  in  1694,  RabM  Mendel  waa  drafted  from  hb  bed,  with 
three  -of  his  inmatea.  and  imprisuoed  tiB  he  had  paid  a  flne, 
•BBOoirting  to97l.aiarlnc,  ooarherfeofhaThif  ViA  the  street 
doer  nf  hia  faooas  opm.  Mr.  Jewett  says :  **  1  observed  as  we 
throoch  the  Jewish  qvarter.  and  opon  many  fboes  hi 
ptsrts  of  Jarasalsm,  a  tiMOHd  a«prsssiea  of  (mmmu 
in  seriplwe  *  pimimg  ewep;'  with  a  earii leity  that  i 
tokaoweverythinffeaneenunta«nui|er.  there  is.  at  the  i 
liae,  a  shriekjos  away  Aom  the  aniaeity  of  others."  He 
with  lesesd  to  the  Jews  ia  this  their  native  city :— "  How  traif 
is  that  threat  aeeomplwhad.  *Thy  hfo  shall  ham  in  diinbl  h^ 
foes  thee,  and  thon  shall  leer  by  day  and  nichi.  and  shall  hnva 
of  thy  ifo.*  Dent,  uviii.  «.** 

xlvUi.  ItoS  and  19to  13.  also  /.ewntfetisns.  iv; 

Unfs  of  the  cwth.  and  all  the  iohabitani*  of  the 

iM  nut  ktve  beKsved  thet  the  sdverMry  and  the  can 

he»esni»rwdreto  the  gates  of  Jerusalem."  TMswss 

dfotrvetion  of  thn  rhy  by  Nehnrhndnesaar.  On  Ha 

iriorofeiable  dastmetioo  by  Tims,  Jiwi  phns  say% 

tmaan  Cimrral.  n«  viewim  the  stopendons  stisap^h 

—We  hnve  saraly  had  Qed  ea 
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The  vory  nle  whereon  ihe  ■Uxid, 
In  vain  iho  Gwt,  Ihe  eye  would  ince. 
Vengeance,  for  ninU'  and  nianyn*  blood 
Her  ahIIi  did  utterly  eflkfo ; ' 
Dungeoni  Slid  dent  uaurp  ihdr  plice ; 
Tbe  CroH  and  Crcirenl  itiina  afdr,' 
Bui  whero  ii  Jacob'i  iuIbI  ilorl 

Still  ineilerminiible — lUll 

Devoted  to  Iheir  tnuther-luad. 

Her  offipring  haunl  Ihe  lenipIe-hiU, 

Amidii  her  dBHcnIicHi  iland, 

And  bite  the  lip.  and  clench  Ihe  hsnd  i^ 

To-dny  in  thai  lum  vale"  ihpy  weep, 

Where  patiiareiu.  lungi.  and  prapbeu  (loep. 

O,  what  a  apeclacle  of  vroe! 

In  gnuja  they  inltle  on  the  groiiDd  : 

Men,  woioen.  children,  gathering  ilow. 

There  ii  no  voice,  nor  speech,  nor  nund — 
But  ihruugh  the  ibudderin^  frame  ia  ihoWQ 
The  heorl'i  uQUtlerable  grosik 


tM  a^tet  than  He  wha  out 


le.  lUW  Iha  ilwinini 


I  or  God.    Wlihin  I 


Icr  dT  Jaiioupbat.  In  ohicb  tba  kbiD  of  Jgdili.  Ihe 


u  alun.   Tbe  taUw  •ftetwudi  beeam 


Where,  tbrined  in  rocki  above,  beDMlh 
With  doda  along  Ihe  valley  ipr«ad. 

Shall  real.  till,  al  Ihe  JudgmenlKJay, 
Death  and  iba  grave  give  up  their  prey. 

Biilbre  their  eyea,  aa  tn  ■  glaa — 
Th«r  eyea  ihsi  gaie  un  vacancy — 
PagBona  of  mcienl  giandeur  pMa; 
Buf'/rAoiod"'  on  all  they  iM 
Brandi  larael'i  foul  idolatry  ^ — 
Then,  laii  and  wont,  and  Hating  all 
Their  Crimea  and  nuSeriogi — Salem'a  UL 


ir  bird,  n 


Not  breeu. 

Kedron't  unxvaler'd  bn»k  ii  diunh ; 

Bui  ihraugh  Ihni  glen  of  lepalchrea 

!•  heard  ihe  ciiy'a  fervid  hum ; 

Vnicet  of  doga  and  children  cunie  i 

Till,  loud  and  long.  Ihe  Mucdnna'  rrj. 

Front  Oniar'a  tnoaque,  pBala  luund  Iba  akf. 

Blight  through  Iheir  vein*  ihoao  octMili  tmi 

In  agony  of  mule  deapair. 

Their  garmenli  a*  by  iieallh  they  nnd ; 

They  pii   '  

Thiaie  iheMi 


Altar  and  aacrifice,  have  ctaaed. 

And  by  the  Geiiijlea  in  ibeir  pnda 
Jerunlcm  i*  trodden  dorni  i' — 
~  liow  long  1  for  ever  will  ihoo  hida 
Thy  face,  O  Lord  •  for  ever  fniwu  I 

In  aight  of  ell  Iho  heathen  worn ; 
fiow  from  Ihy  brow  indignant  torn. 


inui  take  pleasure  in 
ihe  Hue  gold  dlmm'd 
/,  ihnmrd  in  gorgmui 


I  lit  throne  it  ai  Ihe  Ihtune  of  Ilearn) 
Whcit  iluill  he  come  to  our  nleoK. 
The  mighty  God,  the  Pnjice  of  I'eace 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMa 


nm  Ukd  with  imbdief  dMjr  ay; 

Bnl  hope  roiMii  not  their  glooDi; 

Seal'd  U9  the  woidi  of  propheej, 

flMTd  m  the  eeerete  of  the  tonh^ 

Wheve  all  ii  derib— though  wild  ftmwe  bloQHit 

Blide  iioSt  ■traemi  nanniirt  beeveo  ehofeb 

And  eeilh  tioiiiid,  efe  lift,  light,  hnreb 


The  MBifOM  down;  the  monning  eiowdib 
IU-q«iehen'd,  ••  fioni  tlumber  ttut ; 
They  Bel  in  Aaee  here,  Uht  eioadi; 


like  doodi  fai  Aaee  they  dep«ti 
Slin  ein^  thii  thought  to  ereiy  haertt 
Slffl  fima  their  Upi  eeeiqMB  in  ijgl^ 
«•  Qy  whom  ihell  Jeoob  yet  aiiee  t" 

By  whom  dMU  Jeoob  yeteiieeV* 
E^en  by  dM*B»wer  thtt  wakee  dM  diidi 
He  whom  your  ftlhen  did  deepfiHb 
He,  who  ftr  yon  on  Ctiveiy  bled. 
On  rion  ihell  hti  eiwign  ipreeil 
CSqUiret!  by  eU  the  world  eoehnred, 
Kaow  your  Redeemer,  end  be  nfodl 
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JUrmofr  oC  CHxrleiv  ftntntr. 


OuftUiLAMB,  thoofh  let!  MteeoMd  ■•  ft  pott  maiot  mi  teniw  of  friendililp,  hfauMlf  mwlMtrM 
Ihaa  u  awriterof  asHtyt  and  aketelMa  of  human  and  onaedacod  bj  thoir  peniioioaa  ezamplai 
charader,  which  dnpUjeztraordinarypowora  of  In  1798,  Charlat  Lamb  appealed  beftre  the 
deacripUop  and  obaenraiion,  ia  one  of  the  moat  poblie,  in  conjunction  with  hia  friend  Chariee 
peeoliar  and  oriirinal  charactera  of  the  time.  Hb  Lloyd ;  and  the  Tolmne  which  thej  gaire  to  the 
poetry  b  aU  copied  fVom  the  EUmbethan  era  of  wwld  waa  enUtled  ••  BUnk  Veraee."  A'^TOeel 
Rnfland,  or  rather  modelled  upon  the  atyle  of 
the  EUaabethan  writera,  for  hia  matter  ia  ezdo- 
etvely  hia  own ;  and  hia  waj  of  li(b,  like  that  of 
the  coortiera  and  literary  men  aroond  the  Maiden 
Queen,  ie  to  the  preaent  public  much  of  a  myatery. 
It  ie  known  that  he  was  bom  in  London  about 
the  year  1775,  educated  at  the  Grammar  School 


ef  Oirist'a  Hoapital,  and  that  he  spent  hit  yeara, 
■p  to  a  tery  recent  period,  in  fUlfiUing  the  dutiea 
ef  a  clerk  in  the  AcoomptanUGenoral*8  office  in 
iho  India  House,  an  impediment  in  hia  apeech 
having  incapacitated  him  for  a  situation  wiiere 
he  eonU  have  displayed  his  powers. 

Fkom  the  earliest  time  of  his  life  diarlea  Lamb 
ahowed  a  atronf  predisposition  for  literary  pur- 
anita.  With  hb  fondness  for  these  the  active 
dutiee  of  hb  situation  were  never  suffered  to 
uleriere.  His  friends  wore  nearly  all  selected 
from  authors,  and  not  from  individuals  employed 
in  business  or  commerce.  In  early  life  his  inti- 
maciea  and  friendships  were  principally  among 
that  class  of  writers  dot»i£rnate<i  as  the  **  Lake 
Poets,**' — Dien  who  set  out  with  revolutionary 
principles  in  politics,  sonnetized  regicides,  and 
planned  pantl«ocratic  societies  in  transatlantic 
deserts ;  and  tlien  in  a  few  years  apoetatixod,  and 
lecame  the  most  servile  tools  of  arbitrary  power. 
Not  so  Charles  I>anib.  While  it  does  not  appear 
that,  even  for  a  moment,  he  went  into  their  wild 
fktremes,  so  he  never  to  tho  present  hour  desert- 
ed the  principles  with  which  ho  began  life,  and 
n-bich,  at  bet\»*een  fifly  and  sixty  years  of  age, 
he  has  lived  to  see  obtain  ground,  and  fix  them- 
selves immutably  in  the  world.  Whatever  he 
aaw  of  genius  in  these  writers  ho  still  admita ; 
and  it  b  not  a  little  honorabb  to  hia  charity, 
that  with  most  of  his  bke  acquaintance  he  re- 

1  Tht  lake  pneit  wrre  so  dnifnated  bccanss  thiy  af- 
#t^  snlitude  anil  a  love  of  nature,  and  whim  of  tbem 
tf^  op  ihHr  rerirfrare  on  Ilia  I^Akes  of  Cooiberlaiid. 
i^jtbey  was  tlmr  leader. 


Rosamund  Grey  and  OM  Blind  Margaret"  ibUov. 
ed,  the  aame  year ;  but  a  tragedy  entttbd  **  John 
Woodvil,**  a  work  of  singular  power  and  beauty* 
which  came  out  in  1801,  may  be  aaid  to  hav*  aa* 
tablished  the  writer*8  fame.  Thb  tragedy  haa  aU 
the  faulta  and  beautiea  of  ita  anthor'a  style,  bat  it 
never  has  been  popular,  it  being  a  great  miafotnna 
of  the  writera  of  more  than  one  of  the  achoob  ef 
poetry  which  have  been  establiahed  and  daellwad 
in  England  during  the  last  thirty  yeaia,  that  their 
mannerism  has  prevented  their  becoming  riveted 
in  tho  public  mind;  a  aort  of  atiffiieaa  and  mya* 
tery  loo,  in  addition,  has  excluded  them  from  b^ 
ing  claaaed  among  thoae  poeta  whoae  veraea  the 
simpb  and  wayfaring,  thd  child  and  the  aniiu 
structed,  keep  perpetually-  upon  their  lipe.  The 
thousand  aongs  of  our  writers  in  verse  of  paal 
time  dwell  on  all  tongues,  with  tho  Mebdiee  ef 
Moore ;  but  who  bams  or  repeata  the  eumbraoa 
verses  of  Wordsworth,  which  require  an  initia- 
tion fnmi  their  writer  to  comprehend  T  Lamb  haa 
written  somo  beautiful  poetry,  as  dose  aa  poa- 
sible  to  tlie  style  in  which  he  thinka  Beaumont 
and  Fbtcher  would  write  it,  or  Sir  Philip  Sidney 
or  any  of  the  poets  of  the  era  on  which  he  de- 
lights to  dwell,  and  with  the  characters  of  which 
he  loves  to  fancy  himself  comnmning. 

Whib  he  continued  hb  acquaintance  with 
many  of  the  members  of  tho  Lake  School,  moat 
probably  from  early  association  and  that  nobb 
principle  which  he  avows  of  setting  his  &ce 
against  the  too  prevalent  sin  of  estimating  a  man*a 
intelbct  by  reference  to  hb  political  tenets,  an- 
other school  of  poetry  arose  in  opposition  to  that 
of  tho  Lakers.  The  latter  vbwed  thb  new  school 
with  bittor  hatred ;  but  though  opposed  in  moral* 
religious,  and  political  principles  to  hb  early 
oompanbns.  Lamb  became  intimate  amrnig  and 
Uvea  on  terms  of  friendship  with  most  of  its  mem« 
bers,  who  Iia\'e  t!io  merit,  whatever  may  be  tht» 
opinion  of  their  doctrines,  of  far  greater  honesty 
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and  oomutoncj  of  prindpfo  than  tiie  Laken^— 
Their  talento  are  befi»6  the  world.  To  this  new 
achool  belonged  the  late  poet  8helley«  whoae 
loftjr  powen  are  unqnestionahle ;  Keati,  also 
now  deoeaaed;  and  Leigh  Hunt  Theee  wen 
generaUy  called  the  *«Cockney**  echod  hj  their 
opponents.  Their  peculiar  style  of  writing  is 
getting  into  desoetnde  among  that  portion  of  the 
community  with  which  it  was  once  popular:^ 
wild  and  theoretic,  but  dispUyug  talent  amidst 
all,  the  &te  of  these  literary  schoob  is  what  might 
be  expected,  when  they  carried  so  fiir  into  ex. 
tmnes,  opinions  and  systems  that  overstepped  the 
OMMlesty  of  nature.  Charles  Lamb*s  intrepid  re- 
alstaiice  to  despotism  in  the  republic  of  lettels, 
did  him  infinite  honor;  and  he  never  would 
have  been  ibrgiveii  by  the  '•Lakers,**  had  not 
Ui  companionahip  been  too  interesting  and  his 
Ateidship  too  honorable,  to  allow  his  eariy  as- 
ffffietf  to  ftrego  either  in  roTenge  Inr  his  liber- 
ality. Lamb  is  independent  in  property,  and 
beyond  any  interested  motives  in  hu  oonduot; 
political  subserviency  he  would  lode  jipoa  with 
eeom,  he  he  would  purchase  nothing  with  the 
■Bcrifice  of  one  iota  of  fifee  thought  or  exptessioa. 
U  was  hb  lofty  abhorrence  of  calculating  a  wri- 
tiv^  talents  by  his  political  creed,  that  made 
Claries  Lamb  alike  a  oontributor  to  the  **Loo- 
4Hllfagada^**  the  ••New  Monthly,**  and  -Blaek. 
w<ood*a,*'  though  each  puMicatien  supported  op^ 
poeite  political  parties. 

Besides  the  poetical  works  already  enumerat- 
ed,. Qiarles  Lamb  has  published,  firom  tiuie  to 
tinie,—^*  Tales  from  Shakspeare,*'  **The  Adven- 
tures  of  Ulysses,**  **  Specimens  of  English  Dra- 
matic Poetry,  with  Notes,  etc**  **  Essays,**  and  an 

unsuccessful  farce  called  **  Mr.  H ^,**  brought 

out  at  Dniry-Lane,  in  1806.  Having  scattered  his 
writings  about  anonymously  in  periodical  works, 
it  was  not  until  1818  that  the  first  collection  ^ 
them  was  made.  Lamb  is  utterly  careless  of 
ikme,  and  looks  upon  ambition  with  the  eye  of  a 
philosopher.  His  works,  though  so  various,  are 
original,  and  his  essays  and  criticisms  equal  to 
any  of  modem  times ;  perhaps  the  first  are  de- 
eidedly  superior  to  any  that  have  been  produced 
by  contemporaries.  His  sketches  published  under 
the  signature  of  •*  Elia**  are  charming  specimens 
of  this  kind ;  and  his  remarks  on  the  works  of 
the  contemporaries  of  Shakspeare  gave  a  new 
tone  to  the  criticism  of  the  day,  and  oven  were 
the  means  of  reriving  and  bringing  into  general 
estimation  that  great  body  of  dramatists.  They 
introduced  the  public,  as  it  were,  into  the  very 
literary  atmosphere  that  Shakspeare  inhaled. — 
Of  Charles  Lamb*s  comprehension  of  the  finest 
and  subtlest  things  in  a  groat  writer,  Leigh  Hunt 
soys,  that  ho  ^  would  have  been  worthy  of  hear- 


ing Shakspeare  read  one  of  his  scenee  to  hii^ 
hot  fhmi  the  brain.** 

The  conversation  of  Charles  Lamb  b  vwy  pwgi. 
nant  with  matter  from  his  extensive  reading,  par- 
ticukrly  on  those  subjeeto  which  are  his  hobbtaai 
It  would  be  no  great  difficult,  in  this  ^''^i^^-mih- 
ing  age,  to  com]ule  one  out  of  the  oonvensSiaBS 
of  an  evening  or  two  spent  in  his  society.  He  is 
a  great  humorist,  even  in  his  most  serious  opia- 
ions,  and  displays  at  times  a  fund  of  drolleiy.  In 
everything,  however,  even  in  his  pKiiiiir|i|iy  and 
Us  jokes,  humanity  is  paramount;  and  no  ann 
exists  who  believes  more  devoutly  in  the 
of  Shakspeare,  that  ••  there  is  a  soul  of 
in  things  eviL**  He  is  the  least  obtruahre  am  h 
existence,  and  lives  amid  the  dreams  of  the  pMt 
time.  Antiquity  is  his  idol ;  he  eanaot  lliag  hfaft- 
self  forward  into  the  fiitnre,  and  build  his  in^ge 
of  poetic  glory  in  an  approaching  ^i^i^^i— ^  «f 
things;  he  is  content  to  think  the  pest  feed 
enough  fi>r  his  quiet  unambitious  spirit^  aad  to 
desire  to  re-embody  the  dust  which  be  weniipik 
All  he  does  is  in  a  cabn  atmosphere,  mmtimg  ob 
bygone  things.  Obscure  or  dim  as  theee  ney  be, 
they  loee  none  of  their  charms  for  him.  Be  db* 
likee  novelty  of  every  kind,  and  has  no  ndgar 
artifices  or  cant  about  him.  To  deecribe  an  oil 
building,  portrait,  or  his  school-days  at  CMlA 
Hospital,  is  his  greatest  enjoyment— In  inailim. 
it  b  the  same.  Few  of  the  books  on  wliieh  hi 
delights  to  dwell  have  been  written  since  the  fint 
3rear  of  the  last  century.  The  English  autboft, 
down  to  tlie  year  1700,  are  his  revel, — not  that 
he  is  ignorant  of  the  productions  of  more  recent 
writers,  but  they  have  not  the  same  hold  on  hb 
mind,  because  they  do  not  belong  to  his  peculiar 
time,  to  the  day  with  which  his  spirit  claims  kin- 
dred. Over  old  John  Bunyan  he  will  expatiati 
by  the  hour,  or  on  Burton*s  "Anatomy  of  Melan- 
choly.** All  around  him  is  tempered  with  a  sim- 
plicity peculiarly  his  own,  and  the  same  thing  is 
observable  in  his  manners,  for  he  is  remarkably 
plain,  with  somewhat  of  singularity  in  his  car- 
riage. He  is  a  connoisseur  in  pictures  of  a  pe- 
culiar class ;  but  his  knowledge  of  art  b  con- 
fined, like  his  favorite  study  of  poetry,  to  one 
particular  line.  He  is  in  c\'ory  sense  of  the  word 
a  **  Londoner,**  ard  lives  amonjrr  its  old  localities, 
connecting  them  with  associations  of  past  thinrt, 
which  ho  would  not  part  with  for  any  earthly 
consideration.  An  old  building,  a  spot  in  a  corner 
of  a  street,  consecrated  by  tale  or  romance,  by 
real  event^i,  departed  genius,  or  lof\y  character,  ii 
to  him  fairy -land. 

Such  a  tomperamcnt  may  well  be  supposed  ti 
shrink  from  everything  meretricious  and  gaudy, 
and  accordingly  Charles  T<amb  is  utterly  dett^ 
tuto  of  presumption  and  intrusion,  of  overjthiBf 
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«canMtad  with  ilraw  or  ruhion ;  he  b  too  prood 
to  b*  Indabtod  lo  thil  which  tie  hddi  in  Kom. 
Hk  Idau  ■eem  to  ba  hi*  retlitin,  sad  tho  duak; 
ainilim  of  ■  bygone  fbmi  u  mora  agniMble  to  him 
10  eontomplate  lhu>  iha  grMlest  and,  worldlj- 
•Maeawd,  nwwt  gloriou*  thiofr.  In  ibMroM  >tii- 
•liM  Im  \um  oorar  mula  progren ;  not  bocaui 
hu  not  the  powar,  but  bccauM  tha^  do  not  h&r. 
montiB  with  tlw  pursuits  to  which  lii«  paculur 
nind  ouk  alooa  aaiimilate.  On  his  favorite  topic* 
ha  b  nthuiiutie,  aod  lie  aeema  to  wiah  lo  exact 
■  Iik*«nlbuiriaBiii  rromotheri.  He  miut  bo  Mart- 
•d  lo  friendihip,  rather  than  eipected  to  foake 
tb*  lint  adrancca.  but  hii  Irietidihip  ii  Ilia  lound. 
«r  ibr  tha  ilowneu  with  which  it  ii  founded.  His 
rMirinf  nature,  and  little  fimdneas  Ibr  diaplaj 
bafim  the  public,  or,  in  troth,  hii  ooDlempt  ibr 
&tta,  WDold,  bat  Tar  tite  publication  of  hia  occ 
■iooal  |MMec  in  diSbrsnt  periodical  publicttloi 
baa*  iirateotad  hii  being  hnown  axlsniivelj 
■n  mmjiA  He  would  hardly  erar  alaa  have 
tnoUad  himieir  to  publbh  a  Tolonn  of  them 
UfMhMi  for  all  ba  hai  dooa  is  by  dalached 
■fKirta. 

In  parsoo  Charlee  Lamb  ia  diminntim,  and  ap- 
parauly  fteble,  jet  hii  bead  ii  oT  the  Rneit  and 


most  inlellectutl  eut,  oT which  Titian  would  hai« 
painted  a  motl  Tilianic  picture.  Tor  it  seems  at 
the  order  which  that  great  oriiiit  prelbrrad  I* 
repreaanL  Lamb  is  a  great  •moksr,  and  ml  oolf 
inhalea  the  liunei  of  tobacco  that  way,  but  taksa 
immoderole  qnontitiea  of  snuC  tn  reading,  it  ■• 
lingular  that  he  hoiilatea  much,  though  bii  ipeeak 
<b  tloent,  and  exhibits  no  signs  of  halting;  and 
with  a  friend  of  congenial  temper,  he  will  ait  in 
discourse  far  into  the  morning.  Hu  reaidaaot  M 
close  U>  the  New  iUrer  at  Islington,  wbai*,  M 
ChoTchiU  layi — 

aty  swaim  la  lap  of  dulata  dnam. 
His  only  living  relative,  a  maiden  listar,  UiM 
with  him,  and  ahe  loopoasesaes  strong  intellecb 
and  ■  Itflail  the  caunterport  of  his  own  in  hu- 
manity. They  an  davMadly  iltacbad  to  aaell 
oilier,  and  the  next  bait  thing  to  reading  a  book 
IVom  the  pen  of  Cbarlaa  Lamb,  b  the  listanini  H 
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DEDICATION. 
TO  a  T.  COLERIDGE,  ESa 

Mt  DkAE  COLZmiDGK, 

Top  will  tinile  to  «ee  the  iloiider  kbon  of  yov  Inciid  designated  by  the  title  of  WaHti ;  hot  mh  WM 
the  wi«h  of  the  gentlemen  who  haTO  kindly  ondertelbBQ  the  tsouble  of  willectinf  them,  and  flom  their 
judgment  oould  be  no  appeal 

It  vwould  be  a  kind  of  disloyalty  to  ofler  to  any  bat  yooiself  a  Tolmne  containing  the  early  jHeDM^  whkh 
were  first  pubUshed  among  your  poems,  and  were  &irly  derivatives  fiom  you  and  thent  My  Inend  Uoyd 
and  myself  came  into  our  first  battle  (authonhip  is  a  sort  of  warftre)  under  cover  of  the  greater  Ajuk 
How  this  astociation,  which  shall  always  be  a  dear  and  proud  recollection  to  me,  came  to  be  btofcea< 
who  snapped  ihc  thrpe-ibld  oord« — ^whether  yourself  (but  1  know  th^t  was  not  the  case)  grew  artiamad  of 
your  former  companioosr^^  whether  (wUch  is  by  much  the  more  probable)  some  ongrscioas  bootoaltor 
was  author  of  the  separsiion, — I  cannot  tell ; — bat  wanting  the  support  of  your  friendly  elm  (I  speak  for 
myself),  my  vine  has,  since  that  time,  put  forth  fow  or  no  fruits;  the  sap  (if  ev«r  it  had  any)  has 
in  a  manner,  dried  up  and  extinct 

Am  I  right  in  assuming  this  as  the  cause?  or  is  it  diat,  as  yeaia  oome  opon  m  (except  with 
healthy  happy  spirits),  lifo  itself  loses  much  of  its  Poetry  for  lat  we  transcribe  but  what  we  read  in  tha 
great  volume  of  nature;  and,  as  the  characters  grow  dim*  we  turn  oflC  and  look  another  way.  Yen  yomw 
aelf  write  no  Christabola,  nor  Ancient  Mariners,  now. 

Some  of  the  Sonnets^  which  shall  be  carelemiy  turned  over  by  the  general  leader,  may  haply  amfen 
in  ynn  remembrances,  which  1  shouU  be  sony  should  be  ever  lotolly  extind — the  memory 

or  seoMr  dsfs  sad  of  ddtlMU  yssn— 
•van  so  for  back  as  to  those  old  suppers  at  oar  old*****Iim4 — ^when  lifo  was  fresh,  and  lopicB  eibamdeni 

and  yoa  BnH  kindled  in  me,  if  not  the  power,  yet  the  tove  of  poetry,  and  beauty,  and  kindlinw 

Wksl  wmds  ksvs  I  kssid 
Bpoks  t  ths  Mormsid ! 

The  world  has  given  you  many  a  shrewd  nip  and  gird  since  that  time ;  bat  either  my  eyes  are  gwwa 
dimmer,  or  my  old  friend  is  the  sosie,  who  stood  before  me  threenuMi-twenty  3rearB  ago^his  hair  a  lilSla 
eooicasing  the  hand  of  time,  but  stall  shrooding  the  same  capadoua  brain^ — his  heart  not  altered,  scareajy 
where  it  **  alteration  fiiKls." 

One  piece,  Coleridge,  1  have  ventured  to  publish  in  its  original  form,  though  I  have  heard  yoa  eorapUn 
of  a  certain  over>iniitation  of  the  antique  in  the  styla  If  I  oould  see  any  way  of  getting  rid  of  the  ol^jec 
tion,  fiithout  rewriting  it  entirely,  I  would  make  some  sacrifices.  But  when  I  wrote  John  Woodvil,  I  never 
pfopoBcd  to  m>-self  sny  distinct  deviation  frxm  oonunon  English.  1  had  been  newly  initiated  in  the  writinga 
of  our  elder  dramatists ;  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  and  Massinger,  were  then  mJh-M  love;  and  from  vrhat  I 
was  so  freshly  oonveisant  in,  what  wonder  if  my  language  imperceptibly  took  a  tinge  ?  Tlie  very  Hwm 
which  I  had  chosen  for  my  story,  that  which  imniediately  followed  the  Resioration,  seemed  to  reqnirSb  in 
an  iunglish  play,  that  the  English  should  be  of  rather  an  older  cast,  than  that  of  the  precise  year  in  which 
it  happened  to  be  written.    I  wish  it  had  not  some  foalts  which  I  can  less  vindicate  than  the  langotgi^ 

1  remain.  My  dear  Coleridge,  Year's,  with  imabatcd  esteem, 

C.  LAHa 


A  TRAGEDY. 


CHARACTERS. 


8ui  Waltu  Wooi»vii« 
John, 

8lllO!f, 


GnAf, 


I  fMkmUifriemU  if  Join. 


SUjiDFoaOb  £^>Fattrr'seld 
MAnaAaxT,  er^pAoa  ward  if  Sir  Waller. 
Four  Gkmtlsmxn,  JJm*§  riaUmt 
SsRVAim 

SOCMS— /or  Cfte  sMsr^orfef  Sir  WaUer^g 
DcvoifSHiEK ;  ef  ttkw  iimt$  m  Ikit/t 
Shxewooix  Tiiii — iooR  i{/feer  dbs 

RBROftATlOll. 
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ACT  I. 

scans  I. 

A  SemuU^  Apartmmd  in  Wooinl  HbUL 
SavamU  driaking^Time^  the  wtorniHg. 

A  Seng,  by  Daniel. 
"  Whtn  At  King  enjoyt  Ait  own  agmn," 

rrriR. 
A  delicate  toDg.    Where  didtt  learn  it,  fellow  f 

04NIKL. 

Eren  there,  where  thoo  leamett  thy  oathi  and  thy 
politicii— at  our  maiter'i  table.--Where  ebe  thoold  a 
■anring-man  pick  up  hii  poor  accompliihmentaf 

MASTIN. 

Wen  apoken,  Daniel.  O  rare  Daniel  I — ^hii  oathi 
•nd  hif  politiGa!  excellent! 

PKANCU. 

And  where  dkl'it  pick  up  thy  knaTery,  Daniel  T 

rxTca. 

That  came  to  him  by  inheritance.  Hie  &niily  hare 
•applied  die  ihire  of  Devon,  time  out  of  mind,  with 
food  thievei  and  bad  eerving-men.  All  of  hia  race 
hara  come  into  the  world  without  their  eonacience. 

MAETIN. 

Good  thievee,  and  bad  aerving^nen !  Better  and 
hatter.  I  marrel  what  Daniel  hath  got  to  aay  in  reply. 

OANIII* 

I  marrel  more  when  thou  wilt  aay  anything  to  die 
pnrpoae,  thou  shallow  Mrving-man.  whoae  twifteit 
conceit  carries  thee  no  higher  than  to  apprehend  with 
difnculty  the  stale  jests  of  us  thy  compeers.  When 
wast  ever  known  to  club  thy  own  particular  jest 
among  vmI 

MAKTIN. 

Most  unkind  Daniel,  to  speak  such  biting  things  of 
me! 

FRANCIS. 

See— if  he  hath  not  brought  tears  into  the  poor 
fellow's  eyes  with  the  saltneas  of  his  rebuke. 

DANIEL. 

No  oflcnce,  brother  Martin — I  meant  none.  Tis 
true.  Heaven  gives  giftii,  and  withholds  them.  It  has 
been  pleased  to  bestow  upcm  me  a  nimble  invention 
to  the  manufacture  of  a  jest;  and  upon  thee,  Martin, 
an  indifierent  bad  capacity  to  understand  my  meaning. 

MARTIN. 

Is  that  all  7  I  am  content.   Here  *s  my  hand. 

FRANCIS. 

Well,  I  like  a  little  innocent  mirth  myself,  but 
never  could  endure  bawdry. 

DANIEL. 

Quot  h<mtin€M  M  itentmtia. 

MARTIN. 

And  what  is  tliat  ? 

DANIEL. 

T  u  Greek,  and  argues  difibrenoe  of  opinion. 

MARTIN. 

I  hope  there  is  none  between  us. 

DANIEL. 

H«re*8  to  thee,  brother  Martin.  [DrinkM, 


MAETIK. 

And  to  diae^  DaniaL 

FBAMOKk 

And  to  thee,  Peter. 


[Drtdb 
[Drtab 


Thank  yon,  Frandu  And  hare's  to  thea.  [DrvJta 
I  shall  be  fuddled  anon. 

DANIKL. 

And  dnmkenness  I  hold  to  be  a  yeiy  deapicahia  Ticft 

ALL. 

O!  aahncking  vice.  [Tketf  drvdk  nmnd 

FKTER. 

Imftmndi  as  it  taketh  away  the  nnderrtanding. 

DANIKI* 

And  makeaihe  eyes  red. 


And  the  toogaa  to  stammer. 

DANIKL. 

And  to  blah  out  aecrets. 
[During  this  conmrmtim  Ikey  eoniinm  dnnUn^ 


Some  men  do  not  know  an  enemy  fitm  a  fiiaMl 
when  they  are  drunk. 

OANIKI* 

Certainly  sobriety  is  the  health  of  the  souL 

MARTIN. 

Now  I  know  I  am  going  to  be  drunk. 

danifj:. 
How  eanit  tell,  dry-booea  f 

MARTIN. 

Bacaoie  I  begin  to  be  melandmly.  Thatlsaliiqia 

aaign. 

PRANCia. 

Take  care  of  Martin,  he  'II  topple  oflfhia  aeal  dss. 

[Martin  Jrups  adtep. 

PETER- 

Times  are  jfH'eatly  altered,  since  young  master  took 
upon  himself  the  government  of  this  houaehohL 

ALL. 

Greatly  altered. 

FRANCIS. 

I  think  everything  be  altered  for  the  better  sinet 
His  Majesty's  blessed  restoration. 

PETER. 

In  Sir  Walter's  days  there  was  no  cncooragemeot 
given  to  good  house-keeping. 

ALL. 

None. 

DANIEL 

For  instance,  no  possibility  of  getting  drunk  beibrs 
two  in  the  aflemoon. 

PETER. 

Every  man  his  allowance  of  ale  at  breokfiMt — hii 
quart! 

ALL. 

A  quart ! !  [In  deritien, 

DANIEL. 

Nothing  left  to  our  own  sweet  discretions^ 

PETER- 

Whernby  it  may  ap|»ear,  we  wppc  treated  mnt* 
like  beasts  than  what  we  were — discreet  and 
able  serving-men. 

AU» 

like  beasts. 
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MARTiif  (<^p0nj^  hi  eyu). 
Like  beosti. 

DANIZL. 

To  ileep,  wag-tail! 

FRANCIS. 

I  marvel  all  this  while  where  the  old  gentleman 
has 'found  means  to  secrete  himself  It  seems  no 
man  has  heard  of  him  since  the  day  of  the  King's 
retiuTk  Can  any  tell  why  our  young  master,  being 
6vorod  by  the  court,  should  not  have  interest  to  pro* 
cure  his  father's  pardon  7 

DANIKI^. 

Marry,  I  think  *t  is  the  obstinacy  of  the  old  Knight, 
that  will  not  be  beholden  to  the  court  for  his  safety. 

MAKTIN. 

Now  that  is  wilful. 

PBANas. 
But  can  any  tell  me  the  place  of  his  coDcealment? 

rKTER. 

That  cannot  I ;  but  I  have  my  conjectures. 

PANIEL. 

Two  hundred  pounds,  as  I  hear,  to  the  man  that 
riiall  apprehend  him. 

PRANCI8. 

Well,  I  have  my  suspicions. 

rKTER. 

And  so  have  I. 

MARTIN. 

And  I  can  keep  a  secrcL 

FRANCIS  (to  Peter). 


Warwickshire,  you  mean. 

PETER. 

Perhaps  not 


[Aside. 


FRANCIS. 


FETER. 


Nearer  perhaps. 
I  say  nothing 

DANIEL. 

I  hope  there  is  none  in  this  company  would  be 
mean  enough  to  betray  him. 

ALL. 

0  Lord  I  surely  not 

[They  drink  to  Sir  Walter's  mfety. 

FRANCIS. 

1  have  often  wondered  how  our  mooter  came  to 
be  excepted  by  name  in  the  late  Act  of  Oblivion. 

DANir.L. 

Sfmll  I  tell  ihe  reason  ? 

ALL. 

Ay.  do. 

nANIKL. 

"T  in  thmicht  he  is  no  great  friend  to  the  present 
happy  etiabliahmcnt 

ALL 

O*  mon5trou8! 

PETFR. 

Kt'!Iow4?i'r\'ant8.  a  thoiicht  strikes  me. — Dowe.or 
do  wo  not.  <t>me  under  the  |)enaltie«  of  the  lrea«>n- 
nrl,  hy  rrajKin  of  our  Ix^ing  jrivy  to  thii  man's  con- 
realinciit  f 

AM. 

Tnilvt  s  sad  consideration. 

To  thrm  enters  Sandford  suddenly. 

SANDFORn. 

Y«wi  well-O'il  and  unprofitable  grooms, 
^lauiiainci  lor  stale,  not  use ; 

2H3 


You  lasy  foasters  at  another's  cost. 

That  eat  like  maggots  into  an  estate, 

And  do  as  little  work. 

Being  indeed  but  foul  ezcresoencea. 

And  no  just  parti  in  a  well-order'd  ftmily ; 

You  base  and  rascal  imitators, 

Who  act  up  to  the  height  your  master's  vices, 

But  cannot  read  his  virtues  in  your  bond ; 

Which  of  you,  as  I  enter'd,  spake  of  betraying  t 

Was  it  you,  or  you,  or,  thin-fiice,  was  it  you  f 

MARTIN. 

Whom  does  he  call  thin-iacet 

SANDFORD. 

No  prating,  loon,  but  tell  me  who  he  was. 

That  I  may  brain  the  villain  with  my  stafi) 

That  seeks  Sir  Walter's  life  r 

You  miserable  men. 

With  minds  more  slavish  than  your  slave's  estato. 

Have  you  that  noble  bounty  so  forgot. 

Which  took  you  from  the  looms,  and  from  the  plows 

Which  better  had  ye  ibllow'd,  (ed  ye.  clothed  ye. 

And  entertain'd  ye  in  a  worthy  service. 

Where  your  best  wages  was  the  world's  repute^ 

That  thus  ye  seek  his  life,  by  whom  ye  live  f 

Have  you  forgot,  too. 

How  oAen  in  old  times 

Your  dnmken  mirths  have  stunn'd  day's  sober  mn. 

Carousing  full  cups  to  Sir  Walter's  health  1^- 

Whom  now  ye  would  betray,  but  that  he  lies 

Out  of  the  reach  of  your  poor  treacheries. 

This  learn  from  me. 

Our  master's  secret  sleeps  with  trustier  tongaei^ 

Than  will  unlock  themselves  to  carles  like  you. 

Go,  get  you  gone,  you  knaves.  Who  stirs  7  this  staff 

Shall  teach  you  better  manners  else. 

ALL. 

Well,  we  are  going. 

SANDFORD. 

And  quickly  too :  ye  had  better,  for  I  see 
Young  mistress  Margaret  coming  this  way. 

[Elxeuni  aU  but  Sandforik 

Enter  Margaret,  as  in  a  fright,  pursued  by  a  Gen- 
tleman,  who^  eeeing  Sa.ndford,  retires  wuUtering  m 
curse. 

Sandford,  Margaret. 

sandford. 
Good  morrow  to  my  fair  mistress.  T  was  a  chance 
I  saw  you,  lady,  so  intent  was  I 
On  chiding  hence  these  graceless  serving-men. 
Who  rannol  break  their  fast  at  morning  meals 
Without  debauch  and  mistimed  riotings. 
This  house  hath  been  a  scene  of  nothing  else 
But  atheist  riot  and  profane  excess. 
Since  my  old  rooster  quitted  all  his  rights  herSb 

MARGARET. 

Knch  day  I  rmhirc  fresh  insult  from  the  scorn 
Of  Woodvil's  friends,  the  uncivil  jests. 
And  free  discourKes,  of  the  diKw>luto  men 
That  huunt  this  nuuision,  making  me  their  mirth. 

SANDFORD. 

Docs  my  young  master  know  of  these  aflronts  f 

MARGARET. 

I  cannot  tell.     Perim|«  he  lias  not  been  told ; 
Perhnfii  he  niisht  have  seen  them  if  he  wouid 
1  have  known  liim  more  quick-sighted.  Let  that 
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All  things  seem  changed,  I  think.     I  hail  a  friend 

(I  can  '1  but  weep  to  think  him  altered  too). 

These  things  arc  best  forgotten ;  but  I  knew 

A  man,  a  young  man,  young,  and  full  of  honor. 

That  would  have  pidi'd  a  quarrel  for  a  Mraw, 

And  fought  it  out  to  the  extremity, 

E*en  with  the  dearest  friend  he  had  alive, 

On  but  a  bore  surmise,  a  possibility, 

That  Margaret  had  sufier'd  an  afiront. 

Some  are  too  tame,  that  were  too  splenetic  onoe. 

SANDPOlCa 

*r  were  best  he  should  be  tdd  of  these  nfironts. 

MARGARET. 

I  am  the  daughter  of  his  (alher's  friend. 

Sir  Walter*s  orphon-ward. 

I  am  not  his  servant-maid,  that  I  should  wait 

The  opportunity  of  a  gracious  hearing. 

Inquire  the  times  and  seasons  when  to  put 

My  peevish  prayer  up  at  young  Woodvil's  feet. 

And  sue  to  him  for  slow  redress,  who  was 

Himself  a  suitor  late  to  Margaret. 

I  am  somewhat  proud :  and  Woodvil  taught  me  pride. 

I  was  his  favorite  once,  his  playfellow  in  infimcy. 

And  joyful  mistress  of  his  youih. 

None  once  so  pleasant  in  his  eyes  as  Margaret : 

nis  conscience,  his  religion,  Margaret  was. 

His  dear  heort's  confessor,  a  heart  within  that  heart. 

And  all  dear  things  summ'd  up  in  her  alone. 

As  Margaret  smiled  or  frown'd.  John  lived  or  died: 

His  dress,  speech,  gesture,  studies,  friendships,  all 

Being  fiishion'd  to  her  liking. 

His  flatteries  taught  me  first  this  self-esteem. 

His  flatteries  and  caresses,  while  he  loved. 

The  world  esteemed  her  happy,  who  had  vma 

His  heart,  who  won  all  hearts ; 

And  ladies  envied  me  the  love  of  Woodvil. 

SANDrORI). 

He  doth  aflocl  the  courtier's  life  too  much, 

Whose  art  is  to  forget, 

And  that  has  wrought  this  seeming  change  in  him. 

That  was  by  noture  noble. 

T  is  these  court-plogucs,  that  swarm  about  our  house, 

Have  done  the  mischief,  making  his  fancy  giddy 

With  imnc^cs  of  state,  proferment,  place. 

Tainting  his  generous  spirit  with  ambition. 

MARGARKT. 

I  know  not  how  it  is ; 

A  cold  protector  is  John  grown  to  mo. 

The  mistress,  and  presumptive  wife,  of  Woodvil 

Can  never  stoop  so  low  to  supplicate 

A  man,  her  equal,  to  redress  those  wrongs, 

W*hich  he  was  bound  first  to  prevent ; 

But  which  his  own  neglects  have  sanction'd  rather. 

Both  sanction'd  and  provoked :  a  mark'd  neglect. 

And  Btrancjeness  fost'ning  bitter  on  his  love. 

His  love  which  long  has  been  upon  the  wane. 

For  me,  I  am  determined  what  to  do : 

To  leave  this  house  this  night,  and  lukewarm  John, 

And  trust  for  food  to  the  earth  and  Providence. 

8ANDF0RD. 

O  Indy,  hove  a  care 

Of  these  indoHnito  ond  spleen-bred  resolves. 

You  know  not  half  the  dangers  that  attend 

l'pr»n  a  life  of  wandering,  which  your  thoughts  now, 

Feeling  the  swelilncs  of  n  loflv  nnger, 

To  yuur  abused  foncy,  as  *t  is  Likely, 


Portray  without  its  terrori,  painting  lies 
And  representments  of  fallacious  liberty— 
You  know  not  what  it  is  to  leave  the  ruof  that  diel 
ters  you. 

MARGARET. 

I  have  thought  on  every  possible  event. 

The  dangers  and  discouragements  yon  speak  o£ 

Even  till  my  woman's  heart  hath  ceased  to  fear  them. 

And  cowardice  grog's  enamour*d  of  rare  acciii«ita. 

Nor  am  I  so  unfurnished,  as  you  think. 

Of  practicable  schemes. 

SANDFORD. 

Now  God  forbid ;  think  twice  of  this,  dear  lady. 

MARGARET. 

I  pray  yon  spare  me,  Mr.  Sondford, 

And  once  for  all  believe,  nothing  can  shake  ray  purpoaau 

8ANOF0R0. 

But  what  course  have  you  thought  on  ? 

MARGARET. 

To  seek  Sir  Walter  in  the  forest  of  Sherwood. 

I  have  letters  from  young  Simon, 

Acquainting  me  with  all  the  circumstances 

Of  their  concealment,  place,  and  manner  of  life. 

And  the  merry  hours  they  spend  in  the  g^reen  hannti 

Of  Shen^ood,  nigh  which  place  they  have  la'en  a  boose 

In  the  town  of  Nottingham,  and  pass  for  fbragnuK 

Wearing  the  dress  of  Frenchmen. — 

All  which  I  have  perused  with  so  attent 

And  child-like  longings,  that  to  my  doting  ean 

T^x)  sounds  now  seem  like  one. 

One  meaning  in  tu-o  words,  Sherwood  and  Liberty 

And,  gentle  Mr.  Sandford, 

T  is  you  that  must  provide  now 

The  means  of  my  departure,  which  for  safety 

Must  be  in  boy's  apparel. 

SANDFORD. 

Since  you  will  have  it  «>, 

(My  careful  aeo  trembles  at  nil  may  happen), 

I  will  engage  to  fnniish  you  : 

I  have  the  keys  of  the  wardrobe,  and  can  fit  yon 

With  garments  to  your  size. 

I  know  a  suit 

Of  lively  Lincoln  green,  thnt  shall  much  cfrace  yoa 

In  the  wear,  beinjr  pla5«y  fresh,  and  worn  but  seld<a& 

Young  Stephen  Woodvil  wore  them,  while  he  UveC 

I  have  the  ke\*s  of  all  this  hotijse  and  p2U)<ta?es, 

And  ere  day-break  will  rise  ond  let  you  forth- 

What  things  soe'er  you  have  new!  of  I  can  ftimivh  yoa. 

And  will  provide  a  horse  and  trusty  Ruide, 

To  bear  you  on  your  way  to  Nottingham. 

MARGARKT. 

That  once  this  day  and  niehl  wore  fairly  pa^ ! 
For  then  I'll  bid  this  house  and  love  fhreweil. 
Farewell,  sweet  Devon:  farewell,  lukewarm  John. 
For  with  the  moniine's  liiiht  will  Margaret  be  pone 
Thanks,  court eoiuB  Mr.  Sandford. — 

[Exeunt  divert  loajra 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. 

An  apartment  in  Woodvil  JlalL 

John  Woonvn. — alone, 

(Reoflinff  Pnrtg  of  a  Ijrtfer.) 

**  Wh£N  Love  grows  cold,  and  indiflcrence  has  omrp 
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«d  upon  old  esteem,  it  b  no  manrel  if  the  world 
begin  to  acoount  that  dependence,  which  hitherto  hai 
been  esteemed  honorable  shelter.  The  courM  I  have 
taken  (in  leaving  this  house,  not  easily  wrought  there- 
unto), seemed  to  roe  best  for  the  onc<^^r-«U  releasing 
of  youfself  (who  in  times  past  have  deserved  well 
of  me)  fiom  the  now  daily,  and  not^to-be-endured, 
tribute  of  forced  love,  and  ill-dissembled  reluctance 
of  aflection. 

"  MARGAsrr  " 

Gone !  gone !  my  girl  7  ao  hasty,  Margaret! 

And  never  a  kiss  at  parting  7  shallow  loves, 

And  likings  of  a  ten  days*  growth,  use  courtesies, 

And  show  red  eyes  at  parting.  Who  bids  **  larewell'* 

In  the  same  tone  he  cries  **  God  speed  you,  Sir 7" 

Or  tells  of  joyful  victories  at  sea. 

Where  he  hath  ventures  7  does  not  rather  muffle 

lbs  oigans  to  emit  a  leaden  sound. 

To  suit  the  melancholy  dull  **  farewell,*' 

Which  they  in  Heaven  not  use  7 — 

Sii  peevish.  Margaret  7 

But  *t  ia  the  common  error  of  yo\iT  sex. 

When  our  idolatry  slackens,  or  grows  less, 

(As  who  of  woman  bom  can  keep  his  faculty 

Of  Admiration,  being  a  decaying  faculty, 

For  ever  strain*d  to  the  pitch  7  or  can  at  pleasure 

Make  it  renewable,  m  some  appetites  are. 

As,  namely.  Hunger,  Thirst  7 — )  this  being  the  case. 

They  tax  us  with  neglect,  and  love  grown  cold. 

Coin  plainings  of  the  perfidy  of  men. 

Which  into  maxims  pass,  and  apophthegma 

To  be  reuil'd  in  ballads. — 

1  know  them  all. 

Thej;  are  jealous,  when  our  larger  hearts  receive 

More  guests  than  one  (Love  in  a  woman's  heart 

Being  all  in  one).  For  me,  I  am  sure  I  have  room  here 

Fc»r  more  disturbers  of  my  sleep  than  one. 

Love  shall  have  part,  but  liovc  nhall  not  have  alL 

Ambition,  Pleosure,  Vanity,  all  by  turns. 

Shall  lie  in  my  bed.  and  keep  me  frenh  and  waking; 

Yet  I»ve  not  be  exclmletl. — F'oolish  wench, 

I  could  have  loved  her  twenty  years  to  come. 

And  still  have  kept  my  liking.   But  since  't  is  so. 

Why  fare  thee  well,  old  playfellow !    I  '11  try 

1*0  nqueeze  a  tear  for  old  acquaintance  sake. 

I  sliail  not  grudge  so  much. 

7b  Aim  fnteri  LovEi* 

i-ovr.i- 
Blew  us,  Woodvil !  what  is  the  matter  7  I  protest, 
■an.  I  thought  you  had  been  weeping. 

WOODVlt.. 

NfiChinc  is  llie  matter,  only  the  wench  has  forcc<l 
water  into  my  eyes,  which  will  quickly  disband. 


i.ovci* 
I  cannot  conceive  you. 

WOODVIU 

Margaret  is  flown. 

LOVKU 

Upon  what  pretence  7 

woonvtt- 
Neglect  on  my  part :  which  it  seems  she  has  had 
te  wit  to  discover,  maugre  all  my  pains  to  conceal  it 

LOVKL. 

yoa  cpnf—  the  charge? 


WOODVIL. 

To  say  the  truth,  my  love  for  her  faaa  of  ]atoato|< 
short  on  this  side  idolatry. 

LOVEL. 

As  all  good  Chriitiaiy'  snould,  I  think. 

WOODVIL. 

T  am  sure,  I  could  have  loved  her  iliQ  within  Ih* 
limits  of  warrantable  love. 

LOVIL. 

A  kind  of  brotherly  aflectioo,  I  lake  it 

WOODVIL. 

We  should  have  made  exoellent  man  and  wift  in 
time. 

LOVKL. 

A  good  old  couple,  when  the  snows  foil,  to  crowd 
about  a  sea-coal  /ire,  and  talk  over  old  matlen. 

WOODVIL. 

While  each  should  feel,  what  neither  cared  to  ac- 
knowledge, that  stories  oA  repeated  may,  at  hnt,  cont 
to  lose  some  of  their  grace  by  the  repetition. 

LOVKL. 

Which  both  of  you  may  yet  live  long  enough  to 
discover.  For,  take  ray  woid  for  it,  Margaret  ^  a 
bird  that  wi'ii  come  back  to  you  without  a  iuie. 

WOOOVIL. 

Never,  never.  Lovel.  Spite  of  my  levity,  with  t«in 
I  confess  it.  she  was  a  lady  of  most  confirmed  honor, 
of  an  unmatchable  spirit,  and  determinable  in  all 
virtuous  resolutions ;  not  hasty  to  anticipate  an  tS- 
front,  nor  slow  to  feel,  where  just  provocation  was 
given. 

LOVEL. 

What  made  }'0U  neglect  her,  then  7 

WOODVIL. 

Mere  levity  and  youthfulness  of  blood,  a  malady 
incident  to  young  men:  physicians  call  it  caprice^ 
Nothing  elite.  He.  that  slighted  her.  knew  her  vidue. 
and  't  is  odds,  but,  for  thy  sake,  Maigaret,  John  will 
yet  go  to  his  grave  a  bachelor. 

[A  noise  heard,  ai  o^  one  drunk  and  mnging, 

LOVEL. 

Here  comes  one,  that  will  quicJdy  dissipate  tboat 
humors. 

(Enter  one  drunk.) 

DRUNKEN  MAN. 

Good-morrow  to  you,  gentlemen.  Mr.  Lovel,  I  am 
\'our  humble  servant  Honest  Jack  Woodvil,  I  will 
got  drunk  with  you  to-morrow. 

WOODVIU 

And  why  to-morrow,  honest  Mr.  Freeman  7 

DRUNKEN  MAN. 

I  scent  a  traitor  in  that  question.  A  beastly  qnea* 
ti<»n.  Is  it  not  his  miO<^y**  birth-day  7  the  day  of  all 
days  in  the  year,  on  which  Kmg  Charles  the  second 
WHS  graciously  pleased  to  be  bom.  (SinfM)  **  Great 
pity  't  b  such  daj's  as  those  should  come  but  once  a 
year." 

LOVEI« 

Drunk  m  a  morning !  fob !  how  he  stinks* 

DRUNKEN  MAN. 

And  why  not  drunk  in  a  morning  7  can'st  tall,  bolly  Y 

WOODVIL. 

Because,  being  the  sweet  and  tender  infancy  of  the 
day.  melhinks,  it  should  ill  enduresuch  early  blightiDga 

DRUNKEN  HAN. 

I  grant  ynu.  't  is  in  some  sort  the  youth  and  tander 
nonage  of  the  day.  Youth  is  bashful,  and  1  give  it  a 
cup  to  eiK»urage  it   (Stags)  **  Ale  that  will 
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I  drink  ftr  diim,  at  night 
ArMl0inliip^tel;tl»reall.IloTetonriMr  in  Um 
hnUul  narabf  vmWt  At  aiapiefls  of  a  ficriianing 
WDOiporiiqmi^  (9£i|fA''Al«ina8aiooninikintlien 
■ahv  valor  taitOB  in  tdl  UMn.*'— Bat,  I  cave 
panloifc   r  ftar  I  kaap  ikni  femleman  fion  aefioos 


Whoara  Aaf  f 


ay  good  fiiooda.  Claveland,  Delaval, 

Trahf.  I'Imnr  bgr  All  tuna  thayara  all  eiani- 

firaa.  '    [£ni,<iivnv. 

WOODVIL. 

IWo  kM|A|g  of  o|MB  hooM  aoquainta  a  man  with 


iloor,  Tlbve  oaOingfor  GUaaT 

FaXXMAN.) 


(. 


Hany  FVaanaBt  Hany  Froenan* 
HaJanoCliari.  Lat  ui  go  look  ftr  him. 
Wbara  ii  Freeman  f 
WhavaiaHanyf 

[£smitf  HU  T^bve.  edOaigfcr  FUIII411. 

WOODVIL. 

Did  you  ever  aee  audi  gentry  f(IaK;filM|f 4  TWm 
are  they  that  latten  on  ale  and  tobacco  in  a  moming, 
drink  bomt  brandy  at  noon  to  promote  digeation,  and 
idoody  eondode  with  quart  bompen  aner  anpper, 
to  prava  dieir  loyalty. 

LOVXU 

Gome,  ahall  we  a4}oam  to  the  Tennia  Coortf 

WOODVU* 

No^  you  shall  go  with  me  into  the  galley,  where 
I  will  ihow  yon  the  Vamiike  I  have  piirchaaed.  '^llie 
late  King  taking  leave  of  his  children." 

LOVKL. 

I  will  bat  a^joit  my  drem,  and  attend  you. 

lExU  LOTEL. 
JOHN  WOODVIL  (alcne). 
Now  nniverml  England  getteth  drunk 
For  joy  diat  Charles,  her  monarch,  ii  restored : 
And  she,  that  sometime  wore  a  saintly  mojik, 
The  stale-gsoi\Ti  viior  from  her  &ce  doth  pluck, 
And  weareih  now  a  suit  of  morris-bells. 
With  which  she  jingling  goes  through  all  her  towns 

and  villages. 
The  baffled  Actions  in  their  housea  skidk : 
The  oomraonwealthsman,  and  state  machinist, 
The  cropt  fimatic,  and  iiAh-monarchy>man, 
Who  heareth  of  these  visionaries  now  ? 
They  and  their  dreams  have  ended.  Fools  do  sing. 
Where  good  men  yield  God  thanks;  but  politic  spirits. 
Who  live  by  observation,  note  these  changes 
Of  the  popular  mind,  and  thereby  serve  their  ends. 
Then  why  not  1  ?  What  *s  Charles  to  roe,  or  Oliver, 
But  as  my  own  advancement  hangs  on  one  of  them? 

I  to  rnywlf  am  chiof.^ 1  know, 

Some  shallow  mouths  cry  out,  that  I  am  smit 
With  the  gauds  and  show  of  state,  the  point  of  place. 
And  trick  of  precedence,  the  ducks,  and  nods. 
Which  weak  minds  pay  to  rank.   T  is  not  to  sit 
la  |ilace  of  worship  at  the  royal  masques, 
Their  pastimes,  plays,  and  Whitehall  banquetinga, 
For  none  of  these, 
hnr  yet  to  be  secp  whispering  fvith  some  great  one. 


Do  I  afleet  the  &voib  of  the  ooort 
I  wouki  be  great,  ftr  greatnesa  hath  giaai 
And  that's  the  fruit  I  reach  atw— . 
Great  spiriia  ask  great  play-reook  Who 
Wtih  these  proplmtio  awalUnga  in  aiy 
That  prick  and  goad  me  en,  and  never 
To  the  ftrtunea  aomeihiDg  teUa  bm  I 
WhOt  with  aneh  mooilon  within  to  alb 
Would  eit  him  down,  with  laay  aim 
A  tmil»  a  thing  without  a  name  in  the 
A  aomething  to  he  govem'd,  not  to  govern. 
A  fishing,  ^wking,  hnntiag,  oounliy 


boKtot 


I 


gCBHX  n* 

Aarmeod  Ferest 

8n  WaLTca  Woodvii..  SiMOir  WoosfiL 

(fiugmimd  qm  Frtmchmm^ 

aia  waLTia. 
How  6rea  my  boy,  Simon,  my  youngeai  Imnf 
My  hope  my  pride,  young  Woodvil,  apeak  to  tot 
Soine  grief  imtold  weighs  heavy  at  thy  haaitt 
I  know  it  by  thy  altered  diaer  of  latou 
Thmkeet,  thy  brother  playa  thy  lather  frktot 
It  ia  a  DMd  and  duiflleas  prodigal. 
Grown  proiMi  upon  the  frvoia  of  the  eooiC; 
Court  onnnerB,  and  court  iashioos,  ha 
And  in  the  heat  and  nndieck'd  blood  of 
Harbon  a  company  of  riotous  men. 
All  hot,  and  young,  court  seekers,  liha 
Most  skilful  to  devour  a  patrimony ; 
And  these  have  eat  into  my  old  eatatei^ 
And  these  have  drain*d  thy  &ther*a  ceUan  diyi 
But  these  so  common  fiiults  of  youth  not 
(Things  which  themsel  vesoutgrow,  left  to  I 
I  know  no  quality  that  stains  his  honor. 
My  life  upon  his  fiiith  and  noble  mind. 
Son  John  could  never  play  thy  &ther 


SIM0.H. 

I  never  thought  but  nobly  of  my  brotho'. 

Touching  his  honor  and  fidelity. 

Still  I  ouuld  wish  him  chariar  of  his  person. 

And  of  his  time  more  frugal,  than  to  spend 

In  riotous  lining,  grsceless  society. 

And  mirth  unpalatable,  hours  better  employ'd 

(With  those  persuasive  graces  nature  lent  him) 

In  fervent  pleadings  (or  a  fiither's  life. 

Sia  WALTER. 

I  would  not  owe  my  life  to  a  jealous  court. 
Whose  shiillow  policy  I  know  it  is. 
On  some  reluctant  acts  of  prudent  mercy 
(Not  voluntary,  but  extorted  liy  the  times^ 
In  the  firat  tremblings  of  new-fixed  power. 
And  recollection  smarting  from  old  woundil). 
On  thcKC  to  build  a  spurious  popularity. 
Unknowing  what  free  grace  or  merry  mean. 
They  foar  to  puniwh.  therefore  do  they  pardon 
For  this  catuio  have  I  oft  forbid  mv  son, 
ny  1  'tters,  overtures,  open  soliciiings. 
Or  cl«ot-tnin()ering8.  by  gold  or  fee. 
To  be^'  or  bargain  with  the  court  for  my  life. 

RIMOX. 

And  John  has  ta*en  3rou,  father,  at  your  word 
True  to  iho  letter  of  his  potcmal  charge ' 
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JOHN  WOODVIL. 


•IE  WALTER. 

Well,  ray  good  oiuk,  and  ray  good  comcienoe,  boy. 
Shall  he  for  Kira  to  roe.  if  John  prove  fitbe. 
Men  die  but  once,  and  the  opportunity 
Of  a  noble  death  is  not  an  every-day  fortune : 
It  ii  a  gift  which  noble  spirits  pray  ibr. 

aiMON. 

I  would  not  wrong  my  brother  by  surmise : 

I  know  him  generous,  full  of  gentle  qualitica. 

Incapable  of  base  compliances, 

No  prodigal  in  his  nature,  but  affecting 

This  sliow  of  bravery  Ibr  ambitions  ends. 

He  drinks,  ibr  *t  is  the  humor  of  the  court. 

And  drink  may  one  day  wTest  the  secret  from  him. 

And  pluck  you  from  \'our  hiding-place  in  the  sequel. 

SIR  WALTER. 

Fair  death  shall  be  my  doom,  and  (bul  life  his. 
mil  when,  well  live  as  free  in  this  frreen  forest 
As  yonder  deer,  who  roam  nnfoarinfl^  treason ; 
Who  seem  the  Aborigines  of  this  place, 
Or  Sierwood  theirs  by  tenure. 

SIMON. 

*T  is  said,  that  Robert  Earl  of  Huntingdon, 
Men  rnll'd  him  Robin  Hood,  an  outlaw  bold. 
With  a  merry  crew  of  hunters  here  did  haunt, 
Nfit  sfiarinc  the  king's  venison.     May  one  believe 
Tlie  antique  tale  7 

SIR  WALTER. 

There  is  much  likelihood. 

Such  bandits  did  in  England  erst  abound. 

When  polity  was  young.    I  have  read  of  the  pranks 

Of  that  mad  archer,  and  of  the  tax  he  levied 

On  travellers,  whatever  their  degri»e, 

Ranin  or  knieht,  whoever  pow'il  these  woodn, 

Lsyman  nr  priest,  not  sparing  the  binhop's  mitre 

For  sfirirnnl  retrsnls !  iiny,  once,  *t  is  said, 

lie  rubb'd  the  king  himxelf 

SIMON. 

A  perilous  man.  [Smiling. 

SIR  WALTER. 

How  qiiiotly  we  live  here, 

Unreail  in  the  world'i*  buninow. 

And  take  no  note  of  all  it!*  xlippory  rhnnc^es! 

"Twere  he^t  wo  make  a  world  among  ourselves, 

A  little  \\<»r!il, 

Wiihout  iho  ilN  nnd  ffilw»hon<l!«  of  the  greater; 

We  two  l>rinjr  nil  the  iiihnhitnnts  of  ouri, 

Ami  Viinz*  and  subjects  lioih  in  one. 

SIMON. 

Onlv  the  dnmrrroii^  errors.  fi>ri(I  n»ncrits 

Which  m.ikc  the  lm*inrM  of  that  greater  world, 

Mii«t  h:ivp  no  plnce  in  onn« : 

As,  namely,  richr*.  honor*,  birth,  place,  courtesy, 

f HBid  fame  nnd  l»nd.  nnnor*  ami  i»>pn1nr  noises, 

Rnks  crec«!s.  opinions,  prejiidirrn  national. 

Il<)nii>r*  pnrticnlar. 

Sn*it-kill:n(r  lies,  nnd  trtith*  thnt  \\-r)rk  small  good, 

Feij<r*.  firiioTjji.  enmitirs.  rf'1ntion>hips, 

I^n/^-*.  h  ilre<l«,  t«vmt<»ihi<"*.  nntiinithies, 

A:;ii  .-ill  the  intricate  KtiifT  ijunrrelii  are  made  o£ 

fMAitnARET  entrrf  in  hny'x  apparrl.) 

FIR  WAI.TFR. 

fMi.1t  !»rfllv  lio\*  have  we  hrre  ? 

i  •>  « 

MARfiARKT. 

tkmjamr.  nussintrs.  Vo  have  handsome  English  iiGea. 
50 


I  should  have  ta'en  you  else  ibr  Uber  two^ 
I  came  to  seek  in  the  forest 

SIR  WALTER 

Who  are  they  ? 

MAROAKKT- 

A  gallant  brace  of  Frenchmen,  cnried  maralenn. 
That,  men  say.  haunt  these  wwids,  afliMSling  pnvMf 
More  tlian  tlie  manner  of  iheii  cuuntiyiiMii. 

SIMON. 

We  have  here  a  wonder ; 
The  face  is  Margaret's  faca 

SIR  WALTER. 

The  face  is  Margaret's,  but  the  drev  ikb  n9M 
My  Stephen  sometime  wore.  " 

(7b  MAtOAmsr 
Suppose  lis  them ;  whom  do  men  i^  w«  an  t 
Or  know  you  what  you  seek  ? 

MARGARET. 

A  worthy  pair  of  exiles. 

Two  whom  the  politics  of  state  revengv. 

In  final  imue  of  long  civil  brrtils. 

Have  houselem  driven  from  your  native  France 

To  v(*an<ler  idle  in  these  English  woods. 

Where  now  ye  live ;  most  part 

Thinking  on  home,  and  all  the  yjy  of  France, 

Where  groi^a  the  purple  vine. 

SIR  WALTER. 

These  ^tiods,  young  strancer. 
And  gmssy  pntttures,  which  the  slim  deer  Unrea, 
Are  they  less  beauteous  than  the  land  of  France 
Where  grows  the  purple  vine  ? 

MARGARET. 

I  cannot  tell. 

To  an  indiflorent  eye.  Iwth  Fhow  alike. 

'T  is  not  the  scrnc. 

Rut  nil  familiar  objects  in  the  scene. 

Which  now  ye  miw,  that  constitute  a  difference 

Ye  had  a  country,  exiles,  ye  liave  none  now ; 

Friends  hnd  ye.  and  much  wealth,  ye  now  have 

nothing: 
Our  manners,  laws,  our  customs,  nil  are  foreign  to  you 
I  know  ye  lothe  them,  cannot  learn  them  readily; 
And  there  is  reason,  exile»,  ye  »>hould  love 
Our  Englii<h  earth  less  than  your  IniHl  of  France, 
Where  KtowH  the  purple  vine  where  all  delights  grow 
Old  custom  has  made  pleaMinl. 

SIR  WALTER. 

You,  that  nre  rend 

So  deeply  in  our  storv,  \\hat  are  you  t 

MATtJAnrT. 

A  hnre  nilventurer :  in  brief  a  woman. 

Thai  put  stranpe  iramieniN  (in.  nnd  came  thus  far 

To  fteek  an  an<ient  frieml : 

And  hnvine  i«|»ent  her  Mcm  k  of  ullo  words, 

Ami  feeling  some  te;in<  oon.irifj. 

Hastes  now  to  clasp  Sir  Wnlte  r  Wooilvil's  kneca. 

And  bcp  a l^oon for  .Marcnrei. Iiis  po<>r ward.  [Kneeltmg% 

piR  wai.t::i:. 
Not  at  my  feet,  Mnnrnrer.  luit  nt  my  feet 

MARGARET 

Yes,  till  her  suit  is  onswerM. 

8IR  WAITER. 

Name  it. 

M^RGAnrr. 
A  little  Itfion,  nnd  yet  *<>  gn-nt  a  rrace 
She  fears  to  ask  it 
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No  lUdbb  bat  •  pluin  raqnast 

•m  WALTBB. 

ItaMit 

N  MABIUBIT. 

Ki99  libflity  of  Shonvoodt 

And  looTO  10  tako  her  lot  whh  jroa  in  the  ibnit 

•IR  WALTER. 

A  oenrt  podiiofi,  Moifuvi.  but  teiw  h, 
SnTd  widi  on  old  wm'i  teori.— 
Wm,  danghtir  of  Sir  Rowlond. 

O  you  moot  worthy, 
ToaeBMluitftllowenof  aman  proocribed; 
fbOowiog  poormiMry  in  the  throat  of  dangor; 
Fiat  aenrilon  to  craaod  and  pennileM  poverty, 
Servinf  poor  poverty  withoot  hope  of  gain; 
Kind  chiMrm  of  a  rirs  anibrtlinale ; 
Oreeo  dinging  tendrila  roond  a  tnink  deoay'd, 
Wiueh  needs  most  bring  on  you  timeless  decay ; 
*Vmr  living  ibrns  lo  a  dead  rarcass  join'd ! 
What  shall  I  say  t 

Belter  the  dead  were  gathered  to  the  dead. 
Than  death  and  life  in  disproportioo  meet 
Oob^eek  your  fortunes,  chiMrenii 

SIMOlt. 

Why,  whither  shall  we  go  t 

aiR  WALTSR. 

¥m  to  die  Court,  where  now  your  fandier  John 
Oomauts  a  rape  on  Fortune. 

iiMOir. 
Luck  to  John ! 
A  hght-heerd  strumpet,  when  the  sport  is  donOi 

SIK  WALTER. 

Ycu  to  the  sweet  society  of  your  equals. 

Where  the  world's  fhshion  smiles  on  youth  and  beauty. 

MARGARET. 

Where  jroung  meu*s  flatteries  ooaen  young  maids' 

beauty. 
There  pride  oft  gets  the  vantage  hand  of  duty. 
There  sweet  humility  withen. 

SIMON. 

Ifistress  Margaret. 

How  fiired  my  brother  John,  when  you  left  Devon  f 

MARGARET. 

John  was  well,  Sir 

BIMOlf. 

"Tie  now  nine  months  almost, 

Snioe  I  saw  home.  What  new  friends  has  John  made? 

Or  keeps  he  his  first  love  f — I  did  suspect 

Some  foul  disloyalty.     Now  do  I  know, 

John  has  proved  false  to  her,  for  Margaret  weepa. 

It  ia  a  scorvy  brother. 

SIR  WALTER. 

Kieupoo  It 

AH  men  are  fiilse.  I  think.   The  date  of  love 
Is  oat,  expired,  its  stories  all  grown  stale, 
(Xerpasl,  forgotten  like  an  antique  tale 
Of  Hero  and  Leander. 

BIMOIf. 

I  have  known  some  men  that  are  too  general-con- 
templative  for  the  naruw  passion  I  am  in  some 
sort  a  fensra/  iove> 


In  die  iMmte  of  the  boy-god,  who  plafa  m 
man-blind  with  the  Muses,  and  caraa  Ml 
ealchea;  what  is  il  yoa  bve f 

aiHOM. 

Simply,  all  dunp  diat  live. 

From  tlie  crook'd  warm  to  man'a  impofial 

And  God-reaembling  likeneas.   Hm  poor  0f 

That  makes  short  holiday  in  the  aonbeam. 

And  dies  by  some  chikl*s  hand.   TbaftafateUid 

With  litdo  wings,  yec  greaUy  vodIormb 

In  the  upper  al^.   Hm  fish  in  th' oibar  alaaoal^ 

That  knows  no  tooch  of  etoqnanoa.    Wlmt  alsat 

Yon  tall  and  elegant  alag; 

Who  paints  a  dancing  abadow  of  Ub  homa 

In  the  water,  where  he  drinks. 

MAROARRT. 

I  nqraelf  love  all  these  things^ yet  ao  aa  wMiRi 
ferenoea — for  example,  some  aymals  baUor 
othen,  some  men  rather  than  other  men;  Ifaa 
ingale  before  the  cuckoo^  the  swift  and  gmcalhl  pi^ 
fiey  before  the  skiw  and  asinine  mnla.  Yoar  [ 
goes  to  confound  all  qualities. 
What  sports  do  yoa  use  in  the 

BIMOlf. 

Not  many ;  some  few,  as  thus  >— 

To  sea  the  sun  to  bed,  and  to  ariae, 

like  some  hot  amourist  with  glowing  eye^ 

BorMiiig  the  lazy  bands  of  sleep  that  bonad 

Widi  all  his  firss  and  traveUiiig  i^oriaa  man 

Sometimes  the  moon  on  aoft  night^clamla.la 

like  beauty  nestling  in  a  yomug 

And  all  the  winking  stars,  her  handamid^ 

Admiring  silence,  while  those  lovers  aiaap^ 

Sometimes  outstretch*d,  in  very  idlencsa. 

Nought  doing,  saying  little,  thinking  less^ 

To  view  the  leaves,  thin  dancers  upon  air. 

Go  eddying  round ;  and  small  birds,  how  they  tu% 

When  mother  Autumn  (ills  their  beaks  with 

Filch*d  from  the  careless  Amalihea's  bom ; 

And  how  the  v^-oods  berries  and  worms  provide 

Without  their  pains,  when  earth  has  nought 

To  answer  their  small  wonts. 

To  view  the  graceful  deer  come  tripling  by. 

Then  stop,  and  gaxe,  then  turn,  they  know  ml  whf 

Like  bashful  younkers  in  society. 

To  mark  the  structure  of  a  plant  or  tree. 

And  all  fair  things  of  earth,  how  fair  they  ba^ 

MARGARET  (pmUng). 

And  afterwards  them  paint  in  aimUe. 

SIR  WALTER. 

Mistrem  Margaret  will  have  need  of 

ment. 
Please  you,  we  have  some  poor  viands  withilL 

MARGARET. 

Indeed  I  stand  in  need  of  them. 

SIR  WALTER. 

Under  the  shade  of  a  thick-spreading 

Upon  the  grass,  no  better  carpeting. 

We  *11  eat  our  noon-tide  meal ;  and,  dinner  < 

One  of  us  shall  repair  to  Nottingham, 

To  seek  some  safe  night-lodging  in  the  towl^ 

Where  you  may  sleep,  while  here  with  ns  yoa  dasl 

By  day,  in  the  forest,  expecting  bettet  tunci^ 

Ajid  gentler  habitations,  noble  MaigareL 

SIMOlf. 

AAoas^  young  Frenchman— 
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MARGARKT. 

AUamM,  Sir  EngVahimn.  The  time  hat  been, 

I  're  ttadied  love-layt  in  the  English  toogiie» 

And  been  enamour*d  of  rare  poeay ; 

Which  DOW  I  must  unlearn.   Henceforth, 

Sweet  raoiher-tongue,  old  English  speech, 

For  MaigareC  has  got  new  name  and  language  new. 

[£cMflt 


ACT  in. 

8CE?rE  I. 

Am  Aptrtmad  ef  State  in  Woodva  Hall    -CnaKin 

drinking, 

JOH!f  WOODVIL,  LOVXL,  GrAT,  OndfoW  WUM, 

JOHN. 
Mote  mirth,  I  beseech  you.  Gentlemen— 
BIf.  Gray,  you  are  not  merry. 

GRAY. 

More  wine,  say  T.  and  mirth  shall  ensue  in  course. 
What!  we  have  not  yet  above  three  half-pints  a  man 
lo  answer  lor.  Brevity  is  tho  soul  of  drinking,  as  of 
wiL  Dispatch,  I  say.   More  uine.  [FSU. 

FIRST  ORNTLEMAN. 

I  entreat  yon,  let  there  be  some  order,  some  method, 
in  our  drinkings.  I  love  to  lose  my  reason  with  my 
cjres  open,  to  rtimrait  the  deed  of  drunkenness  with 
fcfethought  and  deliberation.  I  lovo  to  feel  the  fimies 
of  the  Uqoor  gathering  here.  like  clouds. 

SRCOND  ORMTI.KMAV. 

And  I  am  for  plunging  into  madness  at  once.  Damn 
order,  and  method,  and  steps,  and  degrees,  that  ■  he 
qwaks  of!   Let  confusion  have  her  legitimate  work. 

LOVEU 

I  marvel  why  the  poets,  who,  of  all  men.methinks, 
should  possess  tho  liottest  livers,  nnd  roost  empyreal 
fimdes,  should  aflfect  to  see  stich  virtues  in  cold  water. 

GRAY. 

Virtue  in  cold  water !  lin !  ha !  ha ! 

JOHV. 

Becanse  your  poet-lmni  hath  an  internal  wine, 
richer  than  lippara  or  canaries,  yet  uncrushed  from 
any  grapes  of  earth,  -anprewed  in  mortal  wine-prcssca. 

THIRD  GENTI.KMAV. 

What  may  be  the  name  of  Uiis  wine  7 

JOHN. 

It  hath  as  many  names  as  qualities.  It  is  denomi- 
nated  indiflerently,  wit,  conceit,  invention,  inspiration ; 
bot  its  most  ru>'al  and  comprehensive  name  is/aacy. 

THIRD  GENTLKMAN. 

And  where  keeja  he  this  soveriMgn  liqiwr  ? 

JOHN. 

Its  cellara  sre  in  the  brain,  u-lienre  your  true  poet 

4enveth  intoxication  at  will ;  while  his  animal  spirits, 

catching  a  pride  from  the  quality  and  neighborhood 

of  their  noUo  relative,  tho  bmin,  refuse  to  be  sua- 

ained  by  wines  and  fermentations  of  earth. 

THIRD  GENTI.KMAM. 

Bat  is  yoor  poet-bom  always  ti|isy  with  this  Uqoor? 

JOHN. 

H«  hath  his  stonpin^s  nnd  reposes  ;  hut  his  proper 
•I  anent  ia  the  sky.  and  in  the  stiburhs  of  the  empyrean. 

THIRD  CENTI-EMAX. 

li  voQf  wtoe-intellcctual  so  exquisite?  hencefiwth, 


I,  a  man  of  plain  conceit,  will,  in  all  humility,  oqd 
tent  my  mind  with  canaries. 

FOURTH  GENTLEMAN. 

I  am  for  a  song  or  a  catch.  When  will  the  catch« 
oome  on,  the  sweet  wicked  catchea  ? 

JOHN. 

They  cannot  be  introduced  with  propriety  before 
midnight.  Every  man  must  commit  his  twenty  bum- 
pers  fint.  We  are  not  yet  well  roaaed.  Frank  LoveU 
the  glass  stands  with  yoiL 

LOVSI* 

Gentlemen,  the  Duke.  [FOIm, 

ALL. 

The  Duke.  [Tfcey<2rtRA. 

.    GRAY. 

Can  any  tell,  why  his  Grace,  being  a  I^pisl — 

JOHN. 

Pthaw !  we  will  have  no  questiona  of  state  now. 
Is  not  this  his  Majesty's  birthKlayt 

GRAY. 

What  follows  ? 

JOHN. 

That  every  man  should  shig,  and  be  joyful,  and 
ask  no  questions. 

SECOND  GENTLEMAN. 

Damn  politica,  they  spoil  drinking. 

THIRD  GENTLEMAN. 

For  certain,  *t  is  a  blessed  monarchy. 

SECOND  GENTLEMAN. 

The  cnrsed  fanatic  days  we  have  seen !  Tlie  timet 
have  been  when  swearing  was  out  of  ftshion. 

THIRD  GE.HTLEMAN. 

And  drinking. 

FIRST  GE.NTLEMAN 

And  wenching. 

GRAY. 

.The  cursed  yeas  and  fbraooths,  which  we  have 
heard  uttered,  when  a  man  could  not  rap  out  an 
innocent  oath,  but  straight  the  air  was  thought  to  be 
infected. 

IX)VEL. 

"T  was  a  pleasant  trick  of  the  saint,  which  that  trim 
puritan  Swear-nat-at-all  Smootk-sprech  used,  when  hia 
spouse  chid  him  with  an  oath  for  committing  with 
his  servant-maid,  to  cause  his  house  to  be  fumigated 
with  burnt  brandy,  and  ends  of  scripture,  to  disperse 
the  devil's  breath,  as  he  termed  it 

ALL. 

lU!  ha!  ha! 

GRAY. 

But  *t  was  pleasantcr,  when  the  other  satnf  Rtmm- 
tM&devH^nd^e-UHU-JUt./rom-thee  Purtman  was  orer* 
taken  in  the  act,  to  plead  an  illusio  visus,  and  main 
tain  his  sanctity  upon  a  supposed  power  in  the  ail- 
versary  to  counterfeit  the  shapes  of  things. 

Ha!  ha!  ha! 

JOHN. 

Another  round,  and  then  let  every  man  devfaa 
what  trick  he  can  in  his  fiuicy,  for  the  bettei  mani 
festing  our  loyalty  thia  day. 

GRAY. 

Shall  we  hang  a  puritan? 

JOHN. 

No,  that  has  been  done  already  in  Coleman-8tw^ 

SECOND  GENTLEMAN. 

Or  fire  a  conventicle  f 
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Or  hum  Ihe  A-omblj' 

Or  .Irink  Die  kme'i  b. 
un  hi*  bead  nakedl 

JDBN  (7 

We  ImvB  hare  •dms  pi 

Who  •lull  pledge  me 
nk  to  IhD  king  upon  ou 

Wbj  on  nui  kneri,  CaVBitprl 


fat  atom  diiTatioii.  lo  b«  aiim— (7b  a  Hmanl). 

rah.  fetch  [be  gilt  gubleu. 
[7^  joifcfiont  irouj*(.    ?> y  rfrin*  «e  ting'* 
AeuWi,  kntfUng^   A  rhoul  of  /general  iqt^rjbtx- 
Han  foUowing   the   firtl  apptarante   vf   Oir 


re  then 


locked  Y, 


a  or  The  gi 
.  were  ■  life  of 

Lbese  cuuol  | 

ig  of  B  froii  whkb 


pend  upon  tha  ignoble  rcrmenling  o 
iporrowi  pluck  nl  u  well  u  we ! 

GiiT  iati^  Id  Laal). 
OhMive  how  he  ii  nvished. 

Vanii}'  nnd  gay  Ihoughu  uf  wine  do  meet  in  him. 
onij  engender  mtdncH. 
[  WkiU  Iht  rrsf  are 
talk.  John  admiaa 
tolUapiiKt. 

Mj  (piriu  turn  to  lire,  they  monnl  n  TaiL 

My  joys  are  lurbnlenr,  my  bopM  »how  Uko  ftuitii 

ThGH  high  end  guily  reliahn  of  life,  <nite, 

Have  no  ilUyinga  of  roomlily  in  Ihem. 

1  am  loo  hot  now  and  a'ercapable. 

Fur  the  lediouii  procenea.  and  ereoping  wisdom, 


'SdcDih,  wbowuuldpartniihhitwiru 


Chaise  on  ihon,  bulile  in  hand.  Th 

I  Thetf  go  ml.  nngiiig.  (My  Lard  mnoou;  dk* 
ofinmu  Woodal. 

JOHN  lilill  laOnnf  tb  kimllf.) 
Tliil  Lord  here 'a  of  a  lough  honesly. 

tl  pulihe  rack  iDihepnnr,  IJeiinolDf  datHCl 
h  haunt  my  bonae,  enoriiiig  tb«  liqsniK 
And  whon  their  wadonu  are  sHoal  ivilli  vnu^ 
I  vDwa  ai  fair  ai  vapon,  nhicb  go  off 
with  the  fumea.  iheir  Taihon.   He  is  oMi, 
Whow  aober  morning  nclioni 


Somn  nnkei  of  the  old  monilie 
To  lake  Iheie  »ve11inga  down,  c 

Mr.  Woodvil.  Mr.  Woodvil. 

Where  ia  Woodvil  ? 


Ilii  ahiinc 


It  fhp  e< 


™ing  to  niiloquof). 
Oforaomr'fripnd  now. 
To  cottorai  nothing  Gum.  to  liovn  tw  Hvrru 
tlow  Tine  and  nnbtc  •  \b'mf  a  eonlidinin!. 
How-  muoniibte  loo.  and  almoat  godlike  I 
h'lul  remerit  oT  Eux  frisoda.  hnnd  of  tociely, 
"Id  natural  gn-bstween  in  ihe  world'!  buBH 
Where  civil  life  and  order,  ivonling  Ihii  eer 
Would  praently  mth  back 
Inhi  iIh!  priiline  lUU  of  aiiq^qbriljl 
And  Boih  man  aland  alone. 


.Shan: 


3lhiao' 


night  p 


Talk!  lirile, 
Why  ihia  ia  be.  whom  the  <Jcrk-K  iadoni'd  &>• 
Might  tnut  her  couniclt  of  ptedetiuikiion  niiV 
'  id  the  world  be  no  laor. 

by  iboutd  I  fear  ihia  man )  tSeeiiv  Lom 

Where  i*  the  company  gone? 


I  havo  been  medilaling  thu  bnlfhour 

On  all  the  propeniet  of  a  brave  friendiliipk 

The  tnytlerie*  that  ate  in  it.  the  oobla  ibm, 

Ita  hmiti  wilhnl,  and  in  nice  houndatics. 

Exempii  graliA.  how  lar  a  man 

May  lawfully  IbniwHr  himaeir  for  hi*  fiMod  j 

What  quanuly  of  Ue*.  Kime  of  them  bni**  eoei^ 

He  may  iawfnlly  incur  in  ■  fHxnd'i  behairi 

Whel  onihJ.  bhnd-crimea,  bcrpdilary  quanwhi 

Nighl  brawla,  fierce  worda.  ond  dueli  in  the  mocnint 

He  Deed  not  alick  al.  Id  maintain  hit  fiitod^  hoeer 

I  think  many  men  vrauld  die  for  Iheir  frieDda. 
Kiihing.   We  go  lo  it  (far  apofl. 


Dealh!  wli 

To  finin  a  i 
When  am- 


Tl  hi>  liirrunr'i  livery  IhrM^ai 
t»   apleen'ci    miMrew   (rnwna.     Hinbaiidi  k 

ire  the  liol  liia  nnd  enlil  abakinga  of  JMlBaT' 
;nd,  >ir,  muni  do  mora, 

la  do  mors  than  die  t 

rve  n  friend,  lliii  he  may  ilo.    Pny  maii  at 
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HavTDf  ■  law  wiibia  (gmai  apiriu  tcol  one] 
Ik  cBDOot,  w^l  not  u  be  bound  by  any 

Rul  nay  nftct  all  ihrar  -.  by  thii 

Ho  may  dn  n  much,  be  LiMy.  indiSennily, 

Pann'd  ulalulea.  or  lb«  land'i  unwf 

At  poblk  Gun*,  avil  eompliance*, 


All  TOwa  and  proraiiea,  Um  recbls  mind'*  religion 

(Bindu»|{  our  ntoming  knowledge  bo  q|]prov« 

WhaE  la*i  nigbL'B  igDoramv  a^iake^ ; 

The  ti«a  of  blwi]  u-ithal,  and  [ircjudice  of  kin. 

Sir.  iheae  weak  leiron 

Muat  never  ihalie  me.     I  know  nhal  baloiigi 

Ta  a  worthy  rHeodibip.     Come,  you  ihall  hare  nr 


TooMnuaioa. 


Pray,  give  me  trave. 

Wken  hai  he  dwell,  how  lived,  how  loin  concsal'df 

Sure  I  may  aik  ao  mucli. 

Fratn  plara  to  plare,  dwelling  in  no  place  hmg. 
My  bfolher  Sijoon  itill  halh  home  him  company, 
(Ti*  a  hnve  youth,  I  enty  bin)  all  hij  Tinun). 
Dnfaiwd  in  fbroign  garb,  Ihey  pai>  Ibr  Fnnchmei 
Two  Protealanl  eiilea  riom  the  limnain. 
Nawlyanived,  TheirdwelUng'inowatNoliingham, 
Wbar*  no  (onl  know*  Ibem. 


Some  men  will  diuik,  and  tell  you  all  their  *i 
Why  do  you  quMion  mo,  who  know  my  hab 


ihipper  oT  ilio  giape; 

elai, 

wife'*  binlwlay. 


Can  y 


why  a  genllen 


I  tw*a  kaawn  «Nne  etilea  Itiua 

Til  Iin|nr  out  the  tenn  rf  the  law'a  indulgence, 

1\i  Ibr  haanl  at  being  known. 

Thpy  nae  the  nnchb'nnc  SherKoed  far  ibeir  (pan, 
TImr  enKWK  aud  fr«r  me fealiixi. — 
1  •••  yuu  Bade,     fray  iiuw.  be  careful 

t  am  DO  babbler  airi  yuu  need  nut  fear  me. 

>&  have  hem  known  loinlk  in  iheiralsap. 


Aw)  tall  Gil*  u 

1  Inn  betid  BO  nueh.    Iiuf. 


I  my  DTiih,  1  moatly 


Ttie  maniaga  of  a  friend,  oi 
How  much. 

Sir.  Ibree  balf^pinli  a  day  ii  renaonable  j 


No  painWd  miilm  for  your  prinle  brant 
You  keep  no  whore,  fit  I 

Whal  doea  ha  meon  I 

And  amomui  prauing  of  your  wonhip'*  breath 
In  roiiy  junciian  of  four  melting  bpi, 

behavior  ibowa  in  yt 


pardon  me  aome  feara 

have  now  iho  pledge  of  a  dear  filhcr'i  life. 

a  (on — would  fain  be  tboughi  a  loving  one. 

Day  allow  me  Hime  feaia:  do  ooi  deipiae  me. 
If.  in  a  poatuie  foreign  lo  ray  •piril. 
And  by  our  welUknli  friendihip  1  conjun  yon. 
Touch  not  Sir  Waller',  lifij.  (ATMdi 

You  Ko  ihe«  lean.     My  Cither  •  an  old  maa. 
Pray  lal  him  bva. 


Ah! 'no 
No  d.iu 


give  yi HI  leave. 
What  docB  tbia  madnian  mean  I 
rume.  air.  here  ta  no  lubierruga. 

(.out  Ittranng). 


wlf^rfenea 
at  you, 


J 


It 
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JOSN. 

I  bofw  JTM  hvra  iiMde  joor  wiU ; 

If  not,  *tii  no  gnat  natter. 

A  bidun  eavmlier  has  taldom  modi 

H*  can  baqneath:  an  old  worn  peruka, 

A  nuff  box  with  a  picture  of  Piinee  Rupert* 

A  nw^  eword  he'll  awear  waa  need  at  Naaebf, 

TiKmsh  it  ne'ar  eame  within  ten  nika  of  tha  pbee; 

And,  if  he  *a  rery  lidi, 

A  cheap  oditioa  of  the  Icoii  BamUke, 

la  BOBily  all  the  wealth  he  diea  povea'd  oC 

Ton  aay  few  prayeia,  I  ftnqr  ^— 

80  to  it  again. 

iT%ty Jightagam.   Loyel  it  HmrmA 

LOVBL. 

Ton  had  beat  now  tako  my  life.  I  gueai  you  mean  it 

JOHN  (flMitlW)* 

Il6>-Men  win  aay  I  fear'd  him.  if  I  kiU'd  him. 
lira  aiill,  and  be  a  traitor  in  thy  with. 
Bat  nerar  act  thy  thought,  being  a  eovi-ard 
That  Tongeanoe,  which  thy  eoul  ihall  nightly  ihiiat  ftr. 
And  thia  diigrace  I  *yb  done  you  cry  akmd  fat, 
MUhaTathe  will  without' the  power  to  execota.    . 

80  now  I  leave  you, 

FlealiiY  a  eweetiecttrity.   No  doubt 

Hf  tecret  ahall  iwnain  a  virgin  tor  you!-*  ^ 


LOTSL(rutf^ 
Far  once  you  are  mistaken  in  your  man. 
The  deed  yon  wot  of  shall  ibrthwith  be  done. 
A  bird  let  h»aa.  a  aeeret  out  of  hand, 
Batana  not  back.    Why,  dien 'tis  baby  poliey 
To  menace  him  who  hath  it  in  his  keepingi 
1  will  go  look  tor  Gray ; 

Then,  northward  ho !  such  tricks  as  we  shall  play 
Have  not  been  seen,  I  think,  in  merry  Sherwood, 
Since  the  days  of  Robin  liood  that  archer  good. 


ACT  IV. 

8CENB  I. 

An  Apartment  in  Woodvil  HaU, 

JOHN  WOODTIL  (O^OIK). 

A  weight  of  wine  lies  heavy  on  my  head. 

The  unconcocted  ibllies  of  U»t  night 

Now  all  those  jovial  fiuicies,  and  bright  hopes. 

Children  of  wine,  go  off  like  dreams. 

This  sick  verugo  here 

Preacheth  of  temperance,  no  sermon  better. 

These  black  thoughts,  and  dull  melancholy, 

That  stick  like  burs  to  the  brain,  will  they  ne'er 

leave  me? 
ttona  men  are  full  of  choler,  when  they  are  drunk; 
Some  brawl  of  matter  foreign  to  diemselvea ; 
And  some,  the  most  resolved  ibols  of  all. 
Have  told  their  dearest  secrets  in  their  cups. 


8CBNB  II. 

TheForetL 

Sia  Waltkk.  Simon,  Lovkl,  Grat. 


Nor 


QBAT. 

oonaidar  this  flub  ym 


fln;  wa 


LOVSL. 

are  aoiiy  we  cannot  retnm  your  FrmA 


Nor  OM  mnch  eaiwnony  widi  a  traliar. 

OEAT, 

TbaraAra,  without  ninoli  inJudfap  of 
wodi^  I  aiiMh  yo«.  Sir  WUlar  WaoMl,  af 
inAaKii«^ 


AndoflaUnf  pvt  fai  Aa  great  febalfiM 
our  hia  lawfiil  SovareigB.  Chariea  Aa  FiM 


John  has  batnqr'd  as,  iaihar. 


Oonab8r,yoa had  beat surreodarftiily.  Wei 
yaa,8ir. 

BmoN. 

Hang  ye,  villains,  jre  are  two  better  kaMiWB 
trusted.  I  have  aeen  those  &ces  before.  Am  ya  Ml 
two  beggarly  retainers,  trencher>parBBilei^  la  Mb! 
I  think  ye  rank  above  his  ftotmen.  A  aort  of  hid 
and  board  worms— -beasts  that  Infeat  oar  hHM| 
a  leprosy  that  long  has  hong  apon  ita  waBa  and 
princely  apartmenta,  loacfafaig  to  fill  aU  iha  mutm 
of  my  brother's  onoe  noble  haarL 

GEAT. 

We  are  hia  friends. 

ilMOH. 

Fie,  Sir,  do  not  weepu  How  iheaa  rogoaa  «B  Bi 
amph!  ShaUI  whip  off  dieirhaMk^Bdharf(r 

LOVBL. 

Cooie,  Sir,  although  this  show  handaoMi  in 
beiog  hia  son,  yet  the  law  must  have  iia 

SIMON. 

And  if  I  tell  you  the  law  shall  not  have  its 
cannot  ye  be  content  1  Courage,  &ther ;  shall 
things  as  these  apprehend  a  man  f  ^Vhich  of  ye  will 
venture  upon  me? — Will  you,  Mr.  Constable  sstf 
elect  ?  or  you,  Sir,  with  a  pimple  on  your  nose,  gst 
at  Oxford  by  hard  drinking,  your  only  badge  of  loy- 
alty f 

GRAY. 

Tis  a  brave  youth — I  cannot  strike  at  ha^ 

SIMON. 

Father,  why  do  you  cover  your  &ce  wilfc  jmi 
hands?  Why  do  you  fetch  your  breath  ao  hard  I  Sm 
villains,  his  heart  is  burst!  O  villainab  be  ennrt 
speak.  One  of  you  run  for  some  water:  qaickl[y»|« 
knaves ;  will  ye  have  your  throats  cut  f  [Tlsy  Isi 
tUnk  <f.]  How  is  it  with  you.  Sir  Waherf  LMk 
up.  Sir,  the  villains  are  gone.  He  hears  ma 
this  deep  disgrace  of  treachery  in  his  son  hath 
ed  him  even  to  the  death.  O  most  distuned  and  da* 
tempered  world,  where  sons  talk  their  aged  toAm 
into  their  graves !  Garrubus  and  discs 
still  empty,  rotten  and  hollow  taXking  world, 
good  men  decay,  states  turn  round  in  an  andlaw 
tability,  and  still  for  the  worse :  nothing  is  at  a  Mfi 
nothing  abides  but  vanity,  chaotic  vanil 
adieu! 


There  liea  the  parent  stock  which  gave  oa 
Which  I  will  see  consign'd  with  tears  to  earth. 
Leave  thou  the  solemn  funeral  rites  to  me. 
Grief  and  a  true  remorse  abide  with  thaa 

[Jtersni  Of  k4r 
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BCMWK  in. 
AMOlherpart  of  the  FortA 

MARGAEKT  (oZom). 

It  WW  an  error  merely,  and  no  crime. 

An  uiituipecting  openneee  in  youth. 

ThU  from  his  lipe  the  fatal  secret  drew. 

Which  should  have  slept  like  one  of  nature*!  myiteries, 

Unveil'd  by  any  man. 

Well,  he  iM  dewl ! 

And  what  should  Margaret  do  in  the  fereatf 

Oill-etarr'd  John! 

O  Wuodvil,  roan  enfeoffed  to  despair! 

Take  thy  forewell  of  peoce. 

O  nerer  look  again  to  see  good  days, 

Or  close  thy  lids  in  comfortable  nights. 

Or  ever  think  a  happy  thought  again. 

If  wliat  I  have  heard  be  true. — 

Forsaken  of  the  world  must  Woodvil  live. 

If  be  did  tell  these  men. 

No  tongue  must  speak  to  hiro.  no  tongue  of  man 

Salute  him.  when  he  wakes  up  in  a  morning; 

Or  bid  **  good  night"  to  John.     Who  seeks  to  live 

In  amity  with  thee,  must  for  thy  sake 

Abide  the  world's  reproach.     What  then  7 

Shall  Margaret  join  the  clomors  of  the  world. 

Against  her  friend  7  O  undisceming  world. 

That  cannot  from  misfortune  separate  guilt. 

No,  not  in  thought !  O  never,  never.  John. 

Prepared  to  share  the  fortunes  of  her  friend 

For  better  or  for  wort,  thy  Margaret  comes, 

To  pour  into  thy  wounds  a  healing  love. 

And  wake  the  memory  of  an  ancient  friendship. 

And  pardon  me,  thou  spirit  of  Sir  Wsller, 

Who.  in  compassion.lo  the  wretched  living. 

Have  but  lew  tears  to  waste  upon  the  dead. 


SCENE    IV. 

Woodvil  ISall 

SAXDPORn,  MAROARrr  {as  from  a  journey 

SA.VDPORD. 

The  violence  of  the  sudden  mischance  hath  so 
wrought  in  hiin,  who  by  nature  is  allied  to  rM>thing 
less  than  a  sclf-deboaing  humor  of  dojecticn.  that  I 
ka%'e  never  seen  anything  more  changed  and  spirit- 
broken.  He  hath,  with  a  (>oremptory  resolution,  dis- 
■ussed  the  partners  of  hi«  riots  and  late  hours,  denied 
his  hoose  aiMi  person  to  their  most  earnest  solicitings, 
and  will  be  seen  by  none.  Ho  keeps  ever  alone, 
and  his  grief  (which  is  solitar>')  does  not  so  much 
Mem  to  powsfss  and  go^'em  in  him,  as  it  is  by  him. 
with  a  wilfulness  of  roost  manifest  afiection,  enter- 
lained  and  cherished. 

MARGARKT. 

How  bears  he  np  against  the  common  mmorf 

SAMOrORD. 

With  a  strange  indiffcrpoce.  which  whosoever  dives 
not  into  the  niceness  of  his  sorrow  might  mistake  for 
uhdurnte  and  insensate.  Yet  are  the  wings  of  his 
pride  P»r  ever  dipt ;  and  yet  a  virtuous  predominance 
of  filial  rrief  is  so  ever  uppermost,  that  you  may  dis> 
cover  his  thoughts  less  tnmbled  with  conjecturing 
wHst  living  ofsnions  will  say.  and  judge  of  his  deeds, 
than  ahmrbed  and  buried  with  the  dead,  whom  his 
BidiacretJon  made  so. 


MAROARET. 

I  knew  a  greatness  ever  to  be  resident  in  him,  to 
which  the  admiring  eyes  of  men  should  look  up  evaa 
in  the  declining  and  bankrupt  state  of  his  pnd«. 
Fain  would  I  see  him.  fiiin  talk  with  him ;  but  that 
a  sense  of  respect,  which  is  violated,  when  without 
deliberation  we  press  into  the  society  of  the  unhappy, 
checks  and  holds  me  back.  How,  think  you,  ha 
would  bear  my  presence  f 

SANOPORIX 

Aa  of  an  assured  friend,  whom  in  the  forgetfulnoM 
of  his  fortunes  he  passed  by.  Sca  him  you  must;  but 
not  tO'nighL  The  newness  of  the  sight  shall  mora 
the  bitterest  compunction  and  the  truest  remorse;  but 
afVerwards,  trust  nie.  dear  lady,  the  happiest  efiects 
of  a  returning  peace,  and  a  gracious  oooifort,  to  hint 
to  you,  and  all  of  us. 

MARGARKT. 

I  think  he  u*ouId  not  deny  me.  He  hath  era  tkb 
received  fiirewell  letters  from  his  brother,  who  hath 
taken  a  resolution  to  estrange  himself,  for  a  time,  fiooi 
country,  friends,  and  kindred,  and  to  seek  occupalioo 
for  his  sad  thoughts  in  travelling  in  foreign  plaeai, 
where  sights  remote  and  extern  to  himself  may  draw 
from  him  kindly  and  not  painful  ruminations. 

lANOFORO. 

I  was  present  at  the  receipt  of  the  letter.  Tte  eon- 
tents  seemed  to  affect  him,  for  a  moment,  with  a 
more  lively  passion  of  grief  than  he  has  at  any  time 
outwardly  shown.  He  i^-ept  with  many  tears  (which 
I  had  not  before  noted  in  him),  and  appeared  to  b# 
touched  with  a  sense  of  some  unkindness ;  but  the 
cause  of  their  sad  separation  and  divoroo  quickly  re- 
curring, he  presently  relumed  to  hia  former  inwaid- 
ness  of  suffering. 

MARGARKT. 

The  reproach  of  his  brother's  presence  at  this  bout 
should  have  been  a  weight  more  than  could  be  siik 
tained  by  his  already  oppressed  and  sinking  spirit.—- 
Meditating  upon  these  intricate  and  wkle-spread 
Borrou-s.  hath  brought  a  heaviness  upon  me,  aa  of 
sleeps     How  goes  the  night  f 

SANDPoaa 
An  hour  post  sun-«eL  You  shall  first  refresh  your 
limbs  (tired  with  travel)  with  meats  and  some  cordial 
\%inc,  and  then  betake  your  no  less  wearied  mind  to 
repose. 

MARGARKT. 

A  good  rest  to  us  all. 


BAXOPORIX 


Thanks,  lady. 


ACT  V. 


•CENK  I. 


John  Woodvil  (Jressu^ 

JOHN. 

How  beautiful,  {Handling  kit 

And  comely  do  these  mourning  garments  show ! 

Sure  Grief  hath  set  his  sacred  impress  here 

To  claim  the  world's  respect !  they  note  so  foebngir 

By  outward  tyiws  the  serious  man  ^idiin.^— 

Alas!  what  part  or  portion  ran  I  claim 

In  all  the  decencies  of  virtuous  sunuw, 
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Whieh  odier  ncmmen  wef  ti,  tmmtHy, 

■ndi  black  asttre,  abiumctkm  from  lociatf, . 

Ooud  thougliti,  and  freqaent  iighi,andaeldoiBHiiil«, 

A  dcaviiig  ladnwi  nadTa  to  the  biow, 

AR  awoet  oondolementi  of  liko^eTod  fiioidi^ 

(Hiat  itaal  away  tiw  mdm  of  low  alinoat). 

Mm**  pitf,  and  good  oflkei 

"VHiidi  eiieiiiiet  thenoeWet  do  ftr  m  then, 

Puttmg  their  hostile  dispoiition  oO; 

Aa  we  pat  off  our  high  tfaonghta  and  proud  hioka. 

l%eM  pfetnm  'mast  be  taken  down: 
The  portraitiirea  of  our  mort  ancieni  fiunilf 
T^idgh  three  hondM  yean!  HowhaTo  I  HMe&'d, 
Td  hear  Sb  Walter,  wim  an  old  man*!  piide^ 
Hbkfing  me  in  hii  anm,  a  prating  boy. 
And  poiniing  to  the  pictures  whMv  Ai&f  hmig; 
Bapear  hf*€oiine  their  worthy  hietoriee, 
(A»  H4|h  de  Widville,  Walter,  fiial  of  the  iMma. 
AodAoiM  the  haiMbome.  Stephen,  and  iknioiii  John: 
TiOiiig  ine  I  miMt  be  his  fiunoos  John). 
BM  that  wa$  fai  old  times. 
noWt  BO  Mm 

MHt  I  fioir  proad  ii|te  our  boose's  pridei. 
I  nihar,  L  by  ^bsbI  unheard-of  crimes. 
Have  baokwaid  tainied  all  their  noble  blood, 
BaMd  out  liia  miiissi  of  an  ancient  &mily» 
And  ^nila  rafaiaad  Vim  honon  of  oar  hoosa. 
Who  now  siMdl  iH  and  tdl  OS  anecdotes  I 
Tfca  aaawt  MiHty  of  his  own  times^ 
.  A«d  MdoM  of  llM'wwld  when  he  waa  yoong  I 
Bnr  Iqglnid  ilapt  o«t  tfarae«nd-twonl^  y«ai% 
WhOa  Gair  and  Vnilan  cnUd  die  baby  khift 
•Ika  eosdyteobi  oif  the  pedant's  reign, 
Adb,  ftasdngij  hontings,  shows  in  alkgory. 
And  Beauties  of  the  court  of  James  the  First 

Makoaret  eaters. 

jOHPr. 
Comes  Margaret  here  to  wimess  my  disgrace  f 
O,  lady,  I  have  suffered  loss. 
And  diminution  of  my  bonor*s  brightness. 
You  bring  some  images  of  old  times,  Margaret, 
That  should  be  now  forgotten. 

MARGARET. 

Old  times  should  never  be  forgotten,  John. 
I  came  to  talk  about  them  with  my  friend. 

JOHN. 

I  did  refuse  you,  Margaret,  in  my  pnde, 

MARGARET. 

ff  John  rejected  Margaret  in  his  pride, 
(As  who  does  not,  being  splenetic,  refuse 
Sometimes  old  playfellows),  the  spleen  t>eing  gone. 
The  oflence  no  longer  lives. 

0  Woodvil,  those  were  happy  days. 
When  we  tn-o  firet  began  to  love.     When  firrt. 
Under  pretence  of  visiting  ray  father, 
(Being  then  a  stripling,  nigh  upon  my  age). 
You  came  a  wooing  to  his  daughter,  John. 
Do  you  remember, 

Wth  what  a  coy  reserve  and  seldom  speech 
( Vonng  maidem  must  be  chary  of  their  speech), 

1  kept  the  honors  of  niy  maiden  pride  7 
J  1^'as  your  favorite  then. 


O  MarKaret,  Margaret  I 


JOHN 


These  yoor  anbaussiDnB  la  My  \om  cslaia, 
And  cleavings  to  the  fates  of  sonkan  WoodviU 
Write  bitter  things  'gainst  my  onworthinesa. 
Thou  peiftct  patten  of  diy  slander*d  aei. 
Whom  miaeriea  of  mine  oould  never  alieDala!^ 
Nor  change  of  ftrtnne  shake;  whom  ifyorias. 
And  slights  (the  wont  of  ifljoriea)  which  movad 
Thy  nature  to  ratun  Booni  with  lika  aeom. 
Than  when  3roa  left  in  virtoous  pride  diia  houait 
Goold  noc  so  separate,  bat  now  in  this 
My  day  of  shame,  when  all  dia  worid  fini^a  m 
Toa  only  visit  ma,  love,  and  fiwgiva  ma^ 

MAaaARXT. 

Dost  yet  remember  the  green  arbor,  John, 
In  die  sooth  gardens  of  my  fiuhai^a  hooaa^ 
Where  we  have  seen  the  soaner  aan  fo  Aomu, 
Eichanging  trne-love's  vows  witboat  reaminlf 
And  that  M  wood,  you  call*d  yoor 
And  vow*d  in  sport  to  boiU  a  cfaapal  in  i^ 
There  dwell 

"  Like  hermit  poor 

In  pensive  plate  obacm,** 

And  tsll  yoor  Ave  Maries  fay  die  ^eorb 
(Dropping  like  golden  beads)  on  Maigainlli 
And  make  conftsskm  aaven  times  a  diajr 
Of  every  thought  dif  t  stray*d  from  lova  and 
And  I  yoor  saint  the  penance  sboold 
Believe  me.  sir,  I  will  not  now  be  laid 
Aaide,  like  an  old 


iOBM. 

0  lady,  poor  and  alyeot  are  my  thooi^li. 
My  pride  is  cared,  my  hopes  are  nndar 

1  have  no  part  in  any  good  man'a  Um, 
In  all  eanl^'s  pleesures  portioo  )iava  I 
I  ftde  and  wither  in  my  own  esteem. 
This  earth  holds  not  alive  so  poor  a  thing  aa  I  asa 
I  was  not  always  thus. 

MARGARET. 

Thou  noble  nature. 

Which  lion-like  didst  awe  the  inferior 

Now  trampled  on  by  beasts  of  basest  qoality. 

My  dear  heart's  lord,  life's  pride,  soul-bonor'd  Jbka 

Upon  her  knees  (regard  her  poor  request) 

Your  &vorite,  once-beloved  Margaret,  Irnnals 

JOHN. 

What  wouldst  thou,  lady,  ever-hooor'd  liupNlf 


MARGARET. 

That  John  would  think  more  nobly  of  hh 

More  worthily  of  high  heaven ; 

And  not  for  one  misfortune,  child  of 

No  crime,  but  unforeseen,  and  sent  to 

The  less  oflence  with  image  of  the 

Thereby  to  work  the  soul's  ht;mility, 

(Which  end  hath  happily  not  been  fnntiate  qan) 

O  not  for  one  oflfence  mistrust  heaven's  mercy. 

Nor  quit  thy  hope  of  happy  da}'s  to  coro^— 

John  yet  has  many  liappy  days  to  live ; 

To  live  and  make  atonement 

JOHN. 

fiieellent  lady, 

Whose  suit  hath  drawn  this  wiOness  frtmi  ssy  c^ 
Not  the  world's  scorn,  nor  falling  off  of  fricixli 
Could  ever  do.     Will  you' go  with  me,  Maigsifil 

MARGARET  (rWN^ 

Go  whither,  John  f 
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JOHN. 

Go  in  with  me. 

And  pny  lor  the  peace  of  our  inquiet  mindi  f 

MAEGAUn*. 

That  I  will,  John^  lEammL 


8CKNB  II. 

Am  vmer  ApartmmL 

JoHK  it  HaDcmni  kMtUng. — ^Maboarbt  timiding 

ovet  hiMm 

JOHN  (rifei). 
I  eumot  bear 
To  eee  yoa  watte  that  jrouth  and  excellent  beauty 
(Tia  now  the  golden  time  of  the  day  with  yoo), 
In  tending  tuch  a  broken  wretch  aa  I  am. 

MARGARET. 

John  win  break  Margaret't  heart,  if  he  tpeak  to. 

0  air.  tir,  tir,  yoa  are  too  melancholy. 

And  I  mutt  call  it  caprice.   I  am  somewhat  bold 
Perhapa  in  this.  But  you  are  now  my  patient, 
(Tou  know  you  gave  me  leave  to  call  you  to). 
And  I  mutt  chide  theae  peatilent  humon  from  yoa. 

JOHN. 

They  are  gone. — 

Maik.  lore,  how  cheerfully  I  tpeak ! 

1  can  aaule  too,  and  I  alroott  begin 

To  understand  what  kind  of  creature  Hope  it. 

MARGARET. 

Now  thit  it  better,  thia  mirth  becomca  yoa  John. 

JOHN. 

Tel  tell  me,  if  I  over.act  ray  mirth, 

(Baing  but  a  novice,  I  may  lall  into  that  error) : 

That  were  a  tad  indecency,  you  know. 

MARGARET. 

Nay,  never  fear. 

I  will  be  miatrei«  of  your  humors. 

And  you  thall  fruwn  or  imiie  by  the  book. 

And  herein  I  thall  he  rocwt  peremptory. 

Cry,  **  thit  shows  well,  but  ihnt  inclines  to  levity, 

Thit  frown  has  too  much  of  the  Wtwdvil  in  it. 

But  that  fine  sunshine  has  redecm'd  it  quite.** 

JOHN. 

How  sweetly  Margaret  robs  roe  of  myself! 

MARGARET. 

*fo  ghre  you  in  your  stead  a  better  self! 

8nch  aa  jrou  were,  when  these  eyes  first  beheld 

Too  mounted  on  your  sprightly  ste6d.  White  Margery, 

fir  Rowland  my  father's  gift. 

And  all  my  maidens  gave  my  heart  for  loat 

I  waa  a  young  thing  then,  being  newly  come 

HooM  from  my  convent  education,  where 

Seven  years  I  had  wasted  in  the  botom  of  Franee  t 

Returning  home  true  Protestant,  you  call'd  me 

Your  Uttle  heretic  nun.   How  timid-baahful 

Did  John  salute  his  love,  being  newly  teen. 

Sr  Rowland  lerra'd  it  a  rare  mudetty, 

Aiid  praised  it  in  a  youth. 

JOHN. 

Now  Margaret  weepa  herself.   [AnouetfheOMkmrd. 

MARGARET. 

Hark  the  belk  John. 

/•JHN. 

TImmo  are  the  church-belk  of  St  Mary  Ottery. 
51  3X3 


MAROARKTb 

I  know  it. 

JOHN. 

St  Mary  Ottery,  my  native  village 
In  the  aweet  thire  of  Devon. 
Tliote  are  the  belk. 

MARGARET. 

Wilt  go  to  church,  John  ? 

JOHN. 

I  have  been  there  already. 

MARGARET. 

How  cantt  tay  thou  hatt  been  there  alre^yf 
The  bellt  are  only  now  ringing  for  morning 
and  hatt  thou  been  at  church  already  f 

JOHN. 

I  left  my  bed  betimet,  I  could  not  tieep. 
And  when  I  rose,  I  look'd  (at  my  cuttom  ii) 
From  my  chamber«window,  where  I  can  aee 

rite; 
And  the  first  oliyect  I  dtscem'd 
Wat  the  glittering  spire  of  St  Maty  Oltaij. 

MARGARET. 

Well,  John. 

JOHN. 

Then  I  remembcr*d  *t  waa  the  MbbaUi-ida^. 
Immediately  a  wish  aroae  in  my  mind. 
To  go  to  church  and  pray  with  Chritlian  peopli. 
And  then  I  check*d  myaelC  and  aaid  to  nyaelC 
*«  Thou  hatt  been  a  heathen,  John,  theae  two  ^ 
(Not  having  been  at  church  in  all  that  tinie)b 
And  It  it  fit,  that  now  for  the  fiiit  time 
Thou  thouldst  oflend  the  eyea  of  Chriatian  peoffto 
With  a  murderer's  pretence  in  the  houae  of  pnyerf 
Thou  wouldst  but  ditoompoae  their  piooa  thonghli. 
And  do  thyself  no  good :  for  how  coaUat  tboa  pny 
With  unwash'd  hands,  and  lipa  unaaed  totbeoflfeeaf ' 
And  then  I  at  my  own  presumption  tmiled ; 
And  then  I  wept  that  I  should  smile  at  all. 
Having  such  cause  of  grief!    I  wepC  outright  t 
Tears  like  a  river  flooded  all  my  foice. 
And  I  began  to  pray,  and  found  I  could  pray; 
And  still  1  jream'd  to  say  my  prayeta  in  the  dumb. 
"  DoubtlcMs  (said  I)  one  might  find  comfbrt  in  it** 
So  stealing  down  the  stairs,  like  one  that  foar'd  dn 

tcction. 
Or  was  about  to  act  unlawful  butinett 
At  that  dead  time  of  dawn, 
I  flew  to  the  church,  and  found  the  doom 
(Whether  by  negligence  I  knew  not, 
Or  some  peculiar  grace  to  me  vouchsafed. 
For  all  things  felt  like  ra>'ster>'). 

MARGARET. 

Tea. 

JOHN. 

So  entering  in,  not  without  fear. 

I  post  into  the  family-pew. 

And  covering  up  my  eyes  for  thame. 

And  deep  perception  of  unworthineti. 

Upon  the  little  hassock  knelt  me  down. 

Where  I  so  oft  had  kneel'd, 

A  docile  infant  by  Sir  Walter's  aide : 

And,  thinking  so,  I  wept  a  second  6ood 

More  poignant  than  the  first; 

But  afterwards  was  greatly  comforted. 

It  seem'd,  the  guilt  of  blood  was 

Even  in  the  act  and  agony  of  tears. 

And  all  my  siot  fbrgi%eu. 
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A  DRAMATIC  SKETCH  OP  THE  SEVENTEENTH  CENTURY. 


CHARACrER& 


m  fli  itaiZjf  ^  8u  Fbamoii  Fabiobs. 

SnUkMOBB* 


■BftVAMT. 

OMBMimiiier  night,  Sr  Fmnm  ai  il  cJianctd, 

Wm  Jpudaag  to  Mid  fio  in  die  ftwiue 

1\mt  waitwud  fianti  oar  hoaw, 

Anonf  *HoM  agtd  odn^  Mid  to  haTO  been  planted 

Three  hundred  yean  ago 

Bjf  a  neighboring  prior  of  the  Fairibrd  nanMi 

Beii«  o'ertedi'd  in  thought,  be  heeded  noc 

The  fanpoitDntte  anitof  one  who  Hood  by  the  gate, 

And  baggad  an  almi. 

flooM  «y  he  ahored  her  mdely  fiom  die  gate 

IVMiaqgiy  abiding;  hot  I  can  never  think 

(Ovr  maiterii  nature  hadi  a  aweetneei  in  It) 

Tlatbeeoald  oae  a  woman,  an  old  woaaan, 

WiA  aoeh  diaoonrtaqr:  bat  he  relbaed  hai^- 

And  belter  had  be  mel  a  lion  in  ha  padk 

Thuk  diet  old  woman  diet  night ; 

For  die  waa  one  who  praetlmd  die  Uaek  arti^ 

And  aerred  die  devil,  being  nice  bomt  ftr  witehendt 

flha  look*d  at  him  aa  one  that  meent  to  bleat  bin. 

And  widi  a  filgfatftl  noiw 

CTwaa  partly  like  a  woman'b  voice. 

And  paidy  like  die  hiMng  of  a  anake), 

flhe  notiiing  mid  but  thli : — 

iSir  Frandi  told  the  woitis) 

A  wtuAieft  mUrhirf,  mitckief. 

And  a  tdne4imt§-ianing  atrte. 
By  day  and  by  night,  to  the  caitiff  wigki. 
Who  akakes  tie  poor  like  snakee/rom  kig  doer. 

And  akuU  t^  the  womb  cf  kiapirm. 

And  atill  the  cried 

A  mieckie/. 
And  a  mne-fold  unikering  atrte : 
Fcr  that  tkaU  come  to  thee  that  wiB  undo  thee. 
Both  all  that  thou/eareel  and  woree. 


So  aaying,  die  departed, 

Leaving  Sr  Franda  like  a  man,  beneadi 

Whoae  leec  a  eoafibUUng  WH  anddcnly  ABim; 
So  he  deecribed  it 


anuNQSB. 
AtemUecone!  Whatfi»Uowedt 

aEBVAirr.' 
Noduqg  immediate,  bat  iobm  two  mentfa  after 
Yoang  Philip  Fairftrd  aoddeoly  ftU  mek. 
And  none  ooald  tell  what  ailed  him;  Ar  be  1m 
And  pined,  and  pined,  till  all  hie  hair  Ml  «C 
And  he  diet  waa  lolldeah'd,  became  at  dn 
Aa  a  two4noodie*  babe  that  bee  been  etarvad  b  ibi 

nnrnng. 
Andaorel  thhik 

He  bore  hie  death*woaid  like  a  Hide  eUld; 
With  aoch  rare  eweetnem  of  dumb  mrlanrhnly 
He  etrove  to  dolhe  hie  egooy  in  emilei^ 
Which  he  would  fcioe  up  in  hii  poor  pale 
like  ill-timed  gueeii  that  had  no  pnpar 

there; 
And,  when  they  edi'd  htm  hie  complaint,  be 
Hie  bend  upon  hii  heert,  to  ehow  the  plMa 

Where  Somn  came  to  htm  a4iigfal%  he  aaid. 
And  priek'd  him  widi  a  pin^— 
And  dmreupon  Sb  Fkoncm  call'd  to 
Tte  beggar-witch  diat  itood  by  the 
And  begged  an  alma.    , 

STRANGia. 

But  did  the  witch  oonfem  f 

8KRTANT. 

All  thii  and  more  at  her  death. 

aTKAJfOKa. 
I  do  not  love  to  credit  talee  of  magic 
Heaven's  munc,  which  ia  Order, 
And  this  brave  world 
(The  mystery  of  God)  unbeautified, 
Diaorder'd.  marr*d,  where  such  strange  tbiiy 
acted. 


JKtoteUanrottis  ^otmtt. 


HESTER 

Wmif  «naideiis  such  as  Hester  die. 
Their  place  ye  may  not  well  supply. 
Though  ye  among  a  thousand  try, 
With  vain  endeavor. 

A  month  or  more  hath  she  been  dead. 
Yet  cannot  I  by  force  be  led 
To  think  upon  the  wormy  bed 
And  her  together. 


A  springy  motion  in  her  gait, 
A  rising  step,  did  indicate 
Of  pride  and  joy  no  common  rate. 
That  flush'd  her  spirit. 


I  know  not  by  what  name  beeide 
I  shell  it  call.' — if  'twiss  not 
It  was  a  joy  to  that  allied. 
She  did  inheiiL 
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Her  purentt  held  the  Queker  rale. 
Which  doth  the  human  leeling  ood. 
Bat  the  wBfl  trein'd  in  Nature  ■  achool. 
Nature  had  bleat  her. 

A  waking  eye,  a  prying  mind, 
A  heart  that  ttin,  is  hard  to  bind, 
A  hawk's  keen  tight  ye  cannot  blind. 
Ye  could  not  Heeler. 

My  sprightly  neighbor,  gone  belbre 
To  that  unknown  and  silent  shore, 
Shall  we  not  meet,  as  heretofore. 
Some  summer  morning. 

When  fiotn  thy  cheerful  eyes  a  ray 
Hath  struck  a  bliss  upon  the  day, 
A  bliss  that  would  not  go  away, 
A  sweet  forewarning  7 


TO  CHARLES  LLOYD, 
AN  UNEXPECTED  VISITOR. 

Alone,  obscure,  without  a  friend, 

A  cheerless,  solitary  thing, 
%Vhy  seeks  my  Lloyd  the  stranger  outf 

What  ofiering  can  the  stranger  bring 

Of  social  scenes,  home-bred  delights. 
That  him  in  aught  compensate  may 

For  Slowey's  pleasant  winter  nights. 
For  loves  and  friendships  fu  away  f 

In  brief  oUivion  to  forego 

Friends,  such  as  thine,  so  justly  dear. 
And  be  awhile  with  roe  content 

To  stay,  a  kindly  loiterer,  here : 

For  diis  a  gleam  of  random  joy 

Hath  flush'd  my  unaccustom'd  cheek ; 

And,  with  an  o'crcharged  bursting  heart, 
I  feel  the  thanks  I  cannot  speak. 

Oh !  sweet  are  all  the  Muses'  lays, 
And  sweet  the  charm  of  matin  bird ; 

*Twfts  long  since  these  estrans^ed  ears 
The  sweeter  voice  of  friend  had  heard. 

The  voice  hath  spoke :  the  pleasant  sounda 

In  memory's  ear  in  afler-time 
Shall  live,  to  sometimes  rouse  a  tear. 

And  sometimes  prompt  an  honest  rhyme. 

For,  when  the  transient  charm  is  fled. 
And  when  the  little  week  is  o'er, 

To  cheerless,  friendless,  solitude 
When  I  return,  as  heretofore. 

Long,  long,  within  ray  aching  heart 
The  grateful  sen»o  shall  cherish'd  be ; 

1 11  think  less  meanly  of  myself^ 
That  Lloyd  will  sometimes  think  on  mo. 


THE  THREE  FRIENDS. 

Theu  young  maids  in  friondship  met ; 
Maiy,  Martha.  Margaret 


Margaret  was  tall  and  fair, 

Martha  shorter  by  a  hair ; 

If  the  first  excell'd  in  feature. 

The  other's  grace  and  ease  were  greatar; 

Mary,  though  to  rival  loth. 

In  her  beat  gifls  equall'd  both. 

They  a  due  proportion  kept ; 

Martha  moum'd  if  Margaret  wept; 

Bfargaret  joy'd  when  any  good 

She  of  Martha  imderstood ; 

And  in  sympathy  for  either 

Mary  was  outdone  by  neither. 

Thus  &r,  for  a  happy  space. 

All  three  ran  an  even  race, 

A  most  constant  friendship  proving 

Equally  beloved  and  loving; 

All  their  wishes,  joys,  the  same ; 

Sisters  only  not  in  name. 

Fortime  upon  each  one  smiled. 
As  upon  a  fav'rite  child ; 
Well  to  do  and  well  to  see 
Were  the  parents  of  all  three ; 
Til  on  Martha's  father 
Brought  a  flood  of  worldly 
And  his  fortunes  rich  and  great 
Changed  at  once  to  k>w  estate ; 
Under  which  o'erwhelming  blow 
Martha's  mother  was  laid  k>w ; 
She,  a  hapless  orphan  left. 
Of  maternal  care  berefl. 
Trouble  fblbwing  trouble  fivt. 
Lay  in  a  sick  bed  at  last 

In  the  depth  of  her  affliction 
Martha  now  received  conviction. 
That  a  true  and  fiiithful  friend 
Can  the  surest  comfort  lend. 
Night  and  day,  with  friendship  tried. 
Ever  constant  by  her  side 
Was  her  gentle  Mary  found, 
With  a  love  that  knew  no  bound ; 
And  the  solace  she  imparted 
Saved  her  dying  broken-hearted. 

In  this  scene  of  earthly  things 
Not  one  good  tmmiied  springs 
That  which  had  to  Martha  proved 
A  sweet  consolation,  moved 
Different  feelings  of  regret 
In  the  mind  of  Margaret. 
She,  whose  love  was  not  less  dear. 
Nor  aflection  less  sincere 
To  her  friend,  was,  by  occasion 
Of  more  distant  habitation. 
Fewer  visits  forced  to  psy  her. 
When  no  other  cause  did  stay  her ; 
And  her  Mary  Uving  nearer, 
Margaret  began  to  fear  her. 
Lest  her  visits  day  by  day 
Martha's  heart  should  steal  away. 
That  whole  heart  she  ill  oouM  spare  hn 
Where  till  now  she  'd  been  a  sharer. 
From  this  cause  with  grief  she  pined. 
Till  at  length  her  health  declined. 
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AXL  her  cheerful  tpuiiB  flew, 
FMt  ae  Martha  gathered  new ; 
And  her  lickneai  waxed  tore, 
iort  when  Marthft  felt  no  won, 

Mary,  who  had  quick  ■Mpicion 
or  her  altered  fiiend!i  oondltkn. 
Seeing  Martha*!  convaleaoenoe 
LeM  demanded  now  he^  prgaeneib 
With  a  goodneaa,  hmlt  on  reanii. 
Changed  her  meaanrea  with  the 
Tnni'd  her  ttepa  firom  Marthft'b  door* 
Went  where ahe  waa  wanted  mora; 
All  her  care  and  thoog^tt  weiv  aaC 
Now  lo  lend  on  fiifaugarrt. 
Marf,  living  'twizt  the  two^ 
From  her  home  ooold  oA'ner  go^ 
Either  of  her  ftienda  to  aeot 
Than  they  ooold  together  be. 

TVnth  ezpIainM  ia  to  aaapicioo 
ETermore  the  boat  phyaieian. 
Soon  her  vinta  had  the  efieet; 
All  that  Margaret  did  aoapect,  « 

From  her  ftney  Taniah'd  clean ; 
She  waa  aoon  whet  die  had  heen^ 
And  the  color  ahe  did  lack 
To  her  faded  cheek  csme  back. 
Woonda  which  love  had  mode  bar  fta!* 
Love  alone  had  power  to  heaL 

Martha,  iHm  die  fraqoent  virit 
Ndwhadkat.  and  aore  did  ndm  iw 
With  impatience  waxed  croaa, 
Coonted  Bffargaret's  gain  her  hw : 
All  that  Mary  did  confer 
On  her  friend,  thought  due  to  her. 
In  her  girlish  bosom  riae 
Little  foolish  jealousies. 
Which  unto  such  rancor  wrought, 
She  one  day  for  Margaret  sought ; 
Finding  her  by  chance  alone. 
She  began  with  reasons  shev^n, 
To  insinuate  a  fear 
Whetlicr  Mary  was  smcere ; 
Wtsh'd  that  Margaret  would  take  heed 
Whence  her  actions  did  proceed. 
For  herMlf.  she  *d  long  been  minded 
Not  with  outsidos  to  be  blinded ; 
All  that  pity  and  compassion, 
Bhti  believed,  was  aflectation ; 
In  her  heart  she  doubted  whether 
Mary  cared  a  pin  for  either. 
She  could  keep  whole  weeks  at  diattnoe^ 
And  not  know  of  their  existence. 
While  all  things  remain*d  the  same ; 
But,  when  some  misfortune  oame. 
Then  she  made  a  great  parade 
Of  her  sympathy  and  aid^ — 
Not  that  she  did  really  grieve 
It  was  only  make-bditwif 
And  she  cared  for  nothing,  ao 
She  might  her  fine  feelings  ahow, 
AfKl  get  credit,  on  her  part 
For  a  aoA  and  tender  heart. 


With  anch  apeechea.  amoodily 
Shielbaid  methoda  to  penond* 
Bfargarai  (who,  beinf  aora 
From  the  doubn  she'd  Mt  befti«, 
Waa  prepared  for  miatruat) 
To  believe  her  reosona  jam  i 
Quito  deatrpy'd  that  comfert  glad 
Which  In  Mary  lato  dto  hod ; 
Blade  her,  in  experienee'  apilia^ 
Think  her  fiiend  a  hypocrite. 
And  resolve,  with  cruel  aeoflC 
To  renounce  and  cast  her  ofil 

See  how  good  tnma  are  rewnid«d . 
She  of  both  ia  now  diacaided. 
Who  to  both  had  been  so  lato 
Their  aupport  in  low  eoiate. 
All  their  comfiwt,  and  their  stay— 
Now  of  both  ia  cast  away. 
Bat  the  league  her  presence  cfaer^'d» 
Loaing  ita  best  prop,  aoon  periak'd ; 
She,  that  waa  a  link  to  either,     ' 
To  keep  them  and  it  together. 
Being  gone,  the  two  (no  wondei) 
That  were  left,  aoon  lell  aaalld«r^— 
Some  dvilitiea  were  IwpC, 
But  die  heart  of  fiiendahip  akfil^ 
Love  with  holkm  Anna  waa  id. 
But  the  life  of  bve  lay  dead  : 
A  cold  jnteroomae  they  heU, 
After  Mary  waa  expell'd. 

Two  kxig  yean  did  interveito 
Smoe  they  *d  either  of  them  aaan. 
Or,  by  letter,  any  word 
Of  their  old  companion  heard, — 
When,  upon  a  day,  once  walking. 
Of  indiflerent  matters  talking. 
They  a  female  figure  met ; — 
Martha  said  to  Margaret, 
**  That  young  maid  in  face  does  cany 
A  resemblance  strong  of  Mary.** 
Margaret,  at  nearer  sight, 
Own'd  her  observation  right ; 
But  they  did  not  fiir  proceed 
Ere  they  knew  *t  waa  she  indeed. 
She^but,  ah !  how  changed  they  view  hm 
From  that  peraon  which  they  knew  her! 
Her  fine  face  disease  had  scarr'd. 
And  its  matchless  beauty  marr*d  >— 
But  enough  was  left  to  trace 
Mary*s  sweetness — Mary's  grace. 
When  her  eye  did  first  behold  ihea\ 
How  they  blush'd ! — ^but,  when  she  told 
How  on  a  sick  bed  slie  lay 
Months,  while  they  had  kept  away. 
And  had  no  inquiries  made 
If  she  were  alive  or  dead ; — 
How,  for  want  of  a  true  friend. 
She  was  brought  near  to  her  end. 
And  was  like  so  to  have  died. 
With  no  friend  at  her  bed<side  ^— 
How  the  constant  irritotion. 
Caused  by  fruitless  expectation 
Of  their  coming,  had  extended 
HieiUneaSfWhenahe  might  have  wmadai 
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Tfun*  O  then,  how  did  reflectioii 
Come  on  ihem  wiih  recollection! 
All  that  she  had  done  iur  them^ 
How  it  did  their  fault  condemuT 

But  Bweet  Mary,  still  the  same. 
Kindly  eased  them  of  their  shame ; 
Spoke  to  them  with  accents  bland. 
Took  them  friendly  by  the  hand  ; 
Bound  them  both  with  promise  ftst, 
Not  to  speak  of  troubles  past ; 
Made  them  on  the  spot  declare 
A  new  league  of  friendship  there; 
Which,  without  a  word  of  strifi^ 
Lasted  thenceforth  long  as  lifo. 
Martha  now  and  Margaret 
Strove  who  most  should  pay  the  debt 
Which  they  owed  her,  nor  did  vary 
£ver  after  ixum  their  Mary. 


TO  A  RIVER  IN  WHICH  A  CHILD  WAS 

DROWNED. 

Smiung  river,  smiling  river. 

On  thy  bosom  sunbeams  play ; 
Though  they  're  fleeting,  and  retreating. 

Thou  hast  more  deceit  than  they. 

In  thy  channel,  in  thy  channel. 

Choked  with  ooze  and  gravUly  ttonea. 
Deep  immerMd,  and  unhearsed, 

LiM  young  Edward's  corse :  his  bones 

Ever  whitening,  over  whitening. 

As  thy  w.aves  against  them  dash; 
What  thy  torrent  in  the  current, 

Swallow'd,  now  it  helps  to  wash. 


As  if  senseless,  as  if  sensed 
Things  had  feeling  in  this  case ; 

What  so  blindly  and  unkindly. 
It  destroyed,  it  now  does  grace. 


THE  OLD  FAAHUAR  FACEa 

I  HAVE  had  playmates,  I  have  had  companions. 
In  my  days  of  chiUlhootl.  in  my  joyful  scbooi-dajrs. 
All,  all  are  gone,  the  old  familiar  (acca. 

I  have  Itcen  lauc:liin?,  I  have  been  carooaing. 
Drinking  late,  sitting  late,  with  my  boeom  cronies. 
All,  all  are  gone,  the  old  familiar  faces. 

I  loved  a  love  onco,  fairest  among  vromen , 
Closed  are  her  doors  on  me,  I  must  not  see  her— 
All.  al'  are  gone,  the  old  familiar  fiicea. 

I  have  a  friend,  a  kinder  friend  has  no  man ; 
Like  an  ini;rate.  I  \e(i  my  fricnid  abruptly ; 
LeA  him,  to  muse  on  the  old  familiar  faces. 

Ghost>like  I  paced  round  the  haunts  of  my  childhood. 
Earth  seemM  a  detiert  I  was  bound  to  traverse, 
Seeking  to  find  the  old  familiar  fiices. 

Friend  of  my  bosom,  thou  more  than  a  brother. 
Why  wert  not  thou  bom  in  my  father's  dwelling? 
So  ntKht  we  talk  of  the  old  fiuniliar 


How  some  they  have  died,  and  some  they  have  left  i 
And  some  are  taken  from  me ;  all  are  departed ; 
All,  all  are  gone,  the  old  familiar  fiujca. 


HELEN. 


HiaH-BORN  Helen,  round  your  dwelling 
These  twenty  years  I've  paced  in  vrn* 

Haughty  beauty,  thy  lover's  duty 
Hath  been  to  glory  in  his  pain. 

High-bom  Helen,  proudly  telling 

Stories  of  thy  cold  disdain ; 
I  starve,  I  die,  now  you  comfrfy. 

And  I  no  longer  can  oomjp^ain. 

These  twenty  years  I've  lived  on  tears, 
Dwelling  for  ever  on  a  frown ; 

On  sighs  I  've  fed,  your  soom  my  bread; 
I  perish  now,  you  kind  are  grown. 

Can  I,  who  loved  my  beloved 

But  for  the  scorn  **  was  in  her  eye," 

Can  I  be  moved  for  my  beloved, 

When  she  "  returns  me  sigh  for  aigh  f  ** 

In  stately  pride,  by  my  bed-side. 
High-bora  Helen's  portrait's  hni^; 

Deaf  to  my  praise,  my  moumful  lays 
Are  nightly  to  the  portrait  sung. 

To  that  I  weep,  nor  ever  sleep. 
Complaining  all  night  long  to  her— • 

Hden^  groum  oU .  no  longer  cold. 
Said,  "  you  to  all  men  I  prefer." 


A  VISION  OF  REPENTANCE. 

I  SAW  a  famous  fountain,  in  my  dream. 
Where  shady  pathways  to  a  valley  led ; 

A  weeping  willow  lay  upon  that  stream. 

And  all  around  the  fountain  brink  were  spread 

Wide  branching  trees,  with  dark-green  leaf  rich  dad 

Forming  a  doubtful  twilight— desolate  and  sod. 

The  place  was  such,  that  whoso  enter'd  in, 
Disrobed  was  of  every  earthly  thought. 

And  straight  became  as  one  that  knew  not  sin, 
Or  to  the  u-orld's  fint  innocence  was  brought ; 

Enseem'd  it  now.  he  stood  on  holy  ground, 

In  sweet  and  tender  melancholy  wrapt  around. 

A  roost  strange  mlm  stole  o'er  my  soothed  sprite ; 

Long  time  I  stood,  and  longer  had  I  staid. 
When,  lo !  I  saw,  saw  by  the  sweet  moonlight. 

Which  came  in  silence  oVr  that  silent  shade. 
Where,  near  the  fountain,  soMrrHiNO  like  ddpair 
Blade,  of  that  weeping  willow,  garlands  for  her  kai* 

And  eke  with  painful  fingers  she  inwove 
Many  an  uncouth  stem  of  savage  thorn— 

**  The  wilk>w  garland,  that  wias  for  her  lovob 
And  (Aesr  hiT  bleeding  temples  would  adorn. 

With  sighs  her  heart  nigh  burst,  salt  tears  fiial  M, 

Am  DOttrnfully  she  bended  o'er  that  Mcrod  wtlt 
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Tb  wfaom  when  I  addreit  mjielf  to  speak* 
8h0  lifted  up  her  eyes,  end  nothing  said ; 

TbB  delicate  red  came  mantling  o'er  hv  oheaki 
And,  gaAenng  up  her  loose  attire,  she  fled 

To  the  dark  covert  of  that  woody  shade. 

And  in  her  goings  seem'd  a  timid  gentle  maid. 

Rerolying  in  my  mind  what  this  riiould  mean» 
And  y^  that  lovely  lady  plained  so ; 

Perplex*d  in  thooght  at  that  mysterioos  scene, 
And  doubting  if  'twere  best  to  stay  te  fo^ 

J  cast  mine  ejres  in  wistfiil  gaae  around. 

When  fiom  the  shades  came  slow  a  small  and  plain- 
tive sound. 

*■  Psydie  am  I,  who  love  to  dwell 
In  these  brown  shades,  this  woody  dell» 
When  never  biMy  mortal  came. 
Till  now,  to  pry  upon  my  shame. 

At  thy  ftet  what  tbou  dost  see 
Tlie  waters  of  repentance  be, 
Which,  nic^  and  day,  I  most  augment 
With  tears,  like  a  true  penitent. 

If  haply  so  my  day  of  grace 
Be  not  yet  past ;  and  this  kme  place, 
0*er4hadowy,dark,  exdodeih  hence 
All  thoughts  bat  grief  and  penitence." 


DIALOGUE  BETWBElf  A  MOTHEB  AND  CBILD 

CHIUDb 

**  O  LAOT,  lay  your  costly  robes  aside. 
No  longer  may  you  gkuy  in  your 


"Why  doM  thou  we^  Hum  genOe 
And  wherrfare  m  tkU  barren  Aadt 
T^jf  iUddeii  tkoitghti  wUh  torrowfudf 
Can  iking  wo  fair  rqtentance  needf 

"O!  I  have  done  a  deed  of  shame. 
And  tainted  ii  my  virgin  &me. 
And  stain'd  the  beauteous  maiden  white 
In  which  my  bridal  robes  were  dight' 


Where&re  to-day  art  singing  in  mine  . 
Sad  songs,  were  made  so  loof  ago^  my . 
This  day  I  am  to  be  a  bride,  you  know. 
Why  smg  sad  songs,  were  nuide  ao  kof  afof 

OHIUk 

O.  mother  lay  your  costly  robes  aaide. 
For  you  may  never  be  another^s  brid«. 
That  line  I  leam'd  not  in  the  oU  and  80^. 

Mornn. 
I  pr^y  thee,  pristty  one,  now  hold  thy  loi^Mb 
PLsy  with  the  bride-makis,  and  be  |^ad  of  bof 
For  thou  Shalt  be  a  second  fiuher's  joy. 

cuLa 
Qm  lather  fondled  me  upon  his  knee. 
One  fiither  is  enough,  ak»e,  for 


f  * 


**And  irJb  the  premi»ed  epoum^  dedare : 
And  what  thoee  bridai  garmerUM  were,** 


**  Severe  and  saintly  righteousnc 
Composed  the  clear  white  bridai  di 
Iesits,  the  son  of  Heaven's  high  king. 
Bought  with  his  blood  the  marriage-ring. 

"  A  vrretched  sinful  creature,  I 
I>eem'd  lightly  of  that  sacred  tie. 
Gave  to  a  treacherous  world  my  heart. 
And  play'd  the  fiwUsh  wanton*s  part. 

*'  Soon  io  these  murky  shades  I  came. 
To  hide  from  the  sun's  light  my  shame. 
And  still  I  haunt  this  woody  dell. 
And  bathe  me  in  that  healing  well. 
Whose  waters  clear  have  influence 
From  sin's  foul  stains  the  soul  to  cleanse ; 
And,  night  and  day,  I  them  augment 
With  team,  like  a  true  penitent: 
Until,  due  expiation  made, 
And  fit  atonement  tuUy  paid. 
The  lora  and  bridegroom  me  present, 
Whore,  in  sweet  strains  of  high  consent, 
(lod's  throne  before,  the  Seraphim 
Shall  chaunt  the  ecstatic  marriage-hymiL' 

'*  Now  Christ  restore  thee  soon** — I  said. 
And  thenceforUi  all  my  dream  was  fled. 


QUEEN  ORIANA'S  DREAfii 

On  a  bank  with  rosea  shaded. 
Whose  sweet  scent  the  violets  aided, 
Violets  whose  hreath  akme 
Yields  but  feeble  smell  or  none, 
(Sweeter  bed  Jove  ne*er  reposed  on 
When  his  eyes  dyrapus  closed  on). 
While  o'er  head  six  slaves  did  hold 
Canopy  of  cloth  o'  gold, 
And  two  more  did  music  keep. 
Which  might  Juno  lull  to  sleep, — 
Oriana,  who  was  queen 
To  the  mighty  Tamerlane, 
That  was  lord  of  all  the  land 
Between  Thrace  and  Samarchand. 
While  the  noon-tide  fervor  beam'd. 
Mused  henelf  to  sleep,  and  dream'd. 


tf 


Thus  far,  in  magnific  strain, 
A  young  poet  soothed  his  vein. 
But  he  had  nor  prose  nor  numbers 
To  express  a  princess'  slurobenL— 
Youthful  Richard  had  strange  fancies 
Was  deep  versed  in  old  romances. 
And  could  talk  whole  hours  upon 
The  great  Cham  and  Prester  John^— 
Tell  the  field  in  which  the  Sophi 
From  the  Torlar  ^^-on  a  trophy — 
What  he  read  with  such  delight  of. 
Thought  he  could  ss  easily  write  of^ 
But  his  over-young  invention 
Kept  not  pace  with  brave  intention. 
Twent}'  suns  did  rise  and  set. 
And  he  could  no  further  get ; 
But.  unable  to  proceed. 
Made  a  virtue  out  of  need. 
And  \\\9  lahon  wiselier  deem*d  oC 
Did  omit  what  the  (jvxen  dream'd  of 
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A  BALLAD. 

NOTIlfO  THK  DIFmUCNCE  OP  RICH  AND  POOR,  IN 
Tin  WAYS  OP  A  RICH  NOBLK'S  PALACl  AND  A  POOR 
WORKHOUSI. 


To  Om  Tom  of  the  "  Old  and  Younff  Coaitiir. ' 


In  a  costly  palace  Youth  goes  clad  in  gold ; 
In  a  wretched  workhouse  Age's  limbs  are  cold : 
There  they  sit,  the  old  men  by  a  shivering  fire. 
Still  doae  and  closer  cowering,  warmth  is  their  desire. 

In  a  costly  palace,  when  the  brave  gallants  dine. 
They  have  store  of  good  venison,  with  old  canary  wine. 
With  singing  and  music  to  heighten  the  cheer ; 
Coarse  bits,  with  grudging,  are  the  pauper's  best  fiue. 

In  a  costly  palace  Youth  is  still  caress'd 

By  a  train  of  attendants  which  laugh  at  my  young 

Lord's  jest ; 
In  a  wretched  woriehouse  the  contrary  prevails  t 
Does  Age  begin  to  prattle  I — no  man  heark'neth  to 

his  tales. 

In  a  costly  palace,  if  the  child  with  a  pin 

Do  but  chance  to  prick  a  finger,  straight  the  doctor  ia 

called  in ; 
In  a  wretched  workhouse  men  are  leA  to  perish 
For  want  of  proper  cordials,  which  their  old  age 

might  cherish. 

In  a  costiy  palace  Youth  enjo3rs  his  lust ; 
in  a  wretched  workhouse,  Age,  in  corners  thrust. 
Thinks  upon  the  former  days,  when  he  was  well  to  (^o. 
Had  children  to  stand  by  him.  both  (jriends  and  kins- 
men too. 

In  a  costly  palace  Youth  his  temples  hides 
With  a  new  devised  peruke  that  reaches  to  his  sides; 
In  a  wretched  workhouse  Age's  croi^n  is  bare. 
With  a  few  thin  locks  just  to  fence  out  the  cold  air. 

In  peace,  as  in  war,  't  is  our  y^oung  gallants*  pride. 
To  v^-alk.  each  one  i*  the  streets,wiih  a  rapier  by  his  side. 
That  none  to  do  them  injury  may  have  pretence ; 
Wretched  Age,  in  poverty,  must  brook  ofience. 


IIVPOCHONDRIACU& 

By  myself  walking, 
To  myself  talking. 
Wlien  as  I  ruminate 
On  my  untoward  fate. 
Scarcely  seom  I 
AltHie  sufTiriently, 
Black  thoughts  continually 
Crowding  my  privacy ; 
Tliey  come  unbidden. 
Like  foes  at  a  wedding. 
Thrusting  their  faces 
In  hrtrcr  guests'  places, 
Pt'cvi^h  and  malcontent, 
riowntah,  impertinent, 
Dofthing  the  merriment : 


So  in  like  fiwhiona 

Dim  cogitations 

Follow  and  haunt  me. 

Striving  to  daunt  me. 

In  my  heart  festering. 

In  my  ears  whbpering, 

**  Thy  friends  are  treecheroas, 

Thy  ibes  are  dangerous. 

Thy  dreams  ominous.' 


»» 


Fierce  Anthropophagi, 
Spectra,  Diaboli, 
What  scared  St.  Anthony, 
Hobgoblins,  Lemures, 
Dreams  of  Antipodes, 
Night-riding  Incnbi 
Troubling  the  fantasy, 
All  dire  illusions 
Causing  confusions ; 
Figments  heretical, 
Scruples  fanta«ucal. 
Doubts  diabolical. 
Abaddon  vexeih  me, 
Mahu  perplexeth  me, 
Lucifer  teareth  mo 

Jesu!  Maria!  liberata  no$  ab  his  duis 
InimicL 


A  FAREWELL  TO  TOBACCa 

May  the  Babylonish  curse 
Straight  confound  my  stammering  viNie, 
If  I  can  a  passage  see 
In  this  word-perplexity. 
Or  a  fit  expressi<m  find. 
Or  a  language  to  my  mind, 
(Still  the  phrase  is  wide  or  scant) 
To  take  leave  of  thee,  great  puint  ! 
Or  m  any  terms  relate 
Half  my  love,  or  half  my  hate : 
For  I  hate,  yet  love,  thee  so. 
That,  whichever  thing  I  show. 
The  plain  truth  will  seem  to  be 
A  constrain'd  hyperbole, 
And  the  passion  to  proceed 
More  from  a  mistms  than  a  weed. 

Sooty  retainer  to  the  vine. 
Bacchus'  black  servant,  negro  fine ; 
Sorcerer,  that  makest  us  dote  upon 
Thy  begrimed  complexion. 
And,  for  thy  pernicious  sake, 
More  and  greater  oaths  to  break 
Than  reclaimed  lovers  take 
'Gainst  women :  thou  thy  siege  dost  lay 
Much  too  in  the  female  way. 
While  thou  suck'st  the  lab'ring  breath 
Faster  than  kisses,  or  than  death. 

Thou  in  such  a  cloud  dost  bind  ua. 
That  our  wont  foes  cannot  find  us. 
And  ill  fortune,  that  would  thwart  i«. 
Shoots  at  rovers,  shooting  at  us ; 
While  each  man.  through  thy  heijghtMiiiig 
Doea  like  a  smokinf  EtDR  aeem. 

407 


LAMVS  FQBUCAL  WOBXa 


And  all  ftboat  at  doM  ciptea 
(Fancy  and  wit  in  riolMM  diw^ 
A  Sicilian  ihiitfiilnwi 

TVni  lluoiigh  audi  a  mirt  doat  ihow  1 
That  our  best  friends  do  not  know  a% 
And,  ftr  thoM  allowed  featorait 
Due  to  reaaonable  cnatuiea, 
Iiken*at  at  to  &11  dlinieraa. 
Momtera  that,  wlio  aae  as,  fear  v; 
Wone  than  Cerbenia  or  Geiyoii, 
Or,  who  fiiat  loved  a  doad,  Iiion. 

Bacchofl  we  know,  and  we  allow 
Hk  tipsy  rites.    Bat  what  art  ihoo* 
That  bat  fay  reflex  eanst  show 
What  his  deity  can  do^ 
As  the  fiUse  Egyptian  spell 
Aped  the  true  Hebrew  mimde  t 
Borne  lew  vapors  thoa  mayst  rsno, 
TTie  weak  brain  may  serve  to  amaM^ 
But  to  the  reins  and  n^ler  heart 
CansI  nor  Uie  nor  heat  nnpart. 

Brother  of  Bacchus,  later  bom. 
The  oM  world  was  sure  Ibrlom, 
Wanting  thee,  that  aidest  more 
TTie  god's  victories  than  before 
All  his  panthers,  and  the  brawls 
Of  his  piping  BacehanalsL 
These,  as  stale,  we  disallow, 
C^  judge  of  thm  meant;  only  thim 
Hii  me  liadian  oonqoeat  art; 
And,  hr  ivy  round  his  dart, 
The  reformed  god  now  weaves 
A  finer  thyrsus  of  thy  leaves. 

Scent  to  match  thy  rich  perfume 
Chemic  art  did  ne*er  presume 
Through  her  quaint  alembic  strain. 
None  so  8ov*rrign  to  the  brain. 
Nature,  that  did  in  thee  excel. 
Framed  again  no  second  smell. 
RcMes,  videts,  but  toys 
For  the  smaller  sort  of  boys. 
Or  ibr  greener  damsels  meant ; 
Tbon  art  the  only  manly  scent 

Stinking'st  of  the  stinking  kind, 
Filth  of' the  mouth  and  fog  of  the  mind, 
Africa,  that  brags  her  ibyson, 
Breeds  no  such  prodigious  poiscm. 
Henbane,  nighuhade,  both  together. 
Hemlock,  aconite 

Nay,  rather. 
Plant  divine,  of  rarest  virtue ; 
Blisters  on  the  tongue  would  hurt  yon. 
T  was  but  in  a  sort  I  blamed  thee ; 
None  e*er  prospered  who  defiuned  diee; 
Irony  all,  and  feign'd  abuse. 
Such  as  perplexed  lovers  use 
At  a  nood,  when,  in  despair 
To  ivint  Ibrth  their  fiiireet  fair, 
Or  m  part  but  to  express 
That  exceeding  comeliness 


Whieh  their  ftndes  dolh  so  atrikob 
They  borrow  language  of  dislike ; 
And,  instead  of  Dearest  Mm. 
Jewel  Honey,  Sweetheart,  KIbb^ 
And  those  lorms  of  old  admiring. 
Call  her  Cockatrice  and  Siieo, 
Basilisk,  and  all  that's  evil. 
Witch,  Hyena,  Mermaid,  Devil, 
Ethiopk  Wench,  and  Blackamoor, 
Monkey,  Ape,  and  twenty  Borai 
Friendly  Trait'ress,  kiving  Foe^— 
Not  that  she  is  traly  so^ 
But  no  other  way  they  know 
A  contentment  to  exprsai, 
BordefB  so  upon  exeesa. 
That  they  do  not  rightly  wot 
Whether  it  be  pain  or  not 

Or,  as  men,  oonstrain'd  to  part 
With  what'b  nearest  to  their  heart; 
While  their  sorrow's  at  the  heighi; 
Lose  discrimination  quite. 
And  their  hasty  wrath  let  fidl. 
To  appease  their  frantic  gall. 
On  the  darling  thing  whatever. 
Whence  th^  ftel  it  death  to  aevcr, 
Tlioogh  it  be,  as  they,  perforce^ 
Guiltless  of  the  sad  divorce. 

For  I  must  (nor  let  it  grieve  thee^ 
Friendliest  of  phmts,  that  I  mosC)  kstv 
For  thy  sake,  toiacoo,  I 
,  Would  do  anything  but  dia, 
And  but  aeek  to  extend  my  daya 
I/Mig  enough  to  sing  thy  praise. 
But  as  she,  who  once  hath  been 
A  king's  consort,  is  a  queen 
Ever  aAer,  nor  ymW  bate 
Any  tittle  of  her  state. 
Though  a  widow,  or  divorced. 
So  I,  from  thy  converse  forced, 
The  old  name  apd  style  retain, 
A  right  Catherine  of  Spain ; 
And  a  seat  too,  'mongst  the  joys 
Of  the  blest  Tobacco  Boys ; 
Where,  though  I,  by  sour  physieian 
Am  debarr'd  the  full  fruition 
Of  thy  favors,  I  may  catch 
Some  collateral  sweets,  and  snatdi 
Sidelong  odors,  that  give  life 
Like  glances  from  a  neighbor's  wife: 
And  still  live  in  the  b3F-places 
And  the  suburbs  of  thy  graces ; 
And  in  thy  borders  take  delight. 
An  unoonquer'd  Caoaanite. 


TO  T.  L.  H. 

A  CRILIK 

Model  of  thy  parent  deas 
Serious  infant  worth  a  ieori 
In  thy  unfidtering  visaga  well 
Picturing  forth  the  son  of  Tkll, 
^Vhen  on  his  Jwoheod,  Arm  and  gw4, 
Bfotionleas  moil^  the  qipia  stood ; 
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Guilelen  traitor,  rebel  mild. 
Convict  unconscious,  culprit<;hi1d ! 
Gates  that  close  with  iron  mar 
Have  been  to  thee  thy  nursery-door ; 
Chains  that  clink  in  cheerless  cells 
Have  been  thy  rattles  and  thy  bells ; 
Walls  contrived  for  giant  sin 
Have  henun'd  thy  faultless  weakness  in ; 
Near  thy  sinless  bed  black  Guilt 
Her  discordant  house  hath  built. 
And  fill'd  it  with  her  monstrous  brood- 
Sights,  by  thee  not  underrtood — 
Sights  of  fear,  and  of  distress. 
That  pass  a  harmless  infant's  <m^>M  i 


But  the  clouds,  that  overcast 
Thy  young  rooming,  may  not  lost. 
Soon  shall  arrive  the  rescuing  hour. 
That  yields  thco  up  to  Nature's  power. 
Nature,  that  so  late  doth  greet  thee. 
Shall  in  o'erilowiiig  mcoRure  meet  thee. 
She  shall  recum^teiise  uith  cost 
For  every  lesson  Uiou  hast  lost 
Tlien  wandering  up  thy  sire's  loved  hill,* 
Thou  shalt  take  thy  airy  fill 
Of  health  and  pastime.   Birds  ukaU  nng 
For  thy  delight  each  May  morning. 
*Mid  new-yeam'd  lambkins  thou  shalt  play, 
Hardly  less  a  lamb  than  they. 
Then  thy  prison's  Icngiheii'd  bound 
Shall  be  the  horizim  skirting  round. 
And,  while  thou  fillest  thy  lap  with  flowers. 
To  make  amends  for  wintry  hours, 
7*he  breeze,  the  sunshine,  and  the  place. 
Shall  from  thy  tender  brow  efl&ce 
Each  vestige  of  untimely  care. 
That  sour  restraint  had  graven  there ; 
And  on  thy  every  I(K)k  impress 
A  more  excelling  childishness. 

So  shall  be  thy  days  beguiled, 
TuoftNTON  Hunt,  my  favorite  child. 


BALI^D. 


FROM  THE  GERMAN. 


Tvc  clonds  are  blacken! n?.  the  storms  threatming. 
And  ever  the  f(>retit  maketh  a  moan : 

Billows  are  breakini;.  the  damsel's  heart  aching. 
Thus  by  henelf  phe  singeth  alone, 
Weefiing  right  plentcously. 

•TTie  world  is  empty,  the  heart  is  dead  surely. 
In  this  world  plainly  nil  seemeth  amiss : 

To  thy  breast,  holy  one.  take  now  thy  little  one, 
1  have  had  earnest  of  all  earth's  blisa. 
Living  right  lovingly.** 


DAVID  IN  THE  CAVE  OF  ADULLAM. 

David  ami  his  three  captaim  bold 
Kept  ambush  once  within  ft  bold. 


9K 


U  was  in  AduIIam*s  cave. 

Nigh  which  no  water  they  could  have. 

Nor  spring,  nor  running  brook  was  near 

To  quench  the  thirst  that  parch*d  them  thara 

Then  David,  king  of  Israel, 

Straight  bethought  him  of  a  well. 

Which  stood  beside  the  city  gate. 

At  Bethlehem;  where,  before  his  state 

Of  kingly  dignity,  he  hod 

OfV  drunk  his  fill,  a  shepherd  lad  ; 

But  now  his  fierce  Pliilistine  foe 

Encamp'd  before  it  he  does  know. 

Yet  ne'er  the  less,  with  heat  opprest. 

Those  three  bold  captains  he  addreat. 

And  wish'd  that  one  to  him  would  bring 

Some  water  from  his  native  spring. 

His  valiant  captains  instantly 

To  execute  his  will  did  fly. 

The  mighty  Three  the  ranks  broke  through 

Of  armed  foes,  and  water  drew 

For  David,  their  beloved  king. 

At  his  own  sweet  native  spring. 

Back  through  their  armed  fbea  they  hmH/K 

With  the  hord-eam'd  treasure  graeed. 

But  when  the  good  king  David  fmiid 

What  they  had  dcme,  he  on  the  grooDd 

The  water  pour'd.   *'  Because,"  aaid  be^ 

**  That  it  was  at  the  jeopardy 

Of  your  three  lives  this  thing  ye  £d. 

That  I  should  dnnk  it,  God  forbid.** 


SALOME. 

Once  on  a  charger  there  was  IaJd« 
And  brought  before  a  royal  maid. 
As  price  of  attitude  and  grace, 
A  guiltless  head,  a  holy  fiue. 


It  was  on  Herod's  natal  day, 
^Vho  o'er  Judca's  land  held  sway. 
He  married  his  own  brother  s  wife. 
Wicked  Herodias.  She  the  life 
Of  John  the  Baptist  long  had  sought. 
Because  he  openly  had  taught 
That  she  a  life  unlawful  led. 
Having  her  husband's  brother  wed. 

This  wns  he,  that  saintly  John, 
Who  in  the  wildemeni  alone 
Abiding,  did  for  clothing  wear 
A  garment  made  of  camels*  hair ; 
Honey  and  locusts  were  his  food, 
And  he  was  most  severely  good. 
He  preached  penitence  and  tears. 
And  waking  first  the  sinner's  ieara. 
Prepared  a  path,  made  smooth  a  way. 
For  his  diviner  Master's  day. 

Herod  kept  in  princely  state 
His  birlh-dny.  On  his  throne  he  sate^ 
AHer  the  feast,  beholding  her 
Who  danced  with  grace  peculiar , 
Fair  Salome,  who  did  excel 
All  in  that  land  for  dancing  well 
The  feastful  mooarrh's  heart  waa  firxf. 
And  whato'er  thing  she  deaiied, 
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Thoo^  half  hit  kingdom  it  ■faoald  be, 
II*  in  hit  plaatoM  iwore  that  be 
Woold  giTe  ibe  graceful  Salome. 
Itie  damsel  wai  Herodiai'  daugiiter: 
She  to  the  queen  baates,  and  benught  bar 
To  teach  her  what  great  gift  lo  name. 
Inatnicted  by  Heiodiaa,  came 
The  danuel  back ;  lo  Herod  nid, 
*«  Give  me  John  the  Bapiiet'a  head  ; 
And  in  a  cbarger  let  it  be 
Hither  atraigfatway  fanni|^t  lo  ma." 
Herod  lier  anil  would  fiun  deny. 
But  ibr  hif  oath'i  take  mnat  comply. 

When  painten  woold  by  art  expceai 
Beauty  in  unkrvelineH, 
Thee,  Heradiaa*  daughter,  thee. 
They  fitteat  aulgect  take  lo  be. 
Th^  give  thy  fiirm  and  featurea  grue ; 
But  ever  in  thy  beauteooi  free 
They  show  a  itediaat  cruel  gaie. 
An  eye  unpitjring ;  and  amaae 
In  all  beboUeiB  deep  they  mark, 
That  Ihon  betrayeat  not  one  spark 
Of  fteling  ftr  the  rulblen  deed. 
That  dki  thy  praisefid  dance  succeed. 
For  on  the  head  Ihey  make  3k>u  look. 
As  if  a  sullen  joy  you  tock, 
A  cruel  triumph,  wicked  pride. 
That  ftr  jour  sport  a  saint  had  died. 


LINES 
waoaanED  it  a  ncrumi  of  two  nuAix»  bt 

LIOlTAaDO  DA  VINCI. 

Tbi  lady  Blanch,  regardleis  of  all  her  lovers'  fears. 
To  the  Ur>*line  convent  hastens,  and  long  the  Abbess 
hears. 

0  Blanch,  ray  child,  repent  ye  of  the  courtly  life  ye 

lead." 
Blanch  look'd  on  a  rose-bud.  and  little  seem*d  to  heed. 
She  look*d  on  the  rose-bud,  she  look'd  round,  and 

thought 
On  all  her  heart  had  whisper*d  and  all  the  Nun  had 

taught 

1  am  wonhipp'd  by  lovers,  and  brightly  shines  my 

&roe, 
All  Christendom  resoundeth  the  noble  Blanch's  name. 
Nor  shall  I  quickly  wither  like  the  rose-bud  from  the 

tree, 
My  queen-like  graces  shining  when  my  beauty's  gune 

fmm  me. 
But  when  the  sculptured  marble  is  raised  o'er  my  head, 
And  the  matchless  Blanch  lies  lifeless  among  the 

noble  dead, 
T^his  saintly  lady  Abbess  hath  made  mo  justly  fear, 
t  would  notliing  well  avail  me  that  1  were  wor- 

shipp'd  here." 


UNCS 

OK  TlfE  SAME  PICTURE  BEING   REHOVED,  TO    MAKE 
PLACE  hOU,  A  PORTRAIT  OF  A  LADY  BY  TFTUN. 

Who  art  thou,  fair  cme.  who  u8orp*st  the  place 
Of  Blanch  the  kdy  of  the  matchless  grace? 


lendllwnJ. 


Gone,  fiur  and  pretty,  tell  to  mm. 
Who,  in  thy  life-time,  thou  nightte  be^ 
Thou  pretty  art  and  ftir. 
But  with  the  lady  Blanch  dm  Mtern 
No  need  for  Blanch  her  history  lo  tell; 
Whoever  saw  her  fiiee,  they  tiMra  dki 
But  when  I  look  on  thee,  I  only  know 
There  lived  a  ptetty  maid  some  hundred 

LINES 

ON  TBC  CnXBaATSD  PICTTVUE  BT  LSOICABDO  B*  nWO, 
CALLED  THS  VtBOiN  OF  THS  BOOBL 

WmuB  young  John  nms  to  greet 

The  greater  Inftnt'a  feet. 

The  Alotber,  standing  by,  widi  tremblinf 

Of  devout  admiration. 

Beholds  the  engaging  mystic  play,  and 

Nor  knows  aa  yet  the  full  event 

Of  thoae  so  low  beginnings, 

From  whence  we  date  our  winnings. 

But  wonders  at  the  intent 

Of  those  new  ritea,  and  what  that  acnnfa  liMil  ■■ 

shipmeanL 
But  at  her  aide 
An  angel  doth  abide. 
With  audi  a  perfect  joy 
Aa  no  dim  doubts  alloy. 
An  intuition, 
A  glory,  an  amenity, 
Psssing  the  dark  condltkn 
Of  blind  hnmanity; 
As  if  he  surely  knew 
All  the  blest  wondeis  should  ensue. 
Or,  he  had  lately  left  the  upper  sphere. 
And  had  read  all  the  sov'reign  schemes  and 

riddles  there 


ON  THE  SAME. 

Maternal  lady  with  the  virgin  grace, 

Heavtm-bOTU  thy  Jesus  seemeth  sure. 

And  thou  a  virgin  pore. 

Lady  roost  perfect,  when  thy  sinlesi 

Men  look  upon,  they  wish  to  be 

A  Catholic,  Madonna  feir.  Id  worship  thee. 

CHILDHOOa 

Iff  my  poor  mind  it  is  roost  sweet  to  muae 
Upon  the  days  gone  by ;  to  act  in  thought 
Past  seasons  o'er,  and  be  asfain  a  child ; 
To  sit  in  fan<y  on  the  turf-clad  slope, 
Down  which  the  child  would  roll ;  to  pluck  gay  tkmwtk 
Make  posies  in  the  sun,  which  the  child's  hand 
(ChildlMX)d  offended  soon,  soon  reconciled/ 
Would  throw  away,  and  straight  take  up  again. 
Then  fling  them  to  the  winds,  and  o'er  the  la»B 
Round  with  so  playful  and  so  light  a  foot. 
That  tlie  pressed  daisy  scarce  declined  her  head. 

THE  GRANDAME. 

Ok  the  green  hill  top, 
Hard  by  the  house  of  prayer,  a  modeat  looC 
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And  not  duiiingunh*d  from  iis  neighbor-barn, 

Save  Ity  a  iilender-iapemig  length  of  spire. 

The  Grandanie  aleept.     A  plain  stone  barely  tells 

rhe  name  and  date  to  the  chance  paasenger. 

For  lowly  bom  u-as  she,  and  long  had  eat, 

Well-eam'd,  the  bread  of  service : — hers  was  elae 

A  mounting  spirit,  one  that  ontertain'd 

8eom  of  base  action,  deed  dishonorable, 

Or  aught  unseemly.     I  remember  well 

Ilor  reverend  image :  I  remember,  too. 

With  what  a  zeal  she  served  her  master^s  home; 

And  how  the  prattling  tongue  of  garruloua  ag« 

Delighted  to  recount  the  on-told  tale 

Or  anecdote  domestic     Wise  she  was, 

And  wondrous  skill'd  in  genealogies. 

And  could  in  apt  and  voluble  terras  discoune 

Of  births,  of  titles,  and  alliances  ; 

Of  marriages,  and  intermarriages ; 

Relationship  remote,  or  near  of  kin ; 

Of  friends  offended,  family  disgraced — 

Maiden  high-bom,  but  wayward,  disobeying 

Parental  strict  injunction,  and  reganlless 

Of  unmiz'd  blood,  and  ancesfry  remote. 

Stooping  to  wed  with  one  of  low  degree. 

But  these  are  not  thy  praises ;  and  I  wrong 

Thy  honored  memory,  recording  chiefly 

Things  light  or  trivial.     Better  'twere  to  toll, 

How  with  a  nobler  zeal,  and  warmer  love. 

She  served  her  heavenly  Master.     I  have  seen 

That  reverend  form  bent  down  with  age  and  pain. 

And  rankling  malady.     Yet  not  for  this 

Ceased  she  to  praise  her  Maker,  or  withdrew 

Her  trust  in  Him.  her  faith,  and  humble  hope — 

So  meekly  had  she  leam'd  to  bear  her  cross — 

For  she  hod  studied  patience  in  the  school 

Of  Christ,  much  comfort  she  had  thence  derived, 

And  was  a  follower  of  the  Nazare.n'E. 


THE  SABBATH  BELLS. 

Tiir.  cheerful  sahbnth  boll^,  wherever  heard. 

Srnke  plensjinf  on  the  wnso,  most  like  the  voice 

Of  one  wlio  from  iho  fnr-off  hills  proclaims 

Tidings  of  ciHxl  to  Zion :  chiefly  when 

Their  picrcin;;  tone*  Ihll  siuMen  on  the  ear 

Of  the  conlemplnnf,  w>liiary  man. 

M'hf  »m  thouiihts  ahsf  ru*e  or  hit?h  have  chanced  to  lure 

Forth  from  the  walks  of  men,  revolving  oft, 

AihI  of)  nirain.  hard  matter,  which  eludes 

And  hafHes  hi;*  piirRiiit — thouffht-sick  and  tired 

Of  contn>ven«y,  where  no  end  appears, 

No  rine  to  \i\a  n'V»nrrh.  the  lonely  man 

Half  wishes  lor  society  aimin. 

Htm.  thii«  emmtred.  the  sahlmth  hells  salute 

S'tH.lrn  !  h\H  heart  awnkrs.  his  ears  drink  in 

The  rheerifjp  music ;  his  relenting  soul 

Yennis  after  all  the  jov<  of  so<'ial  life. 

And  ^ol'teiis  with  the  love  of  human-kind. 


FANCY  EMPIX)YEn  OX   DIVINE  SUBJECTS. 

T*fr.  tnian!  Fancy  wa<  a  wan<!erer  ever. 

A  Knie  enthirsinst  maid.     She  lovi'S  to  \%'alk 

In  the  bright  visions  of  emp\'real  light, 

Bjr  tbe  green  pastures,  snd  the  fragrant  metdo. 


Where  the  perpetual  flowers  of  Eden  blow  ; 
By  crystal  streams,  and  by  the  living  wat«% 
Along  whoae  margin  grows  the  wondroos  tree 
Whose  leaves  shall  heal  the  nations ;  underneath 
Whose  holy  shade  a  refuge  shall  be  found 
From  pain  and  want,  and  all  the  ills  that  wait 
On  mcwtal  life,  from  sin  and  death  for  ever. 


COMPOSED  AT  MIDNIGHT. 

FaoM  broken  visions  of  perturbed  rest 

I  woke,  and  start,  and  iear  to  sleep  again. 

How  total  a  privation  of  ail  sounds. 

Sights,  and  fiimiliar  objects,  man,  bird,  beast, 

Herb,  tree,  or  flower,  and  prodigal  light  of  heaven! 

*T  were  some  relief  to  catch  the  drowsy  cry 

Of  the  mechanic  watchman,  or  the  noise 

Of  revel,  reeling  home  from  midnight  capo. 

Those  are  the  moanings  of  the  dying  man. 

Who  lies  in  the  upper  chamber ;  restless  rooam^ 

And  interrupted  only  by  a  cough 

Consumptive,  torturing  the  wasted  Imigi. 

So  in  the  bitterness  of  death  he  lies, 

And  waits  in  anguish  for  the  morning's  lighL 

What  can  that  do  for  him,  or  what  restore  f 

Short  taste,  fiunt  sense,  aflfecting  notices. 

And  little  images  of  pleasures  past. 

Of  health,  and  active  life — health  not  yet  slain. 

Nor  the  other  grace  of  life,  a  good  name,  sold 

For  sin's  black  wages.     On  his  tedious  bed 

He  writhes,  and  turns  him  from  the  accusing  light. 

And  flndfl  no  comfort  in  the  sun,  but  says 

"  When  night  comes,  I  shall  get  a  little  rest" 

Some  few  groans  more,  death  comes,  and  there  an  end. 

'Tis  darkness  and  conjecture,  all  be>'ond ; 

Weak  Nature  fears,  th<High  Charity  must  hope. 

And  Fancy,  most  licentious  on  such  themes 

Where  decent  reverence  well  had  kept  her  mate. 

Hath  o'er-«rock'd  hell  with  devils,  and  broaght  down. 

By  her  enormous  fablinga  and  mad  lies. 

Discredit  on  the  gospel's  serious  truths 

And  salutary  fears.     The  man  of  parts. 

Poet,  or  pmee  declaimer,  on  his  couch 

Lolling,  like  one  indiffcient,  fabricates 

A  heaven  of  gold,  where  he,  and  such  as  he. 

Their  heads  encompasse<)  with  crowns,  their  heeb 

With  fine  winpi  garlanded,  shall  tread  the  stars 

Beneath  their  feet,  heaven's  jiavement,  far  remoYcd 

From  damned  spirits,  and  the  torturing  criea 

Of  men,  his  brethren,  fashion'd  of  the  earth. 

As  he  was,  nourish'd  with  the  self-«ame  bread. 

Belike  his  kindred  or  compnniftns  once — 

Through  everlasiine  aces  !u>\v  divorced. 

In  chains  and  savnce  tonnents  to  repent 

Short  years  of  folly  on  earth.  Their  groans  unheard 

In  heav'n,  the  saint  nor  pity  feeU.  rM>r  care. 

For  those  thii!*  sentenced — (titv  nitght  disturb 

The  delicate  s^n^e  and  iniMt  di\ine  repose 

Of  spirits  an;;eli<-nl.     ni«>*>wHl  he  (mhI, 

The  measure  of  his  ji.di'nienty  is  not  fix'd 

By  roan's  ern>ne<Mis  »)tniid;m1.     He  discema 

No  such  inonlinate  (lifTtn'nre  an«l  vai»t 

Betwixt  the  dinner  and  the  saint,  to  doom 

Such  disproportionM  fates,     Ciimpared  with  biB. 

No  man  on  earth  is  holy  coIKd  :  they  best 
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Their  littls  crawoi  of  virtue  cut,  end  yield 
Tb  him  of  lut  own  iroike  the  praiw,  hif  doe. 


UVING  WTTBOUT  GOD  IN  THE  WORLIX 

Mtvtuit  of  God!  thoafan^oand  beaateoniwocld 

Made  lair  with  light  end  ikiide  and  ■tan  end  Bowen, 

Made  fearful  and  aogurt  with  woodi  and  rocka, 

Jagg'd  pioeipice,  Uaek  mrNiniain,  aea  in  aionna, 

Son,  over  all,  that  no  eorival  owns. 

Bat  through  heaven'a  pavement  ridea.  aa  in  deapHo 

Or  mockeiy  of  the  littlenea  of  man ! 

I  eee  a  mighty  arm*  by  man  unaeen, 

ReuMleai,  not  to  be  raotroU'd,  that  gfoiAm, 

In  aoUtode  of  undiared  energiea, 

Afl  theae  thy  ceamlgai  mimciee,  O  world ! 

Arm  of  the  world.  1  view  thee,  and  I  mwe 

On  man,  who,  troaling  in  hia  mortal  atreoglh. 

Lean  on  a  ihadiiwy  ataflC  a  ataff  of  dreama. 

We  ooMOCiata  tmr  total  hopee  and  Aan 

To  idob,  fledi  and  blood,  our  love  (heaven'a  due). 

Our  praiae  ami  admiratioa;  praiae  heUowed 

By  man  on  dhui.  and  acta  of  wonhip  done 

To  a  kindred  nature,  certea  do  raBect 

Some  portno  of  the  glory  and  ray*  oblkiaa 

Upon  the  piolitie  wonhipper.    So  mail 

Extracta  a  pride  from  hii  humility. 

Some  braver  apirita  of  the  modem  atamp 

Afiect  a  Godhewl  naarart  Theae  talk  load 

Of  mind,  and  independent  inlelleet. 

Of  eoef^aa  oomipotent  in  man. 

And  man  of  hii  own  fiite  artificer; 

Tea,  of  hia  own  life  lord,  and  of  the  daya 

Of  hia  abode  on  earth,  when  time  shall  be 

That  life  immortal  ihall  become  an  art, 

Or  death,  by  chymic  pmclicea  deceived. 

Forego  the  scent,  which  for  six  thousand  years 

like  a  good  hound  he  has  follow'd ;  or  at  length. 

More  manners  learning,  and  a  decent  sense 

And  reverence  of  a  philosophic  world. 

Relent,  and  leave  to  prey  on  carcasses. 

But  these  are  fancies  of  a  few :  the  rest. 

Atheists,  or  Deists  only  in  the  name. 

By  word  or  deed  deny  a  God.    They  eat 

Their  daily  bread,  and  draw  the  breath  of  heaven 

Without  or  thought  or  thanks ;  heaven's  roof  to  them 

Is  but  a  painted  ceiling  hung  with  lamps. 

No  more  that  lighto  them  to  their  purpoaea. 

They  wander  •*  loose  about ;"  they  nothing  see. 

Themselves  eicepf,  and  creatures  Uke  thcmaelvea, 

Short-lived,  shortaighted.  impotent  to  save. 

So  on  their  dissolute  spirits,  soon  or  late. 

Destruction  oometh  **  like  an  armed  man," 

Or  like  a  dream  of  murder  in  the  night. 

Withering  their  mortal  fiiculties,  and  breaking 

The  bonea  of  all  their  pride. 


ON  AN  INFANT  DYING  AS  SOON  AS  BORN. 

I  SAW  vihero  In  the  shroud  did  lurk 
A  curioua  pleca  of  Nature's  wor1[« 
A  Bommwt  croshud  in  the  bud, 
A  iMwIi  wdd,  in  babyhood. 


Waa  in  her  cradle-coffin  rngi 

Extinct,  with  acarce  a  show  of  dyings 

So  aoon  to  exchange  th*  inpriauiiing 

For  darker  prison  of  the  lomb! 

She  did  but  ope  an  eye,  and  pot 

A  clear  beam  forth— then  straight  op 

For  the  kmg  dark :  ne*er  more  to  aaa 

Hiroogh  glasaes  of  mortality^— 

Riddle  of  Destiny!  who  can  show 

What  thy  abort  visit  meant,  or  know 

What  thy  errand  here  below  f 

Shall  vre  aay  that  Nature.  Mind, 

Check'd  her  hand,  and  changed  her 

Just  when  she  hod  exactly  wfoagfat 

A  finish'd  pattern  without  fenlf? 

Gookl  she  flag,  or  could  she  tire  »— 

Or  lack'd  she  the  Promethean  lire, 

(With  her  tedious  workings  sicken'd) 

That  should  thy  little  limbs  havo  qaidBU^* 

Limbs  so  firm,  they  seero'd  to  asaon 

life  of  health,  and  days  mature; 

Womanhood  in  miniature ! 

limbs  so  feir,  they  might  supply 

(Thenaeivea  now  but  cold  imagaty) 

The  acolplor  to  make  Beauty  by  j— 

Or  did  the  atenteyed  Fate  deacry 

Tliat,  babe  or  mother,  one  most  die; 

So,  in  mercy,  left  the  stock 

And  cut  the  branch :  to  sava  the  ihoril 

Of  young  years  widow'd ;  and  tlie 

When  simple  state  comes  back  a^ln 

To  the  lorn  man,  who,  'reft  of  wife. 

Thenceforward  draga  a  maimed  Kfef 

The  economy  of  Heav'n  ia  dark ; 

And  wisest  clerks  have  miss'd  the 

Why  Heaven's  buds,  like  this,  should  fell 

More  brief  than  fly  ephemeral. 

That  has  his  dny ;  while  phriveUM 

Stiffen  wilh  nge  to  stocks  aiid  stont 

And  crabbed  use  the  conscience 

In  sinners  o£  n  hundred  years. 

Mother's  prattle,  mother's  kiss. 

Baby  fond,  thou  ne'er  \%ilt  miss. 

Rites,  which  cusiom  dues  impose ; 

Silver  bells  and  baby  clothes ; 

Corals  redder  than  those  lips 

Which  pale  Death  did  late  eclipae ; 

Music  fmmed  for  infant's  glee. 

Whistle  never  tuned  for  thee ; 

Though  thou  want'st  not,  thou  shalt  have 

(Loving  hearts  were  they  which  gava  ' 

Let  not  one  he  mitwiiig :  Murse. 

See  thorn  laid  upon  the  hearse 

Of  Infant,  slain  by  doom  perverse^— 

Why  should  kings  and  nobles  have 

Pictured  trophies  to  their  grave ; 

And  we,  churls!  to  thee  deny 

Thy  pretty  toys  with  thee  to  lie^ — 

A  muro  harmless  vanity  f 


VERSES  FOR  AN  ALBUM. 

FUDsn  clad  from  Heaven,  in  robea  of  wUlft 
A  young  probationer  of  light, 
Thoa  weft,  my  aool,  an  AlbuA  brigkl 
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A  spotlen  leaf;  but  thought,  and  care, 
And  friends,  and  Iocs,  in  (bul  or  fair. 
Have  **  written  strange  defeature  "  tfaereu 

And  Time,  with  heaviest  hand  of  all, 
like  that  Hcrce  writing  on  the  wall. 
Hath  stamp'd  sad  dales,  he  can't  recaU. 

And  Error,  gilding  worst  designs. 
Like  speckled  snake  that  strays  and  aid 
Betrays  his  path  by  crooked  lines. 

And  Vice  hath  loft  his  ugly  blot-— 
And  Good  Resolves,  a  moment  ho*. 
Fairly  began — but  finish'd  noL 


And  fruitless  late  RemorM  doth  trace. 
Like  Hebrew  lore,  a  backward  poce— 
Her  irrecoverable  race. 

Disjointed  momhers — sense  ijiknit— 
Huge  ream-*  of  fiilly — shreds  of  wit^ 
Comfiose  the  mingled  mass  of  it 

My  scalded  eyes  no  longv^r  brook 
Upon  this  ink-blurr'd  thing  to  look. 
Go— shut  the  leavee^-ond  clasp  the  book ! 

QUATUAIN& 

TO  THB  KDITOa  Of   I'HE  EVKRT-DAT  BOOK. 

f  LiKt  you,  and  3rour  bi«k,  ingenious  Hone! 
In  whoiie  capacious  all-embracing  leaves 
The  very  marrow  of  tradition 's  shown ; 
And  all  that  history-  -much  that  fiction — weaTet. 

By  every  sort  of  tn^te  your  work  is  graced  t 
Vast  stores  of  modem  anecdote  we  find, 
With  ffrmd  old  sfry  quaintly  interlaced— 
Fhe  theme  as  various  as  the  readers'  mind. 

Rome's  lie>fmii«(ht  legends  yon  so  truly  paint-^ 
Vet  kindly — that  the  half-tum'd  Catholic 
Scarcely  forbears  to  smile  at  his  own  saint. 
And  cannot  curse  the  candid  Heretic 

Rags,  relicr.  witches,  ghosts,  fiends,  crowd  your  page; 
Our  fathers*  mummeries  we  well  pleased  behold ; 
And.  proidly  conscious  of  a  purer  age. 
Forgive  some  fopperies  in  the  times  of  old. 

Vrrsr-lionoring  PhcrlHW,  Father  of  bright  Dayt, 
Muat  needs  bestow  on  you  both  good  and  many. 
Who,  iNiilding  trophies  to  his  children's  praise, 
Ron  their  rich  Zodiac  through,  not  missing  any. 

Dan  Fhfvbus  loves  3rour  book — trust  me,  fKend  Hone — 
TIm  title  only  errs,  he  bids  me  say : 
For  while  such  art — wit — reading — there  are  shown. 
He  swears  't  is  not  a  work  of  every  day. 


TO  MARTIN  CHARLES  BURNET,  ES^ 

on   DKOICATINO  TO  HIM  TIIR  PllOnC  WORKS   OW 

AUTHOR. 

FoRonnt  me.  Bumey.  if  to  thee  these  lata 
And  hasty  products  of  a  critic  pen. 
Thyself  no  common  judge  of  hooks  and  nMOt 
k  fiMling  of  thy  worth  1  dedicate. 
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My  verte  was  ofier'd  to  ai  older  lirimd ; 
The  humbler  ;»rosf  has  fallen  to  thy  share  t 
Nor  could  I  mias  the  occasion  to  declare. 
What  spoken  in  thy  presence  must  oflend  — 
That,  set  aside  some  few  caprices  wild. 
Those  humorous  clouds  that  flit  o'er  brigbiMt  dtsfw. 
In  all  my  threadings  of  this  worklly  mase 
(And  I  have  watch'd  thee  almost  ln>m  a  a.^iAd)» 
Free  from  ael^eeking,  envy,  k>w  design, 
I  have  not  found  a  whiter  soul  than  thine. 


ANGEL  HELP.» 

This  rare  tablet  doth  include 
Poverty  with  sanctitude. 
PRst  midnight  this  poor  mnid  hath  apiii 
And  yet  the  work  not  half  is  done. 
Which  must  supply  from  earnings  scani 
A  feeble  bed-rid  parent's  want 
Her  sleep-charged  eyes  exemption  ask. 
And  holy  hands  take  up  the  task ; 
Unseen  the  rock  and  spindle  ply. 
And  do  her  earthly  drudgery. 

Sleep,  saintly  poor  one !  sleep,  sleep  on. 
And,  waking,  find  thy  laboi*  done. 

Perchance  she  knows  it  by  her  dreams; 

Her  eye  hath  caught  the  golden  gleams 

(Angelic  presence  testifying). 

That  round  her  everywhere  are  flying ; 

Ostents  from  which  she  may  presume 

That  much  of  Heaven  is  in  the  room. 

Skirting  her  own  bright  hair  they  run. 

And  to  the  sunny  add  more  sun : 

Now  on  that  aged  fiure  ihey  fix. 

Streaming  from  the  crucifix ; 

The  flesh-clogg'd  spirit  disabusing. 

Death-disarming  sleeps  infusing, 

Prelibations,  foretastes  high, 

AtM)  equal  thoughts  to  live  or  dia 

Gatu*^er  bright  from  Eden's  bower! 

Tend  w.      rare  that  lily  flower; 

To  its  leave*  *nd  root  infuse 

Heaven's  sunshmc,  heaven's  dews ; 

T  is  a  type  and  't  is  a  pledge 

Of  a  crowning  privilege : 

Careful  as  that  lily  flower 

This  maid  must  keep  her  precioos  dower; 

Live  a  sainted  maid,  or  die 

Martyr  to  vintiiiity. 

Virtuous  poor  ones !  sleep,  sleep  on, 

Aix),  waking,  find  your  labors  done. 

SONNET. 
TO  MISS  KELLY. 

You  are  not,  Kelly,  of  the  common  strain. 
That  Sloop  their  pride  and  female  Iranor  down 
To  please  that  many-headed  beast  lAs  town. 
And  vend  their  lavish  smiles  and  tricks  Ibr  gair.. 


1  BasfSilfil  by  a  pirturr  in  the 
Esq.,  EiMtoo  Sqiwre.  in  which  ai  wprMSH»d  ths  Isfssd  «C  a 
poor  fcmsls  Saint,  who,  having  apun  p«i«  nmUiflS  to  i 
s  bsd-fftddsn  RMitker,  haa  fallen  arirep  f\nm  fhttmsp,  sad  i 
mm  flaisfciwg  bar  work,    la  anoikar  part  ef  < 
aaisl  k  lisiiBg  a  Bf.  the  suiblsa  af  iwt  pari^. 


LAMB'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


Hi  ]  i^niiUI  l«*ch  Ihee.  lady,  how  to  tv 
lote  uf  f-lv  lh"u(jli  'if  uomuii  Iwm. 
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Bjf  ftftone  thmwn  amid  tfie  ■don' tndii. 
Too  kMp  your  nathre  dignity  of  thought; 
Hm  pkodilB  that  attend  yoa  oonie  mwMgfat 
Aa  tribotai  due  onto  your  natuiil  ymuL 
Tour  tean  havo  panion  in  them,  and  a  gmoa 
Of  genuine  fieahneM,  which  our  hearto  airow; 
Your  emilea  are  winde  whoie  waya  we  oannot  tiaee^ 
That  vaueh  and  letam  we  know  not  horn  - 
And  pUwM  the  better  firom  a  peoriTa  ftoob 
A  thoufl^itfol  eye,  and  a  lefllc^inf  brow. 


SONNET. 

OH  TBI  aiQBT  or  ■WANS  III  KEIUMOTON  OAmUBIf. 

<)RBii-iimo!  that  litteit  on  thy  shining  neat, 
Aad  thy  young  cygneta  without  aonow  hatehia^ 
And  theo,  tlion  other  royal  bird,  that  watcheot 
Laat  the  white  mother  wandering  ieet  molert: 
Shrined  are  your  oflapriog  in  a  cryaial  cradle, 
Brighter  than  Helen*!,  ere  ihe  yet  had  bnrrt 
Her  ahelly  priion.   They  ihall  be  bom  at  ftal 
StiOQg,  actiTe,  graceful,  perfect  swan-like,  able 
1>»  tread  the  laud  or  waters  with  security. 
Unlike  poor  human  births,  conceived  in  sin. 
In  giMf  brought  forth,  both  outwardly  and  in, 
Conlessing  weakness,  error,  and  impurity. 
DmI  heavenly  creatures  own  succession's  line. 
The  births  of  heaven  like  tc  youn  would  shhie. 


SONNET. 

Was  it  some  sweet  device  of  Fairy 
lliat  mock'd  my  steps  with  many  a  lonely  glade, 
And  fancied  wanderings  with  a  fiiir-hair'd  maid  ? 
Have  these  things  been  7  or  what  rare  witcheiy, 
Impregning  with  delights  the  charmed  air, 
Cnlightod  up  the  semblance  of  a  smile 
In  those  fine  eyes  7   Methought  they  spake  the  while 
Bad  soothing  things,  which  might  enforce  Despair 
To  drop  the  murdering  knife,  and  let  go  by 
His  fiMii  resolve.     And  does  the  lonely  glade 
Still  court  the  footsteps  of  the  fair-hoir'd  maid  ? 
Still  in  her  kicks  the  gales  of  summer  sigh  ? 
While  I  forlorn  do  wander  reckless  whore, 
AikI  *inid  my  wanderings  meet  no  Anna  there. 


SONNET. 

MrmmKB  how  dainty  sweet  it  were,  reclined 

Beneath  the  vast  out-stretching  branches  high 

Of  some  old  wood,  m  careless  sort  to  lie. 

Nor  of  the  busier  acenes  we  left  behind 

Aught  envying.     And.  O  Anna !  mild-eyed  maid ; 

Beloved !  I  were  well  content  to  play 

With  thy  free  tresses  all  a  summer's  day. 

Losing  the  time  beneath  the  green-wood  shade. 

Or  we  might  sit  and  tell  some  tender  tale 

Of  faithful  vows  repaki  by  cruel  lurom, 

A  tale  of  true-love,  or  of  fnend  fi>fgot ; 

And  1  would  teach  thee,  lady,  how  to  rail 

In  gefiTie  sort,  on  those  who  practise  not 

O  fova  or  fJv  though  of  woman  boni. 


SONNET. 

When  last  I  roved  theae  windmg  wood-walka 
Green  winding  walks,  and  shady  pathways 
OA^imea  would  Anna  seek  the  silent  aoena. 
Shrouding  her.  beauties  in  the  lone  reireaL 
No  mora  I  hear  her  fiiotsteps  in  the  shades 
Her  image  only  in  these  pleasant  waya 
Meets  me  self>wandering,  where  in  happier  days 
I  held  free  converse  with  the  iair-hair'd  nmid. 
I  paas'd  the  little  cottage  which  she  loved. 
The  cottage  which  did  once  my  ail  contain ; 
It  spake  of  daya  which  ne*er  muat  ooma  «fain 
Spsike  to  my  heart,  and  much  my  heart  waa 
"  Now  lair  befidl  thee,  genUe  maid !"  said  I. 
And  from  the  cottage  tum'd  me  with  a  sigh. 


SONNET. 

A  TIMID  grace  sits  trembling  in  her  eye. 

As  loth  to  meet  the  rudeness  of  men's  sii^bit^ 

Yet  shedding  a  delicious  lunar  light. 

That  steeps  in  kind  oblivkMis  ecstacj 

llie  earo'craaed  muid,  like  soom  still  melod] 

Speaking  most  plain  the  thoughts  which  do 

Her  gentle  sprite :  peace,  and  meek  qnietnass^ 

And  innocent  loves,  and  maiden  puritf; 

A  look  whereof  might  heal  the  cruel 

Of  changed  friends,  or  ibrtune'a  wronga  unkind. 

Might  to  sweet  deeds  of  mercy  movie  the  heart 

Of  him  who  hates  his  brethren  of  «— nbJMJ 

Tum'd  are  thooe  lights  from  me,  who  ftndly  ytt 

Post  joys,  vain  loves,  and  buried  hopes  regrsi. 


SONNET. 

If  from  my  lips  some  ongry  accents  fell. 
Peevish  complaint,  or  harsh  reproof  unkind, 
*T  was  but  the  error  of  a  sickly  mind 
And  troubled  thoughts,  clouding  the  purer  weD, 
And  waters  clear,  of  Reason ;  and  lor  me 
Let  this  my  verse  the  poor  atonement  be — 
My  verse,  which  thou  to  praise  wert  e'er  inclined 
Too  highly,  and  with  a  partiol  eye  to  see 
No  blemiidi.    Thou  to  me  didst  ever  show 
Kindest  aficction ;  and  would  ofl-timcs  lend 
An  ear  to  the  desponding  loveHdck  lay. 
Weeping  my  sorrows  with  me,  who  repay 
But  ill  the  mighty  debt  of  iove  I  owe. 
Mary,  to  thee,  my  sister  and  my  fnend. 


SONNET. 
THE  FAMILY  NAME. 

What  reason  first  imposed  thee,  gentle  name. 
Name  that  my  father  bore,  and  his  sire's  sire. 
Without  reproach  7  we  trace  our  stream  no  higbff* 
And  I,  a  childless  man,  may  end  the  same. 
Perchance  some  shepherd  on  Lincolnian  plains, 
In  manners  guileless  as  his  own  sweet  flocks. 
Received  thee  first  amid  the  marry  mocka 
And  arch  allusioos  of  his  ieUow  svraina. 
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mm  ftom  SUwu's  hoKw  fiekh  retom'd, 
fktf  foden  on  the  heads  abhorr'd 
Uta  Sencena,  eonie  martial  lord 
m  aaak  title,  in  whoae  leal  he  bum'd. 
^m  tlM  ^mmt  whence  thy  hegimiingi  came, 
id  «f  aiiit  diall  ihame  thee,  gentle  name. 


SONNET. 

LAMB,  KIQ.  or  THX  SODTB-aKA-ROOnb 

fM  Wire  figaring  in  the  gay  career 

■riag  — ihiwH  with  a  yonng  man's  joy, 

I  mi  jrat  a  little  peevish  bc^ii*— 

k  Itaw  hH  made  the  difference  disappear 

t  Mr  ages,  which  Am  seem*d  ao  grsa^* 

V  \f  rightfbl  custom  you  retain 

ti  ma  M  authoritatiYe  strain, 

Mp  the  elder  hrother  up  in  state. 

I  do  well  in  this.  T  m  man's  wont  deed 

At  **  tntngs  that  have  been"  run  to  waste, 

I  At  mimeaning  present  sink  the  past : 

■t  dim  glaas  even  now  I  faintly  read 

ritd  fims,  and  frees  long  ago, 

and  I,  and  one  more,  only  know. 


SONNET 

idd  hngh  to  hear  the  midnight  wind, 
■Aiqg  on  its  way  with  careless  sweeps 
■  Ike  oeean  waves.  And  I  could  weep 
»«  duld.  For  now  to  my  raised  mirad 
Ip  «f  winds  comes  wild-eyed  Phantasy, 
»  nde  visioDs  give  severe  delight 
(•d  bark !  bow  swift  along  the  night 
dqr  proud  keel !  nor  shall  I  let  go  by 
f  of  that  drrar  hour  the  memory. 
ml  and  chilly  on  thy  deck  I  stood, 
mImI,  and  gased  upon  the  fkxxl, 
ill  it  aeem*d  a  pleasant  thing  to  die^— 
waolved  into  th'  elemental  wave, 
I  By  portion  with  the  winds  that  rave. 


SONNET. 

m  two  pretty  habee,  the  youngest  she, 
•agaat*  and  the  lovelirat  far,  f  ween, 
iVOCBNCK  her  name.  The  time  has  been, 
•  did  hnre  each  other's  company: 
ni^  wt  two  had  wept  to  have  been  apart 
as,  fay  ahow  of  seeming  guod  beguiled. 
It  garii  and  manneri  of  a  child, 
f  Am  love,  for  man^i  society, 
I  with  the  world  my  virgin  heart- 
id  flompaninn  dropp'd  a  tear,  and  fled, 
I  in  deepest  shades  her  awful  head 


Beloved  1  who  shall  tell  me  where  thoa 

In  what  deBckms  Eden  to  be  found — 

That  I  may  seek  thee  the  wide  world  aroondt 


SONNET. 

Thkt  talk  of  Time,  and  of  Time's  galling  yoktb 
That  like  a  mill-sioiie  on  man's  mind  doth  pres% 
Which  only  worka  and  business  can  redress : 
Of  divine  Leisure  such  foul  lies  are  spoke, 
Woimding  her  fiur  gifts  with  calumnioos  stroke 
But  might  I,  fed  with  silent  Meditation, 
Assoihid  live  fiom  that  fiend  Occupation— 
hqirabug  labor,  which  my  spirits  hath  broke-^ 
I'd  drink  of  time's  rich  cup  and  never  surfeit, 
filing  in  more  days  than  went  to  make  the  gem 
That  erown'd  the  white  top  of  Methusalem ; 
Tea,  on  my  weak  neck  take,  and  never  forfeit 
Like  Atlas  hearing  up  die  dainty  sky. 
The  heaveiMweet  burthen  of  Eternity. 


THE  CHRISTENING. 


AttAT'i>— «  half  angelic  sight — 
In  vceiB  of  pure  Baptismal  white— 
The  mother  to  the  Font  doth  bring 
The  little  helpless,  namelem  thing. 
With  hushes  soft  and  mild  caressing. 
At  onoe  to  get— a  name  and  blessing.— 
Close  by  the  Babe  the  Priest  doih  stand- 
The  sacred  water  at  his  hand. 
Which  must  assoil  the  soul  within 
From  every  stain  of  Adam's  sin. — 
llie  In&nt  eyes  the  mystic  scenes. 
Nor  knows  what  all  this  wonder  means ; 
And  now  he  smiles,  as  if  to  say, 
**  I  am  a  Christian  made  this  day ;" 
Now,  frighted,  clings  to  Nurse's  hold. 
Shrinking  from  the  water  cold. 
Whose  virtues,  rightly  nndentood. 
Are.  as  Bethesda's  u-atera,  good. — 
Strange  words— the  World,  the  Flesh,  the  Devil- 
Poor  babe,  what  can  it  know  of  evil  \ 
But  we  must  silently  adore 
Mysterious  trutlw,  and  not  explore. 
Enough  for  him.  in  aflcr4im«a. 
When  he  shall  read  these  artless  rhymes, 
IC  looking  back  upon  this  day. 
With  easy  oonacienre  he  can  say, 
**  I  have  in  part  rrdeem'd  the  pledge 
Of  my  baptismal  privilege ; 
And  more  and  more  will  strive  to  flee 
All  that  my  sponsors  kind  renounced  for  ma.* 

415 


THE  END  OF  UiUKS  WORK& 


THE 


a>(Dxva(DiiSi  i?(d:bs&8 


OF 


HENRY  KIRKE  WHITE. 


Contento. 


Ptff* 

lccx)unt  of  the  ufe  of  h.  k.  white. 

BY  ROBERT  SOUTHEY v 

POKMS  INSmTKD  IN  THE  LIFE. 

Oil  being  confined  to  School  one  pleasant 
Moniing  in  Spring ;  written  at  the  Age 

of  Thirteen vi 

Extract  from  An  addren  to  Contemplation ; 

written  at  Fourteen t& 

To  the  Roiemary i 

To  the  Morning t& 

My  own  Character zii 

Ode  on  Disappointment xv 

Lin«^  written  in  Wilfi>rd  Church* Yard,  on 

Recovery  from  Sicknen ib. 

To  the  Wind,  at  Midnight xzii 

(Lines,  hy  Profevsor  Smyth,  of  Cambridge, 
on  a  Monument  erected  by  Francis  Boott, 
Esq^  an  American  Gentleman,  in  All- 
Saints'  Church,  Cambridge,  to  the  Memory 

of  Henry  Kirke  White xxiii 

Lines,  and  Note,  by  Lord  Byron) i&. 

OF^S  WRITTEN  BEFORE  THE  PUBUCA- 
TION  OF  CUFTON  GROVE. 

Childhood.  Pkrt  1 1 

II 2 

The  Fair  Maid  of  CliAon— A  New  Ballad 

in  the  old  style 4 

Song  "The  Robin  Red-Breast" 5 

Winter  Song ib. 

Song  **  Sweet  Jessy,  I  fain  would  caress"  .  6 
'^—  **  Oh,  that  I  were  the  fragrant  Flower 

that  kisses" ib. 

Fragment  of  an  E>x*entric  Drama t& 

To  a  friend 8 

On  reading  the  Poems  of  Warton ib. 

To  the  Muse ib. 

To  Love 9 

The  Wandering  Boy ib. 

Fragment.  »*The  Western  Gale" ib. 

Ode,  written  on  Whit-Monday ib. 

Canaonet 10 

Commencement  of  a  Poem  on  Despair .  .  .  ift. 

On  Rural  Solitude ift. 

**  In  hollow  Music,  sighinii;  through  the  glade*'  1 1 
■*  Thou  Mongrel,  who  dost  show  thy  teeth. 

and  yelp" •& 

Ode  to  the  Morning  Star ib. 

The  Hermit  of  the  Pacific ift. 

To  the  Wind,  a  Fragment  (for  conclusicm  of 

this  piece,  see  Life,  p.  xxii) 12 

The  Eve  of  death tft. 

Thanatos 13 

Athanatos tft. 

On  Music tfti 

Ode  to  the  Harvest  Moon 14 

Song.  **  Softly,  softly  blow,  ye  breezes"   .  .  ift. 

The  Shipwreck'd  Solitary's  Song 15 

Elegy,  occasioned  by  the  Death  of  BIr.  Gill  t& 


Fsfs 
CuFTON  Grove 16 

Goodoline,  a  Ballad 21 

Linea  written  on  a  Sarvey  of  the  Heavens, 

in  the  Morning  before  Day-break 23 
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SItcotttit  oC  ttie  Hite  oC  fl^nvu  UivUt  Wfiitt, 


BT  ROBERT  SOUTHEY. 


Not  aloM  by  tKt  Musea, 
But  by  the  Virtuea  lov«d,  Utsoul  in  its  yonthAiI  aapirinfi 
Sought  the  Holy  Hill,  and  Ma  thint  waa  for  Siloab's  wai«n. 

Fi»t9»  of  JmdgwumL 

No  marble  marks  thy  eonc^  of  lowly  Bleep, 
But  living  sutuet  there  are  anen  to  weep. 
Affliction*a  aemblanoe  benda  not  o'er  thy  tomb, 
Affliction*8  aelf  deplore  thy  youthful  doom  I 

Brmox. 


It  fell  to  my  lot  to  publish,  with  the  assistance 
of  my  friend  Mr.  Cottle,  the  first  collected  edition 
of  the  works  of  Chatterton,  in  whoee  history  I  felt 
A  more  than  ordinary  interest,  as  being  a  native 
of  the  same  city,  familiar  from  my  childhood  with 
thoM  great  objects  of  art  and  nature  by  which  he 
had  been  so  deeply  impressed,  and  devoted  from 
my  childhood  with  equal  ardor  to  the  same  pur- 
^ts.  It  is  now  my  fortune  to  lay  before  the  world 
■ome  account  of  one  whose  early  death  is  not  less 
to  he  lamented,  as  a  loss  to  EngliRh  literature,  and 
whof«  virtues  wore  as  admirable  as  his  genius. 
In  the  present  instance  there  is  nothing  to  be  re- 
cordcii,  but  what  is  honorable  to  himself  and  to 


of  her  voice  before  she  could  rouse  him.**  When 
he  was  about  seven,  he  would  creep  imperoehred 
into  the  kitchen,  to  teach  the  servant  to  read  and 
write ;  and  he  continued  this  for  some  time  before 
it  was  discovered  that  he  had  been  thoa  laudably 
employed.  He  wrote  a  tale  of  a  Swiss  emigrant, 
which  was  probably  his  first  oompositioiv  and 
gave  it  to  this  servant,  being  ashamed  to  ahow  it 
to  his  motlier.  The  consciousness  of  genioa  is 
always  at  first  accompanied  with  this  diffidence , 
it  is  a  sacred,  solitary  feeling.  And  perhape,  no  for- 
ward child,  however  extraordinary  the  promise  of 
his  childhood,  ever  produced  anything  truly  great. 
When  Henry  was  about  six,  he  was  placed 


Uie  n(ro  in  which  he  lived ;  little  to  be  regretted,  under  the  Rev.  John  Blanchard,  who  kept,  at  that 

but  tliat  one  so  ripe  for  heaven  should  so  soon  time,  the  best  school  in  Nottingham.   Here  he 

have  lieon  removed  from  the  world.  learnt  writing,  arithmetic,  and  French.  When  he 

IIksry  Kirkk  WiiiTR,  the  second  son  of  John  was  about  eleven,  he  one  day  wrote  a  eaparate 


and  Mary  White,  wan  born  in  Nottingham,  March 


theme  for  every  boy  in  his  class,  which  consisted 


21st,  17S.>.  His  father  was  a  butcher;  his  mother, ,  of  about  twelve  or  fourteen.   The  master  said  he 


wlir.se  maiden  name  was  Neville,  is  of  respectable 
Stn'Tf-nlsliiro  family. 

Fmui  the  years  of  tlirec  till  five,  Henry  learnt  to 
re.i<l  at  the  school  of  .Mrs.  Garrington;  whoee  name, 
jfiiin(M)rtant  as  it  may  appear,  is  mentioned  bo- 
cMise  •^he  had  the  ganl  sense  to  perceive  hisextra- 
•rdiiiaiy  capacity,  and  spoke  of  what  it  promised 
with  confidence.  She  was  an  excellent  woman,  and 
h««  d''<crihes  her  with  affection  in  his  poem  upon 
Chiltlh'KKl.  At  a  very  early  age  his  love  of  read. 
ing  was  decidedly  inanifbstcd ;  it  was  a  passion  to 
f^  hich  every  tiling  clue  gave  way.  **  I  could  fancy," 
rav*  iiH  eldest  sifter,  "I  see  him  in  his  little  chair, 'dav  in  the  week,  and  hi!<  leisure  boon  on  the 
with  a  largo  book  upon  his  knee,  and  my  mo- 'others,  were  employed  in  carrying  the  butche^'^ 
ther  calling,  *  Henry,  my  love,  come  to  dinner ;' '  basket  Some  diffcrencesi  at  lengtli  aroeo  between 
which  was  repeated  so  oWon  without  being  re.  his  father  and  Mr.  Blanchard,  in  consequence  of 
yarded,  that  she  was  obliged  to  change  the  tone ,  which  Henry  was  remoxx^d 
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had  never  known  them  write  so  well  upon  any 
subject  before,  and  could  not  refrain  from  ex- 
pressing his  astonishment  at  the  excellence  of 
Henry *H.  It  was  considered  ns  a  great  thing  for 
him  to  be  at  80  good  a  school,  yet  there  were  some 
circumstances  which  rendered  it  less  advantage- 
ous to  him  than  it  might  have  been.  Mrs.  White 
had  not  yet  ovorcon)e  her  husband*a  intention  of 
breeding  him  up  to  his  own  businem;  and  by  an 
arrangement  which  took  up  too  much  of  his  time, 
and  would  ha\'e  crushed  his  spirit,  if  that  *^moimt- 
ing  spirit'*  could  have  lieen  crushed, MM  whole 
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LIFE  OF  HENRY 


5  WHITE. 


Om  of  the  ushers,  wh0n  he  eaiM  to  reeeifv  Um 
mamf  doe  for  tuition,  took  the  opportanity  of 
inftrminf  Mrs.  White  what  an  incorrigible  eon 
•be  had,  and  that  it  was  impossiUe  to  make  the 
2ad  do  anything.  This  infbnna^on  made  his 
friends  fory  oneasy:  they  were  dispirited  ahoiit 
him;  and  had  they  relied  wholly  upon  this  report, 
tbe  stnpidity  or  malice  of  this  man  would  hafe 
blasted  Henry's  progress  for  erer.  He  was,  how- 
•fer,  placed  under  the  care  of  a  Mr.  Shipley,  who 
eoon  disooferod  that  he  was  a  boy  of  quick  per- 
oeption,  and  very  admirable  talenU;  and  came 
with  joy,  like  a  good  man.  to  relieve  the  anxiety 
and  painfhl  suspicions  of  his  iamily. 

While  hb  schoolmasters  werecomplahiingth^ 
tlwy  ooold  muke  not|ung  of  him,  be  disoofored 
what  Natnn  had  made  him,  and  wrote  satires 
«pon  them*  These  pieces  were  never  shown  to 
KUf^  isoept  his  most  particular  friends,  who  say 
Ifaet  tlwy  were  pointed  and  severe.  They  are 
emmnted  in  the  Uble  of  oontenU  toone  of  his 
■MiiiMcript  volumes,  under  the  title  of  SchooU 
Lampoons;  but,  as  was  to  be  expected,  he  had 
eat  the  leaves  out  and  destroyed  them. 

One  of  his  poems,  written  at  thb  time,  and 
ttider  these  feelings,  m  preserved : 

OX  BDira  OONPINH)  TO  SCHOOL  OWK  PLEASANT 
MORN INO  IN  BPRINO. 

wxrrrxif  at  thx  aob  or  TBiaTCxsr. 

ThB  morninf  tun's  encbantinK  rmyi 
Now  call  forth  every  wngsier'*  pralae; 
Now  the  lark,  with  upward  flight, 
Gayly  uaheni  in  the  light: 
While,  wildly  warbling  fh>m  each  tree. 
The  birds  sing  songs  to  Liberty 

But  for  me  no  songster  sings. 
Por  me  no  joyous  lark  up-sprinfrs; 
For  I,  confined  m  gloomy  school. 
Must  own  the  pedant's  iron  rule. 
And,  (hr  ttom  sylvan  shades  and  bowers, 
In  durance  vile  must  pass  the  hours ; 
There  con  the  scholiast's  dreary  lines. 
Where  no  bright  ray  of  genius  shines. 
And  close  to  rugged  learning  cling. 
While  laughs  around  the  Jocund  spring. 

How  gladly  wofuld  my  muI  forego 
All  that  arithmeticians  know. 
Or  stiff  grammarians  quaintly  teach. 
Or  all  that  industry  can  reach, 
TO  taste  each  mom  of  all  the  joys 
That  with  the  laughing  sun  arise ; 

And  nnconstrain'd  to  rove  along 
The  bushy  brakes  and  glens  among ; 

And  woo  the  muse's  genile  power, 

In  ontrequented  rural  bower! 

KM,  ah  1  such  heaven- approaching  joys 

Will  never  greet  my  longing  eyes; 

Still  will  they  clieat  in  vision  fine, 

iTet  never  but  in  fhncy  shine. 

Oh,  that  I  were  the  lililc  wren 
I'hat  tlirilly  chirp*  from  yonder  glen! 


Oh,  ftr  awajr  I  then  wmdd  rwe. 
lb  101116  sechidtd  biMlQr  grove. 
Tbare  hop  and  aisf  with  eanlie 
Bop  and  liiig  at  litany 
And  UU  death  shoaU  atop  nj  IB|«, 
fu  ftom  men  would  spend  mjdajra. 

About  this  time  his  mother  was  induced,  bj  the 
advice  of  several  fViends,  to  open  a  Ladies'  Board- 
ing  and  Day  School  in  Nottingham,  her  eldtal 
daughter  liaving  previonslj  been  a  teacher  in  one 
fiir  some  time.  In  this  she  snoceeded  beyond  hm 
most  sanguine  expectations,  and  Henry^  home- 
eomibrts  were  thns  materially  increased,  theogb 
it  was  still  oat  of  the  power  of  his  Ihmily  to  givs 
him  that  education  and  direction  in  lift  wUch 
his  talenta  deeerved  and  required. 

It  was  now  determined  to  breed  him  op  to  the 
hosiery  trade,  the  staple  manufacture  of  his  nativi 
pUce ;  and  at  the  age  of  fourteen  lie  was  placsd 
in  a  8tockmg.loom,  with  the  view,  at  some  ftOnse 
period,  of  getting  a  situation  in  a  hoaier'k  wan 
house.  During  tiie  time  that  he  was  thus  empky 
ed,  he  might  be  said  to  be  truly  unhappy ;  he 
to  his  work  with  evident  reluctance,  and 
not  refrain  from  sometimes  hinting  Ids 
aversion  to  it ;  but  the  circumstaneee  of  hie  ftmSy 
obliged  them  to  turn  a  deaf  ear.<  His  malhsr, 
however,  secretly  feltthatbe  was  worthy  of  brtkr 


I  His  temper  and  tone  of  mind  at  this  pprM, 
was  in  Ms  fharteenth  year,  are  disptafei  in  this 
fhNB  an  Address  to  Contemplation. 

Thee  do  I  own.  the  prompter  of  my  Joya, 
The  soother  of  my  cares,  inspiring  peace ; 
And  I  will  ne>r  (itrsake  thee.— Men  may  rave. 
And  blame  and  censure  me,  chat  I  don't  tie 
My  ev'ry  thought  down  to  the  desk,  and  spend 
The  morning  of  my  life  in  adding  Aguraa 
With  accurate  monotony ;  that  so 
Tl»  good  ihinps  of  ihe  world  may  bp  my  lot. 
And  I  may  ta*le  the  blessedness  of  wvalth : 
But,  oh !  I  was  not  made  for  money-grttinf ; 
For  me  no  much-respected  plume  awaits, 
Nor  civic  honor,  envied.— For  as  still 
I  tried  to  capt  with  school  deiteriiy 
The  interesting  sums,  my  vagrant  tbongbu 
Would  quick  revert  to  many  a  woodland  hannt. 
Which  fond  remembrance  cherish'd,  and  the  w« 
Diopt  (Torn  ray  senseless  Angers  as  I  pictared. 
In  my  mind's  ey<?,  how  on  the  shores  of  Trent 
I  erewhile  wandcr'd  with  my  earty  friends 
In  social  intercourse.  And  then  I  *d  think 
How  contrary  pursuits  had  thrown  us  wide. 
One  ftom  the  other,  scaiter'd  o'er  the  globe ; 
They  were  set  down  with  sober  steadineaa. 
Each  to  his  occupation.  I  alone, 
A  wayward  youth,  misled  by  Fancy^  ragarics. 
Remained  unsettled,  insecure,  and  veerioff 
With  ev'ry  wind  to  ev'ry  point  o'  th'  ompass. 
Yes.  in  the  countlnt -house  1  could  indulfe 
In  flts  of  close  abstraction :  yea,  amid 
The  busy,  bustling  crowds  could  meditate. 
Ami  send  my  thoiiphts  ten  tbonsand  toafoe*  awif 
Beyond  the  Atlantic,  resting  on  my  friend. 
I        Aye,  Contemplation,  ev'n  in  eartiest  youta 
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thing! :  to  her  he  spoke  more  openly;  he  eoold 
not  be&r,  he  said,  the  thought  of  spending  sefen 
years  of  his  life  in  shining  mnd  folding  op  stock- 
ings ;  he  wanted  Bomething  to  occupy  hi$  frratn,  and 
ho  should  be  wretched  if  ho  continued  longer  at 
this  trade,  or  indeed  in  anything  except  one  of 
the  learned  professions.  These  fVequent  com- 
plsiuts,  afler  a  year*s  application,  or  rather  mis- 
application (as  his  brother  says),  at  the  loom, 
conTinced  her  that  he  had  a  mind  defltined  for 
nobler  pursuits. 

To  one  so  situated,  and  with  nothing  bat  his 
own  talents  and  exertions  to  depend  apon,  the 
IjSW  seemed  to  be  the  only  practicable  line.  His 
afTectionate  and  excellent  mother  made  every  pos- 
sible  effort  to  effect  his  wishes,  his  father  being 
^"•ry  averse  to  the  plan;  and  at  length,  after 
overcoming  a  variety  of  obstacles,  he  was  fixed 
in  the  office  of  Messrs.  Coldham  and  Enfield,  at- 
tomeys  and  town-clerks  of  Nottingham.  As  no 
premiom  conld  be  given  with  him,  he  was  engaged 
to  serve  two  years  before  he  was  articled :  so  that, 
though  he  entered  this  office  when  he  was  fifleon, 
he  was  not  articled  till  the  coimnencemcnt  of  the 
year  1802. 

On  his  thus  entering  the  Law,  it  was  recom- 
mended to  him  by  his  employers,  that  he  should 
ondeavor  to  obtain  some  knowledge  of  Latin. 
He  had  now  only  the  little  time  which  an  at- 
torney's office,  in  very  extpnsi\*e  practice,  afford- 
ed ;  but  great  things  may  be  done  in  **  those  hours 
uf  leisure  which  oven  the  busiest  may  create/** 


I  wooM  thy  beavf  nly  infliienre !  I  would  walk 

A  weary  wny  wlien  all  my  toilN  wore  done. 

To  lay  myvflf  at  niitht  in  foim'  lone  wood. 

And  iM'ar  the  swcft  mine  of  tiie  nightingale. 

'Ml,  tli<we  were  tiiiH'M  of  hnppinrtiK.  and  »till 

To  nii*mory  doubly  dfttr !  fur  f;row  ins  years 

Had  not  titt'n  taueht  me  man  was  niaiie  to  mourn. 

And  a  slKtrt  hour  of  solitary  |>i(*asiire, 

Fiokn  (Voni  »l«!cp,  wan  ainiile  recomprnss 

For  all  thi'  hateful  biiKlU>ii  of  the  day. 

My  np'ninr  mind  wan  durtile  then,  and  plastic. 

Ami  s(M>n  the  marki  of  care  were  worn  away. 

While  I  wan  swa>'(i  hy  ever>-  novel  impulse, 

Vii'Idinf  to  all  the  fanci(*s  of  tlic  hour. 

Ittit  it  has  now  a-<ii>iiiKrd  its  rhararter ; 

Mark'd  \ty  »tr<»nc  linenmentn.  its  haughty  tone, 

l^kr  tlif  tirin  oak.  \%oulil  srM>ii«T  hri'ak  than  bend. 

Vet  still.  Oh  Conteniiiiation  !  I  do  love 

To  indulge  thy  soh>mri  musinpi ;  still  the 

With  tiM-c  ahme  I  know  to  melt  and  weep, 

In  tliee  alone  delighting.  Why  aloni; 

The  dusky  track  of  commerce  sboukl  I  toil, 

^Vlien,  with  an  easy  eom|R*tence  content, 

I  can  alone  be  ha|i(i)-  7  wliere,  with  thee, 

I  may  enjoy  the  loveliness  of  Nature, 

.\nd  looee  the  wings  of  Fancy!— Thus  alone 

Can  I  partake  of  happiness  on  earth ; 

And  l»  be  happy  lierv  i«  man's  chief  end. 

For  to  be  happy  he  must  needs  be  fimd. 


I  Turoer's  Prrtece  to  tbe  History  of  tbe  Ang lo-SasoBs. 


and  to  his  anient  mind  no  obstacles  were  too 
discouraging.  He  received  some  instruction  in 
the  first  rudiments  of  this  language  fVom  a  person 
who  then  resided  at  Nottingham  under  a  feigned 
name,  but  was  soon  obliged  to  leave  it,  to  elude 
the  search  of  government,  who  were  then  seeking 
to  secure  him.  Henry  discovered  him  to  be  Mr 
Cormick,  from  a  print  affixed  to  a  continuation 
of  Htmie  and  Smollett,  and  published,  with  their 
histories,  by  Cooke.  He  is,  I  believe,  the  same 
person  who  wrote  a  life  of  Burke.  If  he  received 
any  other  assistance  it  was  very  trifling ;  ye>,  in 
the  course  of  ton  months,  he  enabled  himself  to 
read  Horace  with  tolerable  facility,  and  had  made 
some  progress  in  Greek,  which  indeed  he  began 
first  Ho  used  to  exercise  himself  in  declining 
the  Greek  noims  and  verbs  as  he  was  going  to 
and  fVom  the  office,  so  valuable  was  time  beooine 
to  him.  From  this  time  he  contracted  a  habit  of 
employing  his  mind  in  study  during  his  wilkt, 
which  he  continued  to  the  end  of  his  lifo. 

He  now  became  almost  estranged  from  his  &in- 
ily ;  even  at  his  meals  he  would  be  reading,  and 
his  evenings  were  entirely  devoted  to  intellectual 
improvement  He  had  a  little  room  given  him, 
which  was  called  his  study ;  and  here  his  milk 
supper  was  taken  up  to  him ;  for,  to  avoid  any 
loss  of  time,  he  refWd  to  sup  with  his  family, 
though  earnestly  entreated  so  to  do,  as  his  mother 
already  began  to  dread  the  effects  of  this  severe 
and  unremitting  application.  The  Law  was  his 
first  pursuit,  to  which  his  papera  show  he  had 
applied  himself  with  such  indtistry,  as  to  make  it 
wonderful  that  ho  could  have  found  time,  busied 
as  his  days  were,  for  anything  else.  Greek  and 
Latin  were  the  next  objects :  at  the  same  time  he 
made  himself  a  tolerable  Italian  scholar,  and  ac- 
quired  some  knowledge  both  of  the  Spanish  and 
Portuguese.  His  medical  friends  say  that  the 
knowledge  he  had  obtained  of  chemistry  was  very 
respectable.  Astronomy  and  electricity  were 
among  his  studies.  Some  attention  he  paid  to 
drawing,  in  which  it  is  probable  he  would  have 
excelled.  Ho  was  passionately  fond  of  music, 
and  could  play  very  pleasingly  by  ear  on  tJio 
piano-forte,  composinjr  the  bass  to  the  air  he  was 
playing;  but  this  propensity  he  checked,  lost  it 
might  interfere  with  more  important  objects.  He 
had  a  turn  for  mechanics;  and  all  tlie  fittings-up 
of  his  stutly  were  the  work  of  his  own  hands. 

At  a  very  early  age,  indeed  soon  af\er  he  was 
taken  from  school,  Henry  was  ambitious  of  being 
admitted  a  member  of  a  Literarv  Societv  then  ex- 
isting  in  Nottingfham,  but  was  objected  to  on  a<* 
count  of  his  yoiitli.  Afior  repeated  attempts  and  n*- 
peatcd  failures,  he  succeeded  in  his  wish,  through 
!the  exertions  of  some  of  his  friends,  and  wan 
elected.  There  were  six  Professors  in  this  Society 
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and,  upon  the  fint  vacancy,  ha  was  appointed  to 
the  cliair  of  Literature.  It  may  well  appear 
strange  that  a  society,  in  so  large  a  town  as  Not- 
tingham, instituted  for  the  purpose  of  acquiring 
and  diffusing  knowledge,  and  respectable  enough 
to  bo  provided  with  a  good  philosophical  ap- 
paratus, should  have  chosen  a  boy,  in  the  fifteenth 
year  of  his  age,  to  deliver  lectures  to  them  upon 
general  litoratore.  The  first  subject  upon  which 
be  held  forth  was  Genius.  Having  taken  a  day  to 
consider  the  subject,  he  spoke  upon  it*  extempore, 
and  harangued  for  two  hours  and  three  quarters: 
yet,  instead  of  being  wearied,  his  hearers  passed 
a  unanimous  resolution,  **  That  the  most  sincere 
thanks  be  given  to  the  Professor  for  his  most  in- 
structive and  entertaining  lecture ;  at  the  same 
time  assuring  him  that  the  Society  never  had  the 
pleasure  of  hearing  a  better  lecture  delivered  from 
that  chair  which  he  so  much  honored:**  and 
they  then  elected  him  one  of  their  committee. 
There  are  certain  courts  at  Nottingham,  in  which 
it  is  necessary  for  an  attorney  to  plead ;  and  he 
iK-ished  to  qualify  himself  for  a  speaker  as  well  as 
a  sound  lawyer. 

With  the  profession  in  which  he  was  placed  he 
was  well  pleased,  and  suffered  no  pursuit,  nu- 
merous as  his  pursuits  were,  to  interfere  in  the 
slightest  degree  with  its  duties.    Yet  he  soon 
began  to  have  higher  aspirations,  and  to  cast  a 
wistful  eye  toward  the  Universities,  with  little 
hope  of  ever  attainingf  their  important  advantagres, 
yet   probably  not  witliout  some,  however  faint. 
There  was  at  this  time  a  ma^^azine  in  publication, 
called   the  Monthly  Preceptor,  which  proposed 
prizetliemes  for  boys  and  ^irls  to  write  u|K>n;  and 
which  was  oncouraired  by  many  sclioolmastera, 
some  of  whom,  for  their  own  credit,  and  tliat  of 
the  imi>ortant  institutions   in  which  they  were 
placed,  ou^ht  to  liave  known  better  than  to  en- 
courage it.    But  in  scljools,  and  in  all  practical  ■ 
systems  of  education,  emulation  is  made  tlie  main- 
sprinjr,  as  if  there  were  not  enou^li  of  the  leaven  I 
of  disquietude  in  our  natures,    witliout   inocu- 
latincr  it  with  this  dilutement — this  raccine  virus 
of  envy.    True  it  is,  that  wo  need  encourage- 
ment in  youth  ;  that  tliough  our  vices  sprinjr  up 
and  thrive  in  shade  and  darkness,  like  ]K)isonous 
fun/ri,  our  better  powers  require  li;,'ht  and  air; 
and  that  praise  is  the  sunshine,  without  which 
yrenius  will  wither,  fade,  and  flie ;  or  rather  in 
nearch  of  which,  like  a  plant  that  is  debarred  from 
It,  will  push  forth  in  contortions  and  deformity. 
JJut  such  practices  as  that  of  writing:  for  public 
prizes,  of  publicly  declaiming-,  a-  d  of  eiiadinir 
ulays  before  the  iiei^hhorinjy  g-entry,  tnach  l»oys- 
to  look  forapplaus  •  instead  of  b<Mnjr  satisfied  wit.li  I 
approbation,  and  foster  in  them  that  vanity  which 
ue^de  no  such  cherishing.  This  is  administering 


stimulants  to  the  heart,  instead  of  **  feeding  rt 
with  fi)od  convenient  fyr  it;**  and  the  effect  of 
such  stimulants  is  to  dwarf  the  human  mind,  as 
lap-dogs  are  said  to  be  stopt  in  their  growth  by 
being  dosed  with  gin.  Thus  forced,  it  becomes 
like  the  sapling  which  shoots  op  when  it  shoaid 
be  striking  its  roots  far  and  deep,  and  which  ther^- 
fore  never  attains  to  more  than  a  sapling*s  siic. 

To  Henry,  however,  the  opportunity  of  distin. 
guishing  himself,  even  in  the  Juvenile  Library, 
was  useful;  if  he  had  acted  with  a  man*s  foresirbt, 
he  could  not  have  done  more  wisely  than  by  aim- 
ing at  every  distinction  within  his  little  sphere 
At  the  age  of  fifloen,  he  gained  a  silver  medal  fo 
a  translation  from  Horace;  and  the  following  jni 
a  pair  of  twelve-inch  globes,  for  an  imaginarr 
Tour  from  London  to  Eldinburgh.  He  deteimined 
upon  trying  for  this  prize  one  evening  when  at  tea 
with  his  family,  and  at  supper  he  read  to  them  bin 
performance,  to  which  seven  pages  were  granted 
in  the  magazine,  though  they  had  limited  tiw 
allowance  of  room  to  three.    Shortly  aflerward* 
he  won  several  books  for  exercises  on  difierest 
subjects.  Such  honors  were  of  great  importance 
to  him ;  they  were  testimcmies  of  his  ability,  which 
could  not  be  suspected  of  partiality,  and  thev 
prepared  his  father  to  regard  with  less  reluctance 
that  change  in  his  views  and  wishes  which  after- 
wards  took  place.  It  appears  by  a  letter  written 
soon  afler  ho  had  completed  his  fifteenth  year, 
that  many  of  his  pieces  in  prose  and  verso,  undT 
feigned  signatures,  had  gained  admission  in  1\k 
various  magazines  of  the  day,  more  particularly 
in  the  Monthly  Magazine  and  tlie  Mont lilyVi-i tor: 
"In  prosaic  composition,"  ho  sayp,  "  I  never  lin* 
one  article  refused  :  in  poetic,  many." — "  I  ar  i 
conscious,"  he  observes,  at  this  time,  to  his  hr- 
ther,  "that  if  I  choso  I   could  produce  poei:> 
infinitely  superior  to  any  you  h.ave  yet  seen  •»; 
mine  ;  but  I  am  so  indolent,  and  at  the  same  ti.;./ 
so  much  engaged,  that  I  cannot  give  the  time  .in«" 
attention  necessary  for  the  formation  of  corr**' : 
and  accurate  pieces."   I^ss  time  and  attenti  ■:: 
are  necessary  for  correctin^r  prose,  and  this  n^V;; 
be  one  reason  why,  contrary  to  the  usual  proc****, 
a  greater  prematurity  is  discernable  in  his  pr«>-  * 
than  in  his  metrical  com|X)>ilions.  **The  reas*>ii." 
he  says,  "of  the  numl>er  of  erasures  and  corr«v- 
tions  in  my  letter  is,  that  it  contains  a  roujjh  triM- 
script  of  the  state  of  my  mind,  without  my  havi:.; 
made  any  sketch  on  another  paper.    When  I  >:1 
down  to  write,  ideas  crowd  into  mv  mind  tno  C\< 
for  utterance  upon  pa[»er.   Some  of  them  I  Ihiti'-; 
too  precious  to  bo  lost,  and  for  fear  their  inipre*. 
sion  should  l>e  etfaced,  I  write  as  rapidly  as  po«*- 
sihle.   Thi^  accounts  for  my  bad  writing." 

He  now  becaMie  a  corresjKjndent  in  the  Monthly 
Mirror,  a  magazine  which  first  sot  the  example  of 
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tjrpo|^[ihical  neatiMM  in  periodical  pablicationii, 
which  hail  given  the  world  a  good  Mries  of  por- 
tratU.  and  which  deeerrei  praiM  also  on  other 
accountii,  having  among  its  contributor!  somo 
perionii  of  eztcniive  erudition  and  acknowledged 
talents.  Magazines  are  of  great  service  to  those 
who  are  learning  to  write ;  they  are  fishing.boats, 
which  the  Buccaneers  of  Literature  do  not  con- 
devcend  to  sink,  bum,  and  destroy :  young  poets 
may  safely  try  their  strength  in  them ;  and  that 
they  should  try  their  strengtli  before  the  public, 
without  danger  of  any  shame  from  failure,  is 
highly  desirable.  Henry*s  rapid  improvement 
WIS  now  as  remarkable  as  his  unwearied  industry. 
The  pieces  which  had  been  rewarded  in  the  Ju- 
▼enile  Preceptor  might  have  been  rivalled  by 
nany  boys ;  but  what  he  produced  a  year  after- 
wards, f^w  men  could  equal.  Thosie  which  ap- 
peared in  the  Mcmthly  Mirror  attracted  some 
notice,  and  introduced  him  to  the  acquaintance 
of  Mr.  Capel  Lofit,  and  of  Mr.  ITill,  the  proprietor 
of  the  work,  a  gentleman  who  was  himself  a  lover 
of  English  literature,  and  who  |>oHsessed  one  of 
tlie  nrast  copious  collections  of  Eii{;lish  poetry  in 
existence.  Their  encourajjcmcnt  induced  him, 
about  the  close  of  the  year  1H()2,  to  prepare  a 
little  volume  of  poems  for  the  prcHH.  It  was  his 
hope  that  this  publication  niit;ht  cither,  by  the 
success  of  its  sale,  or  the  notice  whicii  it  mi<rht 
excite,  enable  him  to  prosecute  his  Htudies  at  col- 
lege, and  fit  himself  for  holy  orders.  For,  thoii<;h 
so  far  was  he  from  fcelinir  any  di>like  to  his  own 
profession,  that  he  was  even  attached  to  it,  and 
had  indulged  a  hope  that  one  diiy  or  other  he 
should  make  his  way  to  the  Kar,  a  deafness,  to 
which  he  had  always  been  Hubject,  and  whicii 
ap|ie.-ired  to  grow  projjrcssively  worse,  threatened 
to  preclude  all  possibility  of  advancement;  and 
his  opinions,  which  had  at  one  tinio  inclined  to 
infidelitv,  had  now  taken  a  stron;:  devotional  bias. 
Henry  was  earnestly  advised  to  r>l)tain,  if  jws. 
f  iMe,  sonie  patroness  for  liis  Uxtk,  whose  rank  in 
li.*e,  and  notoriety  in  the  literary  world,  might 
alTord  it  some  protection.  Tfie  <Inysof  such  dedi- 
cati.tns  are  happily  well-ni|;h  at  an  end ;  but  tJiis 
wa«  of  importance  to  him,  as  {rivintf  his  little 
vohiiiip  consequence  in  tlie  eyes  of  lii<  trionds 
and  tr>wnsmen.  The  Countess  of  Derby  was  first 
applied  to,  and  tho  ninnnscript  submitted  to 
her  |>erii«al.  She  returned  it  with  a  refusal,  upon 
the  i^ronnd  that  it  was  an  invariable  rule  with 
Irer  iie\or  to  accept  a  compiinient  of  the  kind; 
but  this  refusal  was  couched  in  language  as  kind 
as  it  wa«  complimentary,  and  he  felt  niore  [deasure 
■t  th**  kindness  which  it  expressed,  than  disap- 
pointment  at  the  failure  of  his  application :  a  'J/. 
note  was  inck>sed  as  her  subscription  to  the  work. 
Tho  margravine  of  Anspach  was  abto  thought  of 
54  3L2 


There  is  among  his  papers  the  draught  of  a  letltr 
addressed  to  her  upon  the  subject,  but  I  belief* 
it  was  never  sent  He  was  then  recommended  to 
apply  to  the  Duchess  of  Devonshire.  Poor  Henrj 
felt  a  fit  of  repugnance  at  courtinjf  patronage  in 
this  way,  but  he  felt  that  it  was  of  consequence  in 
his  little  world,  and  submitted ;  and  the  manu- 
script was  left,  with  a  letter,  at  Devonshire  Hooms 
as  it  had  been  with  the  Countess  of  Deroy.  Som* 
time  elapaed,  and  no  answer  arrived  from  her 
Grace ;  and,  as  she  was  known  to  be  pestered  with 
such  applications,  apprehensions  began  to  be 
entertained  for  the  satbty  of  the  paper*.  Hie 
brotlier  Neville  (who  was  now  settled  in  London) 
called  several  times ;  of  course  he  never  obtained 
an  interview :  the  case  at  lust  became  desperate, 
and  ho  went  with  a  dotorminatiun  not  toquittha 
house  till  he  had  obtained  tliem.  After  waiting 
four  hours  in  tho  servants*  hall,  his  perseverance 
conquered  their  idle  insolence,  and  he  got  pos- 
session of  the  manuscript.  And  here  he,  as  well 
as  his  brotlier,  sick  of  "dancing  attendance** 
upon  tlio  great,  would  have  relinquished  all 
thoughts  of  tlie  dedication,  but  tliey  were  urged 
to  make  one  more  trial : — a  letter  to  her  Graoe 
was  procured,  with  which  Neville  obtained  au- 
dience, wisely  leaving  tho  manuscript  at  home: 
and  tJio  Duchess,  with  her  usual  good-nature, 
gave  permission  that  tho  volume  should  be  dedi- 
cated to  her.  Accordingly  her  name  appeared 
in  tho  titlc-{»age,  and  a  copy  was  transmitted  to 
her  in  due  form,  and  in  its  due  morocco  lt\-ery,-» 
of  which  no  notice  was  ever  taken.  Involved  as  she 
was  in  an  endless  round  of  miserable  follies,  it  is 
probable  that  slie  never  opened  the  book,  other- 
wise her  heart  was  <;ood  enous^h  to  have  felt  a 
pleasure  in  encourai^in;;  tho  author.  Oh,  what 
a  lesson  would  the  history  of  that  heart  hold  out! 
Henry  sent  his  little  volume  to  each  of  the  then 
existing  Reviews,  and  accompanied  it  with  a  let- 
ter, wherein  he  stated  what  )iis  disadvantages  had 
been,  and  what  were  the  ho{>es  which  he  proposed 
to  himself  from  the  pnlilication  :  requesting  from 
them  that  indnlueiK e  of  whi<h  his  productioni 
did  not  stand  in  need,  and  which  it  might  have 
been  thou::jht,  nnder  such  circumstances,  would 
Dot  have  been  withheld  from  works  of  less  prom- 
ise. It  may  l>c  well  conceived  with  what  anxiety 
he  looked  for  their  ojiini^ns,  and  with  what  feel- 
ings he  read  the  tnllowinir  article  in  the  Monthly 
Review  for  Fol»ruary.  I'^Ol. 

Monthlif  Ixri'n  ir^  Vihruary^  IHOl. 

"Tlic  circumstances  under  which  this  little 
volume  is  otfered  to  the  piihlic,  muHt,  in  some 
measure,  disarm  critici'^m.    We  have  been  in 
formed  that  Mr.  \Vhit<>  Was.  strarcely  attained  hia 
eightccntii  vear,  has  hitherto  exerted  himself  m 
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0M  pomlt  of  knowtedga  imdte  the  dbeoonfo* 
oMnite  of  penury  and  mitfiirtnne,  ind  now  hopei, 
bj  thb  owly  authonhii^  to  obtain  some  aMUtuiee 
in  the  pR)Mei||tion  of  his  •tndm  at  CSunbfidfe. 
Ho  appear*,  indeed,  to  be  one  of  thoee  ymmg 
men  of  talenti  and  application  wlio  merit  encoor* 
•gement ;  and  it  woold  be  gTatifytn|p  to  oe  toliear 
that  thia  pnbSeation  liad  obtained  Ar  him  a  re- 
epeelable  patron ;  for  we  ftar  that  the  mere  profit 
ariainf  fimn  tlie  aale  cannot  be,  in  anj  meaanre, 
adequate  to  his  exigencioi  aa  a  itndent  at  tlie  mi- 
vendtj.  A  sabscription,  with  a  statement  of  the 
particolars  of  the  anther's  ease,  might  Im^e  been 
calcnlated  to  Im^e  answered  liis  purpose;  but,  as 
a  book  which  b  to  'win  its  waj*  on  the  sole 
groimd  of  its  own  merit,  this  poem  cannot  be  eon- 
templated  with  anj  sanguine  ezpeotatmu  TIm 
anther  is  tstj  amdoas,  howofer,  that  critics 
■hoold  find  in  it  something  to  commend,  and  he 
■haU  not  be  disappointed :  we  commend  Us  ex- 
ertions and  Ids  kiulable  endeaTors  to  excel ;  but 
we  cannot  compliment  him  with  having  learned 
the  diffiooh  art  of  writing  good  poetry. 
**  Soch  linee  as  these  will  soflkiently  pvofo  oar 


Ben  woqM  t  nu,  s  vMoaaiy  Aiy, 
When  tlie  hoam  tliniidvr  tkoek  tin  Taaltsd  Ay, 
Aad,  fkaqr-M,  belwlii  tlM  Aliniclitr*!  fbnn 
Btaraiy  tmwmring  ia  tbt  eddying  ■torn. 

••If  llr. White  should  be  instracted  by  Ahna. 
mater,  he  will,  donbtless,  produce  better  sense 
and  better  rhymes.** 

I  know  not  who  was  the  writer  of  this  precious 
article.  It  is  certain  that  Henry  could  have  no 
personal  enemy :  his  volume  foil  into  the  hands 
of  some  dull  man,  who  took  it  up  in  an  hour  of 
ill-humor,  turned  over  the  leaves  to  look  for 
fitults,  and  finding  that  Boy  and  Sky  were  not  or- 
thodox rhymes,  according  to  his  wise  canons  of 
criticism,  sat  down  to  blast  the  hopes  of  a  boy, 
who  had  confessed  to  him  all  his  hopes  and  all  his 
difficulties,  and  thrown  himself  upon  his  mercy. 
With  such  a  letter  before  him  (by  mere  accident 

saw  that  which  had  been  sent  to  the  Critical 
Review),  even  though  the  poems  had  been  bad,  a 
good  man  would  not  have  said  so :  he  would  have 
avoided  ceniiure,  if  ho  had  found  it  impossible  to 
bestow  praine.  But  that  the  reader  may  perceive 
the  wicked  injustice,  as  well  as  the  cruelty  of  this 
reviewal,  a  few  specimens  of  tlie  volume,  thus 
(wntemptuously  condemned  because  Boy  and  SPcy 
are  used  as  rhymes  in  it,  shall  bo  inserted  in  this 
j»lace. 

TO  THE  HERB  ROSEMARY.* 
Sweet-foented  flower  I  who  art  wont  to  bloom 
On  January's  ftt>nt  lewre. 


1  The  Rntemary  biidJi  in  January.    It  is  tbe  fiower 
MsnBMmly  pul  in  tha  coAns  of  tlie  dead. 


And  oyr  tke  wiatrj 
To  wsft  thy  wasM 
Come,  thoQ  sbalt  tooi  aqf 
Aad  I  win  bind  thas 
And  sa  I  twins  tlie 
I*B  weave  a  —ilBachnly 
Aad  Bwael  tlie  strain  sbaB 
Hh  sMiody  of  dsaib. 


Oome,  Itaaeral  flpw*rl  wiw  lewst  to 
With  the  pale  eoise  la  foaely  tosA^ 
And  tliffow  abraai  the  daaert  gloem 
A  sweet  deeayiaf  wamSL 
Coma,  peas  siy  lija^  and  lis  with  bm 
Beneath  tl»  lowly  Aider-ties, 

And  we  win  aleep  s  pteaaaat  ttrnp. 
And  act  a  cars  afaall  dam  iBliadai 
To  bieak  the  nsfUs  sditiids, 
flo  peaeeflil  and  so  deepk 

And  hsrkl  tl»  wlad-god,  as  ha  ffles. 

Moans  hollow  in  the 

And  sailittf  on  the  gusty 
Mysteriona  Buiaie  diea 
Bweet  flower!  thst  leqaicB  wild  Is 
It  warns  me  to  the  kHMly  Shrias, 
Tlie  cold  tnrfaltar  of  the  daad ; 

My  giave  ehsU  hs  la  yen  leas  apoc. 

Where  sa  I  lie,  by  aO  twioc, 
A  dying  fragrance  thon  wilt  o'er  say 


TOTPB  MORNING. 


BeasM  of  the  day-bieak  fkiat!  I  hail 
Tour  dubious  huea,  aa  on  the  robe 
Of  Night,  which  wrapa  the  riombering  gloha; 

I  mark  your  traces  pale. 
Tired  with  tbe  taper's  sickly  light. 
And  with  tlie  wearying,  numbered  nighs, 

I  bail  the  streaks  of  mom  divine : 
And  lol  they  break  between  the  dewy  wreathi 

That  round  my  rural  caaement  twiae : 
The  fresh  gale  o'er  the  green  lawn  brestbea; 
It  fluis  my  feverish  brow,— it  calms  the  mental  anift. 
And  cheerily  re-illumea  the  lambent  flame  of  lifc. 

The  lark  has  her  gay  eong  begun, 

8he  leaves  her  grassy  nest. 
And  soars  till  the  unrutu  mn 

Gleams  on  her  speckled  breast. 
Now  |pt  roe  leave  my  rcstlem  bed. 
And  o'er  tbe  spangled  uplands  tread ; 

Now  through  the  cuslom'd  wood-walk 
By  many  a  green  lane  lies  my  way. 

Where  high  o'erhoad  the  wild  briera 
Till  on  the  mountain's  summit  grey, 
I  alt  me  down,  and  mark  the  glorious  daWn  of  day 

Oh,  Heav'n !  the  aofr  refreshing  gale 

It  breathes  into  my  breast  I 
My  sunk  e}-c  gleams ;  my  check,  ao  pals. 

Is  with  new  colon  dn*st. 
Blithe  Health!  tliou  soul  of  life  and 
Come  thou  too  on  the  balmy  breeae. 

Invigorate  my  frsme: 
1  'II  Join  with  thee  I  In  baakin*d  chaes. 
With  thee  the  didtaat  clime  will  tiaee. 

Beyond  thoee  elooda  of  flains. 
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Above,  below,  what  channi  unfold 

In  all  the  varied  viewl 
Before  me  all  ia  biimiah*d  gold. 

Behind  the  twilif  htl  hue. 
The  niinU  which  on  oM  Ntf  ht  await. 
Far  to  the  wcat  they  hold  their  state. 
They  ahun  tlie  clear  blue  (kce  of  Mom ; 

Alonf  the  fine  cerulean  aky, 

The  fleecy  elouda  succeaaive  fly. 
While  bright  priamatic  beams  their  ahadowy  folds  adoni. 

And  hark!  the  Thatcher  haa  begun 

Ilia  whiatic  on  the  cavea. 
And  oft  the  liedger'a  bill  is  heard 

Among  the  ructling  leaves. 
The  riow  team  creaka  upon  the  road, 

TbfB  noisy  whip  mounds, 
Tlw  driver'a  voice,  hia  carol  blithe. 
The  mower*a  atroke,  hia  whetting  scythe. 

Mix  with  the  morning's  sounds. 

Who  would  not  rather  take  his  seat 

Beneath  these  clumps  of  trres. 
The  early  dawn  of  day  to  greet. 

And  catch  the  healthy  breeae. 
Than  on  the  ailken  couch  of  Sloth 

Luxurioua  to  lie? 
Who  would  not  from  life'a  dreary  waste 
Snatch,  when  he  could,  with  eager  haste. 

An  interval  of  joy  7 

To  him  who  aimply  thua  recounta 

The  niornins's  pleaaurea  o>r. 
Fate  dooms,  ere  long,  the  acrne  must  close. 

To  ope  on  him  no  more : 
Yet,  Morning!  unrepining  still 
He  'U  grvet  thy  brama  awhile ; 
And  surely  thou,  when  o*er  hia  grave 
Solemn  the  whisprring  willowa  wave. 
Wilt  sm'eetly  on  him  smile; 
And  the  pale  glow- worm's  pcnfive  light 
Will  guide  his  ghastly  walks  in  the  drear  moonless  night. 

An  author  i«  proof  against  reviewing^,  when, 
like  my!«oir,  ho  han  been  reviewed  some  leTentj 
limes ;  but  the  opinion  of  a  reviewer,  upcm  his 
firrt  publication,  has  more  effect,  both  upon  his 
feelin;^  and  his  success,  than  it  ou^ht  to  have,  or 
would  have,  if  the  mystery  of  the  ungentU  craft 
were  more  generally  understood.  Henry  wrote 
to  the  editor  to  complain  of  the  cruelty  with  which 
he  had  been  treated.  This  remonstrance  produced 
tJie  following^  answer  in  the  next  number : 

Monthly  RecieWy  March,  1804. 
ADDRESS  TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 


**  In  the  course  of  our  Inn^;  critical  labors,  we 
have  necessarily  been  forced  to  encounter  the  re> 
•entment,  or  withstand  the  lamentations,  of  many 
disappointed  authors;  but  we  have  seldom,  if 
ever,  been  more  affected  than  by  a  letter  from 
Mr.  White,  of  Nottinc'hain,  complaining  of  the 
tendency  of  our  strictures  on  his  poem  of  Cli/lon 
Grove,  in  our  last  number.  His  expostulations 
are  written  with  a  warmth  of  feeling  in  which  W9 


truly  sympathize,  and  which  shall  readily  •zcuMi 
with  OS,  some  expressions  of  irritation ;  but  Mr* 
White  must  receive  our  most  serious  declaratioiit 
that  we  did  *  judge  of  the  book  by  the  book  iU 
selP;  excepting  only,  that,  fVom  his  former  letter, 
we  were  desirous  of  mitigating  the  pain  of  that 
decision  which  our  public  duty  required  ua  to 
pronounce.  We  spoke  with  the  utmost  sincerity 
when  we  stated  our  wishes  for  patronage  to  an 
imfriended  man  of  talents,  for  talents  Mr.  Whita 
certainly  possesses,  and  we  repeat  those  wishes 
with  equal  cordiality.  Let  him  still  trust  that, 
like  Mr.  Gifibrd  (see  preface  to  his  translation  ot 
Juvenal),  some  Mr.  Cookesley  may  yet  appear  to 
foster  a  capacity  which  endeavors  to  escape  ihun 
its  present  conBned  sphere  of  action;  and  let  the 
optilent  inhabitants  of  Nottingham  reflect,  that 
some  portion  of  that  wealth  which  they  have 
worthily  acquired  by  the  habits  of  industry,  will 
be  laudably  applied  in  aasisting  the  efforts  of 
mind.** 

Henry  was  not  aware  that  reviewers  are  infaU 
lible.  His  letter  seems  to  have  been  answered  by 
a  different  writer ;  the  answei^  has  none  of  the 
commonplace  and  vulgar  insolence  of  the  criti- 
cism: but  to  have  made  any  concession  would 
have  been  admitting  that  a  review  can  do  wrong, 
and  thus  violating  the  fimdamental  principle  of 
its  constitution. 

The  poems  which  had  been  thus  condemned, 
appeared  to  me  to  discover  strong  marks  of  ge- 
nius. I  had  shown  them  to  two  of  my  friends, 
than  whom  no  persons  living  better  imderstand 
what  poetry  is,  nor  have  given  better  proofs  of 
it ;  and  their  opinion  coincided  with  my  own.  I 
was  indignant  at  the  injustice  of  this  pretended 
criticism,  and  having  accidentally  seen  the  letter 
which  ho  had  written  to  the  reviewers,  imder- 
stood  the  whole  cruelty  of  their  injustice.  In 
consequence  of  this  I  wrote  to  Henry,  to  encour- 
age him ;  told  him,  that  though  I  was  weU  aware 
how  imprudent  it  was  in  young  poets  to  publish 
their  production;!,  his  circumstances  seemed  to 
render  that  expedient,  from  which  it  would  other- 
wise be  right  to  dissuade  him  ;  advised  him  there- 
fore, if  he  had  no  better  prospects,  to  print  a 
larger  volume  by  subscription,  and  offered  to  do 
what  little  was  in  my  power  to  ser\*e  him  in  the 
imdertaking.  To  tliis  he  replied  in  the  following 
letter:— 


**  I  dare  not  say  all  I  feel  respecting  your  upin 
ion  of  my  little  volume.  The  extreme  acrimony 
with  which  the  Monthly  Review  (of  all  others  the 
most  important)  treated  me,  threw  me  into  a 
state  of  stupefaction ;  I  regarded  all  that  had 
passed  as  a  dream,  and  I  thought  I  had  oeen  oe- 
luding  myself  into  sn  idea  of  possessing  poeti4 
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IpBniuM,  when  in  fact  I  had  only  the  longing,  with- 
nut  the  qglatuM.  I  mustered  reitolutJon  enough, 
however,  to  write  npiritcdlj  to  them :  their  an- 
swer in  the  ensuing  number  was  a  tacit  acknow- 
ledgment  that  they  had  been  somewhat  too  un- 
sparing in  their  correction.  It  was  a  poor  attempt 
to  salve  over  a  wound  wantonly  and  most  un- 
generously inflicted.  Still  I  was  damped,  because 
1  knew  the  work  was  very  respectable ;  and  there- 
fore could  not,  I  concluded,  give  a  criticism  grott- 
ly  deficient  in  equity — the  more  especially,  as  1 
knew  of  no  sort  of  inducement  to  extraordinary 
severity.  Your  letter,  however,  has  revived  me, 
and  I  do  again  venture  to  hope  that  1  may  still 
produce  something  which  will  survive  me. 

**  With  regard  to  your  advice  and  offers  of  as- 
sistanco,  I  will  not  attempt,  because  I  am  unable, 
to  thank  you  for  them.  To-morrow  mornmg  I  de- 
part for  Cambridge;  and  I  have  considerable 
hopes  that,  as  I  do  not  enter  into  the  University 
with  any  sinister  or  interested  views,  but  sincere- 
ly desire  to  perform  the  duties  of  an  affectionate 
and  vigilant  pastor,  and  become  more  useful  to 
mankind,  I  therefore  have  hopes,  I  say,  that  I  shall 
find  means  of  support  in  the  University.  If  I  do 
not,  I  shall  certainly  act  in  pursuance  of  your  re- 
commendations ;  and  shall,  without  hesitation, 
avail  myself  of  your  offers  of  service,  and  of  your 
directions. 

**  In  a  short  time  this  will  be  determined ;  and 
when  it  is,  I  shall  take  the  liberty  of  wrilincr  to 
you  at  Keswick,  to  make  you  acquainted  with  the 
roBiilt 

"  I  have  only  one  objection  to  publishing  by 
subscription,  and  I  confess  it  has  weight  with 
me ; — it  \h,  tliat,  in  this  step,  I  shall  seem  to  be 
acting  upon  the  advice  so  unfeelingly  and  contu- 
nielioutfly  given  by  the  Monthly  Reviewers,  who 
say  what  is  equal  to  this — that  had  I  gotten  a  sub- 
scription for  my  poems  before  their  merit  was 
known,  I  might  have  succeeded;  provided,  it  seems, 
1  had  m«i(Ic  n.  particular  statement  of  my  case;  like  & 
l»c^»'::ar  who  stands  with  his  hat  in  one  hand,  and 
a  full  account  of  his  cniol  treatment  on  the  coast 
of  Harbary  in  the  other,  and  so  gives  you  his 
ponny  slioot  for  your  sixpence,  by  way  of  half- 
parc!i;ise,  half-charity. 

"I  have  niatorialrt  for  another  volume ;  but  they 
were  written  principally  while  Clifton  Grove  was 
in  trio  prt'MS,  or  s(X)n  alter,  and  do  not  now  at  all 
s.itiHfv  nio.  Indeed,  of  late,  I  have  boon  obliged 
to  (losi-sl,  almost  entirely,  from  converse  with  the 
d.inios  of  Helicon.  Tho  drudgery  of  an  attorney's 
oHi.:e,  and  tho  necessity  of  preparing  myself,  in 
ra^^o  I  should  succeed  in  gettinfj  to  collosfe,  in 
i^hat  littlo  leisure  I  could  boast,  left  no  room  for 
Jic  ni;jhts  of  tho  iinaijination." 

In  another  letter  he  speaks,  in  still  stronger 


terms,  of  what  he  had  suffered  from  the  unftekng 
and  iniquitous  criticism : 

**The  unfavorable  review  (in  tlie  *  Monthly*) 
of  my  unhappy  work,  has  cut  deeper  than  yoo 
could  have  thought;  not  in  a  literary  point  of  view, 
but  as  it  affects  my  respectability.  It  represents 
me  actually  as  a  beggar^  K^^^%  about  gatherin| 
money  to  put  myself  at  college,  when  my  work  ii 
worthless;  and  this  with  every  appearance  o( 
candor.  They  have  been  sadly  misinformed  re- 
specting me :  this  review  goes  before  me  wherever 
I  turn  my  stops:  it  haunts  me  incessantly;  and  I 
am  persuaded  it  is  an  instrument  in  the  hands  of 
Satan  to  drive  me  to  distraction.  I  most  leave 
Nottingham.** 

It  is  not  unworthy  of  remark,  that  this  verj 
reviewal,  which  was  designed  to  crush  the  hopes 
of  Henry,  and  suppress  his  struggling  genius,  has 
been,  in  its  consequences,  the  main  occasion  of 
bringing  his  Remains  to  light,  and  obtaining  fitf 
him  that  fame  which  assuredly  will  be  his  por- 
tion. Had  it  not  been  for  the  indignation  which 
I  felt  at  perusing  a  criticism  at  once  so  cruel  and 
so  stupid,  the  little  intercourse  between  Henry 
and  myself  would  not  have  taken  place;  hii 
papers  would  probably  have  remained  in  oblivion, 
and  his  name  in  a  few  years  have  been  fbrgoCteni 

I  have  stated  that  his  opinions  were,  at  one 
time,  inclining  towards  deism :  it  needs  not  be 
said  on  what  slight  grounds  the  opinions  of  a 
youth  must  needs  l)e  founded :  while  they  are 
confined  to  matters  of  sjicculation,  they  indicate, 
whatever  their  eccentricities,  only  an  active  mind, 
and  it  is  only  when  a  proiten-^ity  is  manifested  to 
such  principles  as  give  a  sanction  to  immorahtr, 
that  they  show  something  wron?  at  heart.  One 
little  |)ocniof  Henry's  Remains,  which  was  written 
in  this  unsettled  state  of  mind,  exhibits  much  of 
his  character,  and  can  excite  no  feelings  towardi 
him,  but  such  as  are  favorable. 

MY  OWN  CHARACTER. 

ADDRESSED  (DURING  ILLNESS)  TO  A  YOUXQ  LADT. 

Dear  Fanny.  I  nn-nn.  now  I'm  laid  on  lh«»  •brlf. 
To  cive  you  a  .nk^trli— ny.  n  !<kitrh  of  ni\w'lf. 
'Til*  a  pitiful  j'uli.ji'ct.  I  frnnkly  rimTi'ii!*, 
And  oni"  il  would  pu/zle  n  iKiinii-r  to  »lron»; 
But  hnwcviT.  li'Ti^  e"'*~.  und,  ns  siin-  ns  a  eun. 
I'll  tHl  nil  n»y  taultH  |ik"  a  p.nif«'nt  nun. 
For  I  know,  for  uiy  F.'inny,  ln-fun'  I  addn'M  her, 
She  won't  \h'  n  c>  uinil  faUn'r  confi'it-MT. 
C'oine,  roni»^,  'l  will  not  do!  p>ii  that  purlin?  brow  down 
You  can't,  f«>r  iIm'  soul  of  yt»u.  Uarn  how  t.»  frown. 
Wfll,  Iiri»t.  I  prcniisf,  it  'i*  luy  Imm  >l  otnx  i«  tion. 
That  my  br"n«t  is  lh«'  rh.ios  of  .tII  nntriidictiuft; 
Rt'lieiou««— ^Iri-stir.— now  Inyal  an  I  u.-\rin. 
I  Th«?n  n  iIo!r!n'r-<lrnw  n  d«  niocrat  hot  for  r»"fMrm; 
7'Aw  niomrnl  n  fop.  thii.  nontmtiou*  a*  Titus; 
IK>in(N:ritus  now.  <inil  nnon  Ili-rarlitus: 
Now  laufhine  and  plm'Mxi.  iik<>  a  rhild  with  a  ratUt 
Then  sax'A  to  the  foul  with  iiupi-rtincnt  tittlr . 
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Jlofw  moodf  and  ud,  now  unthtnkiBf  and  gay. 
To  ail  poiau  of  the  compass  I  veer  ia  a  day. 

I  *m  proud  and  ditdainfUl  to  FortUBe*f  gay  child. 
Bat  to  PoTorty's  oflbprinf  mbaiaiiTa  and  mild : 
As  rade  at  a  boor,  and  as  rouffb  in  diapata ; 
Tton  as  for  poiitcnew    ohl  dear— I'm  a  brute  1 
I  ibow  no  respect  where  I  never  can  feel  it ; 
And  ae  for  contempt,  take  no  pains  to  conceal  it; 
And  io  in  the  suit,  by  these  laudable  ends, 
I>B  a  great  many  foes,  and  a  very  few  fHenda. 

Asd  yet,  my  dear  Fanny,  there  are  who  can  feel 
That  this  proad  heart  of  mine  is  not  flishion'd  lika  aleaL 
It  can  love  (can  it  not  7)— it  can  hate,  I  am  sure ; 
And  it  *8  fHemlly  enough,  though  in  friends  it  be  poor. 
F<or  Itself  though  it  bleed  not,  for  others  it  bleeds ; 
If  it  have  not  rip§  virtues,  I  *m  sure  it  *s  the  sssrfs ; 
Aad  though  fer  from  feultless,  or  even  so-so, 
I  think  it  may  pass  as  our  worldly  thinp  go. 


Wen,  I*v«  told  you  my  frailties  without  any  gU 

Then  as  to  my  virtues  I'm  quite  at  a  loss  I 

I  think  I*m  devout,  and  yet  I  can't  say. 

Bat  in  proeess  of  time  I  may  get  the  wrong  way. 

I  *m  a  /fiura/  hver,  if  tliat  's  commendation, 

And  yet  can*t  withstand  yea  knote  wkote  friseination. 

Bat  I  Had  that  amidst  all  my  tricks  and  devices. 

In  ishing  for  virtues,  I'm  pulling  up  vices; 

80  as  for  the  /m^  why,  if  I  possess  it, 

1  am  not  yet  learned  enough  to  express  it. 


Ton  ynarself  must  examine  the  lo>'elier  side, 
Aad  after  your  every  art  you  have  tried. 
Whatever  my  feu  Its,  1  may  venture  to  say. 
Hypocrisy  never  will  come  in  your  way. 
I  am  upright,  I  hope ;  I  am  downright,  I  *m  clear  1 
Aad  I  think  my  wor«t  foe  must  allow  I'm  sincere; 
And  if  ever  sincerity  glow'd  in  my  breast, 
Tis  now  when  I  swear •  • 

At  this  time,  when  Henry  doabied  the  truth  of 
Christianity,  and  professed  a  careless  indifference 
ooncerniu;  it  wliich  he  was  far  from  ieeling,  it 
happened  that  one  of  his  earliest  and  moat  inti- 
mate frienda,  Mr.  Almond,  was  accidentally  pres- 
ent at  a  death-bed,  and  was  so  struck  with  what 
he  then  aaw  of  the  power  and  influence,  and  in- 
estimable  value  of  relig^ion,  that  he  ibrmed  a  firm 
determination  to  renounce  all  such  purauita  aa 
were  not  atrictly  compatible  with  it  That  ho 
mi^ht  not  be  shaken  in  this  resolution,  ha  with- 
drew from  the  society  of  all  thoae  persons  whoee 
ridicule  or  oeniure  he  feared ;  and  was  particu- 
larly careful  to  avoid  Henry,  of  whoee  raillery 
he  stood  moat  in  dread.  Ho  anxiously  shunned 
him,  therefore ;  till  Henry,  who  would  not  suffer 
an  intimacy  of  lonj^  standing  to  be  broken  off"  he 
knew  not  why,  called  upon  his  friend,  and  deaired 
Io  know  the  cause  of  tliis  unaccountable  conduct 
towards  himself  and  their  common  acquaintance. 

Mr.  Almond,  who  had  received  him  with  trem- 
bling and  reluctance,  replied  to  this  expostulation. 


his  opinions  and  conduct,  if  Henry  would  allow 
the  Bible  to  be  the  word  of  truth  and  the  standard 
of  appeaL  Upon  this  Henry  exclaimed  in  a  toot 
of  strong  emotion : — **  Good  God,  you  surely  re- 
gard me  in  a  worse  light  than  I  deserve  !**— His 
friend  proceeded  to  say,  that  what  ho  had  said 
was  from  a  conviction  that  they  had  no  oomnuNi 
ground  on  which  to  contend,  Henry  having  more 
than  once  suggested,  that  the  book  ofhaiah  was 
an  epic,  and  that  of  Job  a  dramoltc,  poem.  Ho 
then  stated  what  the  change  was  which  had  taken 
place  in  his  own  views  and  intentionsi  and  tJie 
motives  for  his  present  conduct  From  the  man* 
ner  in  which  Henry  listened,  it  became  erident 
that  his  mind  was  ill  at  ease,  and  that  ho  was  n(K 
ways  satisfied  with  himself.  His  friend,  there- 
fore, who  had  expected  to  be  assailed  in  a  tone 
of  triimiphant  superiority  by  one  in  the  pride 
and  youthful  confidence  of  great  intellectnal 
powers,  and,  as  yet,  ignorant  of  his  own  igno- 
rance, found  himself  imexpectedly  called  upon 
to  act  the  monitor ;  and,  putting  into  his  hands 
Scott*s  ^  Force  of  Truth,**  which  was  lying  on 
the  table,  entreated  him  to  take  it  with  him,  and 
peruse  it  at  his  leisure. 

The  book  produced  little  efi*ect,  and  was  return- 
ed with  disapprobation.  Men  differ  as  much  in 
mind  as  in  countenance :  some  are  to  be  awaken* 
ed  by  passionate  exhortation,  or  vehement  re- 
proof^ appealing  to  their  fears  and  exciting  their 
imagination ;  others  yield  to  force  of  argtunent, 
or,  upon  slow  inquiry,  to  the  accumulation  of 
historical  testimony  and  moral  proofii ;  there  are 
others,  in  whom  the  innate  principle  of  oar  na- 
ture retains  more  of  its  original  strength,  and 
these  are  led  by  their  inward  monitor  into  the 
way  of  peace.  Henry  was  of  this  class.  His  in> 
tellect  might  have  been  on  the  watch  to  detect  a 
flaw  in  eridence,  a  defective  argtunent,  or  an 
illogical  inference ;  but,  in  his  heart,  he  felt  thai 
there  ia  no  happiness,  no  reat,  without  religion ; 
and  in  him  who  becomea  willing  to  believte,  the 
root  of  infidelity  is  destroyed.  Mr.  Almond  was 
about  to  enter  at  Cambridge :  on  the  evening  be- 
fore his  departure  for  the  University,  Henry  re- 
quested that  he  would  accompany  him  to  the 
little  room,  which  was  called  his  study.  **  We 
had  no  sooner  entered,**  sajrs  Mr.  Almond,  **than 
ho  burst  into  teara,  and  declared  that  hia  anguish 
of  mind  was  insupportable.  He  entreated  that  I 
would  kneel  down  and  pray  for  him ;  and  most 
cordially  were  our  teurs  and  supplications  mingled 
at  that  interesting  moment  When  I  took  my 
leave,  hf  exclaimed : — *  What  must  I  do  7 — You 
are  the  inly  friend  to  whom  I  can  apply  in  thie 
agonizing  state,  and  you  are  about  to  leave  me 
My  literary  as»ociatos  are  all  inclined  to  deisni 


Chat  a  total  change  had  been  eflTected  in  his  roli. 

gious  views,  and  that  he  was  prepared  to  defend!  I  have  no  one  with  wliom  1  can  commtmirmte 
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A  iMw  panuil  WM  thm  opeiwd  to  him,  ud  Iw 
.•Ofifad  in  itwitli  hu  wonted  ardor.  **It  wm 
m  oonttMit  ftotnra  in  his  mind,**  mjB  Mr.Flfott, 
*  to  pOTCTore  in  tho  poranit  c^  wluit  ht  diMMd 
mUo  ud  important  RaUgion,  in  wliioh  ha  now 
■ppaarod  to  himiolf  not  yet  to  have  taken  a  elepi, 
•■gafed  aO  hie  anzieiy,  as  of  aO  eonoaitaa  tlie  moet 
important  He  ooold  not  rest  satisfied  tiO  be  had 
iiffned  liis  principles  npon  tlie  basb  of  Ghiisti- 
«bI^«  and  tilllip  had  began  in  earnest  to  thinkand 
#et  agieeably  to  its  pore  and  heavenly  iweoepts. 
Ab  miad  loved  to  maiie  distant  exearsions  into 
•te  ffatnre  and  ramole  conseqiwnces  of  things. 
•Hi  no  kmger  limited  his  views  to  the  narrow  coo* 
•Amp  of  eartldy  euslsnce ;  he  was  not  happy  till 
%•  had  learnt  to  rest  and  expatiate  in  a  world  to 
^one.  What  he  said  to  me  when  we  beoame  in- 
timate is  worthy  of  observation:  that,  he  said, 
■whieh  first  made  him  ilimilislid  with  the  creed 
■he  had  adopted,  and  the  standard  of  praotiee 
wliieh  he  liad  set  vp  fiir  himseUj  was  the  jnnity 
njf  wthtd  wincji  he  perceived  was  everywhere  in- 
cnloated  in  the  Holy  Seriptoiw,  and  lequired  of 
•very  one  tf ho  woold  beeome  a  suociiilhl  candU 
date  fiir  fbtnre  blessedneaa.  Hshadeapposedttttt 
■onUtj  of  condoot  vras  an  tfaepart^re^oiied; 
tal  vfaen  he  observed  that  parity  of  the  vMy 

flRSb  ne  vrae  eoBviBoed  oi  nis  dSDOtsuoHeaB  and 
sanld  Mad  no  conftrt  to  his  penitence  but  In  the 
atonement  made  fi)r  hnman  fimilty  by  the  Re- 
deemer  of  mankind ;  and  no  strength  adeqnato  to 
his  weakness,  ac  d  sufficient  for  resisting  evil,  bat 
the  aid  orGod*s  spirit,  promised  to  those  who  seek 
them  from  above  in  the  sincerity  of  eameet 
prayer." 

From  the  moment  when  he  had  folly  contracted 
these  opinions,  he  was  resolved  apon  devoting  his 
lift  to  the  promalgation  of  them ;  and  theiefere 


inbt 


at  one  of  the  oniversitios.  Every  argament  was 
nsed  by  his  fiiends  to  dissaade  him  finom  hu  par- 
pose,  bat  to  no  efiect;  his  mind  was  onaltsraUy 
fixed,  and  great  and  numeroos  as  the  obstacles 
vrare,  he  was  determined  to  surmoont  them  aH 
He  had  now  served  the  better  half  of  the  term 
ftr  which  he  was  articled ;  his  entrance  and  con- 
tinuance in  the  proftssion  had  been  a  great  ox- 
pbuse  to  his  fiunily ;  and  to  give  ap  this  lucra- 
tive proftssion,  in  the  study  of  which  he  had 
advanced  so  far,  and  situated  as  he  was,  for  one 
wherein  there  was  so  little  prospect  of  his  ob- 
taining even  a  decent  competency,  appeared  to 
them  the  height  of  folly  or  of  madness.  This  de- 
termination  cost  his  poor  mother  many  tears; 
hat  dstermined  he  was,  and  that  by  the  best  and 
motives.  Without  ambition  he  could  not 


have  existed;  bat  Us  ambition 
emuiently  nsefiil  in  the  ministry. 

It  vras  bnry's  ftrtme  throagh  hie  sbost  Ub, 
as  he  vras  worthy  of  the  kindest  treatment,  nhnyi 
to  find  it  Hie«mploym,Mr.Coldfaamaadllr. 
Enfield,  Ustaaed  with  a  friendly  ear  to  Ue  pinab 
and  agreed  to  give  up  the  remainder  of  his  tfaai^ 
though  it  was  now  become  very  vahnhle  to  thia, 
as  soon  as  they  shoohi  think  his  pioepeeteafge^ 
ting  throagh  the  university  were  each  as  he  B%ht 
reasonably  trust  to;  but,  till  then,  they  Ml  tfa» 
eehes  bound,  ftr-  his  own  sake,  to  detain  Uik 
Mr.  Daihwood,  a  clergyman,  who  at  that  tiatfia* 
sided  in  Nottingham,  oxerted  himself  la'Ua  ^ 
vor :  he  had  a  friend  at  Qoeen'e  CoUsga,  Ghm 
bridge,  who  mentioned  him  to  one  of  the  Meai 
of  St  i6bn%  and  that  gentlemsn,  on  the  npn. 
sentations  made  to  him  of  Henry'e  takiafs  aad 
piety,  spared  no  effort  to  obtain  ftr  .him  «a  a^ 
equate  support 

As  soon  as  these  hopes  were  held  oat  to  Ua^ 
his  employers  gave  1dm  a  month*e  leava  of  t^ 
ssnce,  ftr  the  benefit  of  anintermptad  etody,  aM 
of  change  of  air,  which  hu  health  now  begaats 
require.  Instead  of  gdng  to  the  sea  cuaat^aaaia 
expected,  he  choee  ftr  his  retreat  the  tiOi^  if 
Wilftrd,  which  is  situated  on  the  baake  of  the 
IVent,  and  at  the  foot  of  Clifton  Woodk 
woods  had  ever  been  his  ftvorito  phoe  of 
and  were  the  subject  of  the  longest  poem  in  hb 
little  volume,  from  which,  indeed,  the 
was  named.  He  delighted  to  point  out  to  his  i 
intimate  friends  the  scenery  of  this  poera : 
to  which  he  had  oflen  forded  when  the  river 
not  knee-deep ;  and  the  little  hut  wherein  he  had 
sat  fOT  houTB,  and  sometimes  all  day  kmg,  reading 
or  writing,  or  dreaming  with  his  eyes  open.  He 
had  sometimes  wandered  in  these  woods  tiU  night 
was  far  advanced,  and  used  to  speak  with  pleasuie 


to  leave  the  law,  and,  if  possible,  place  himself  of  having  once  been  overtaken  there  by  a  than* 


der-storm  at  midnight,  and  watehing  the  light 
ning  over  the  river  and  the  vale  towards  the  town. 
In  this  village  his  mother  procured  lodgings  ftr 
him,  and  his  place  of  retreat  was  kept  secret,  ex 
cept  from  his  nearest  friends.  Soon  after  the  ex- 
piration  of  the  month,  intelligence  arrived  that 
the  plans  which  had  been  formed  in  his  behalf 
had  entirely  failed.  He  went  immediately  to  hit 
mother :  **A11  my  hopes,**  said  he,  **  of  getting  to 
the  University  are  now  blasted;  in  preparing 
myself  ftr  it,  I  have  lost  time  m  my  profiiesioa , 
I  have  much  ground  to  get  up ;  and  as  I  am  de- 
termined not  to  be  a  mediocre  attorney,  I  must 
endeavor  to  recover  what  I  have  lost**  The  con- 
sequence  was,  that  he  applied  himself  more  ss. 
verely  than  ever  to  his  studies.  He  now  alkmed 
himself  no  time  ftr  relaxation,  little  fi>r  hb 
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and  tcaroeljr  anj  for  sleep.  He  would  read  till 
one,  twO|  three  o'clock  in  the  morning;  then 
throw  himaelf  on  the  bed,  and  riae  again  to  his 
work  at  five,  at  the  call  of  a  Unrum^  which  he  had 
fixed  to  a  Dutch  clock  in  his  chamber.  Many 
nights  he  never  laj  down  at  all.  It  was  in  vain 
that  his  mother  used  every  possible  means  to  dis- 
suade him  from  this  destructive  application.  In 
this  respect,  and  in  this  only  one,  was  Henry  un- 
dnUful,  and  neither  commands,  nor  tears,  nor  en- 
treaties, could  check  his  desperate  and  deadly 
ardor.  At  one  time  she  went  every  night  into 
his  room,  to  put  out  his  candle :  as  soon  as  he 
heard  her  coming  up  stairs,  ho  used  to  hide  it  in 
a  cupboard,  throw  himself  into  bed,  and  afiect  sleep 
while  she  was  in  the  room ;  then,  when  all  was 
quiet,  rise  again,  and  pursue  his  banefhl  studies. 
**Tho  night,**  says  Henry,  in  one  of  his  letters, 
"  has  been  everything  to  me ;  and  did  the  world 
know  how  I  have  been  indebted  to  the  hours  of 
repoee,  they  would  not  wonder  that  night-images 
are,  as  they  judge,  so  ridiculously  predominant  in 
my  verses.**  During  some  of  these  midnight  hours 
he  indulged  himself  in  complaining,  but  in  such 
cocnplaints  that  it  is  to  be  wished  more  of  them 
had  been  found  among  his  papers. 

ODE  ON  DISAPPOLNTMENT. 

Come,  Dinppointinent,  comel 

Not  in  ttay  terron  clad ; 
Come  in  thy  meeknt,  Mddeet  fnim ; 
Thy  chastening  rod  but  terrifles 
The  rpctlfwe  and  the  bad  : 
But  I  racline 
Beneath  thy  ehrine. 
And  round  my  brow,  rpeign'd,  thy  peaoeAil  eyprass  twine. 

Tbouf  h  Fancy  flies  an-ay 
Brr«>re  thy  hollow  tread. 
Yet  Meilitation,  in  h«*r  cell, 
iit«ra,  with  faint  eye,  the  linferinf  knell. 
That  telli  her  hopes  are  dead ; 
And  though  the  tear 
By  chance  appear, 
Tet  she  cna  einile,  and  My,  My  all  was  not  laid  tiers. 

Come,  Dipappointment,  come! 

Though  f^om  Hope's  summit  bnri'd. 
Still,  rigid  Nurse.  th»u  art  forgiven. 
For  thou  severe  wert  sent  f^om  heaven 
To  wean  me  flrom  the  world : 
To  turn  my  ejre 
From  vanity, 
Aad  point  to  soenos  of  bliss  that  never,  never  die. 

What  is  this  passing  scone  7 

A  peevish  April  dayl 
A  Ntilc  sun— a  Utile  rain, 
Aad  tlirn  night  sw«?eps  along  the  plain. 
And  sll  things  Ikii4>  awsy. 
Man  (soon  di«cu»«*d) 
Yields  up  his  trurt, 
Aad  ail  Ids  hopes  and  fears  lie  with  him  ia  ihs  da^t 


Ob,  what  is  beauty's  power  f 

It  flourishes  and  dies ; 
Will  the  cold  earth  its  silence  break 
To  tell  how  soft,  how  smooth  a  dieek 
Beneath  iu  surftce  lies  f 
Mute,  mute  is  all 
O'er  beauty's  fkll; 
Her  praise  resounds  no  more  when  mantled  in  lier  falC 

The  most  beloved  on  earth 
Not  long  survives  to-day; 
80  music  past  is  obsolete. 
And  yet  *t  was  sweet,  *t  was  posiiiif  sweet. 
But  now  *t  is  gone  away. 
Thus  does  the  shade 
In  memory  fkde. 
When  in  foreaken  tomb  the  form  beloved  is  laid. 


Then  since  this  world  is  vain. 

And  volatile  and  fleet. 
Why  should  I  lay  up  earthly  Joys, 
Where  rust  corrupts,  and  moth  destroys. 
And  cares  and  sorrows  eat  f 
Why  fly  (torn  ill 
With  anxious  skill. 
When  soon  this  hand  will  ihseae,  tids  throbbing 
be  atill. 


Come,  Disappolntmeiit,  eomel 

Thoa  art  not  stern  to  me; 
Bad  Monitress!  I  owa  thy  sway, 
A  votary  sad  in  early  day, 
I  bend  my  knee  to  thes. 
From  sun  to  sua 
My  race  will  run, 
I  only  bow,  and  say,  My  God,  tlqr  will  bs 


On  another  paper  are  a  few  lines,  written  prtib^ 
ablj  in  the  freshness  of  his  disapiiointmeirt. 

I  dream  no  more— ths  vision  flies  awa/. 

And  Disappointment  *  *  *  • 

There  f^ll  my  hope»-~l  lust  my  all  ia  this. 

My  cherish'd  all  of  visionary  Hiss. 

Now  hope  Ihrewell,  tkrewell  all  Joys  bslow; 

Now  weleome  sorrow,  aad  now  weieoaBS  wee. 

Plunge  me  in  glooms  •  «  •  • 

His  health  soon  simk  under  these  habits :  he 
became  pale  and  thin^  and  at  length  had  a  sharp 
fit  of  sickness.  On  his  recovery,  he  wrale  tha 
following  lines  in  the  church-yard  of  his  frnvh* 

village. 

UNES 

W&nTEN  IN  WILFORD  CHUICH.TAID  QV 
RBCOVEKY  FROM  BICKNUB 

Ilere  wouki  I  wish  to  sleep.— This  is  the  spot 
Which  I  have  long  mark'd  oat  to  lay  my  boass  ia; 
Tired  out  and  wearied  with  the  riouws  world. 
Beneath  this  yew  I  would  be  sepuldired. 
it  is  a  lovely-spot  I  The  sultry  sun. 
From  his  meridian  height,  endeavors  vainly 
To  pierce  the  shadowy  foliage,  while  the  aephyr 
Ckmies  wafting  gently  o'er  the  rippling  Treat, 
And  pla>'s  about  my  wan  cheek.  'TIS  a  nook 
Most  pleasant.  Such  a  one  perchance  did  Gray 
Frequent  as  with  a  vacrant  muse  he  waaten^ 
Corns,  1  will  sit  me  down  aad  uediute, 
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Por  I  am  wcarM  wUh  iqj  iommtrHi  walk  s 
Aai  ken  I  majr  npOM  in  lileiit  mm; 
Aai  tbiM.  pwrhaawt,  wben  lUb%  nd  Jounej*!  o^, 
My  hanMCd  aoal,  in  tiiia  mom  ■pot,  may  Had 
Hm  bavea  of  its  mt— beaMtb  tlili  nd 
farakiBM  iMy  ilMp  it  swMtlf,  lound  aadMtk. 


I  ironkl  not  bava  ny  eorpM  oMMBtad  dowa 
With  briek  aad  atooe,  defraadiof  thapoor  aartk-woim 
or  ita  pradaatinad  dnaa;  no,  I  woaU  Ua 
BanMtb  a  U  ttia  bUlock,  gram  o^ar^ffowa, 
Bwaihiil  down  with  osiara,  Jnrt  u  ilaap  Um  aoCtm 
Tat  Biiay  not  «adSi«ciiVv<***' ba  mjr  fimvas 
Bnt  then  at  vn  may  aoBM  eonfanial  Mid 
Daly  laaort,  aad  find  a  piooa  taar, 
na  good  Btf ji*a  baaiMB— aoBMM  I  aalL 
And, oh!  (if  liMfaaly  baiagamay  kiok dowa 
Fnm  wlMa,  with  chnrablm,  iaapimd  thay  ait, 
l^poa  thia  littla  dim-diaeovarVl  apot, 
Hh  aarth),  tbea  will  I  caat  a  glaaM  Mm 
'On  Um  who  thaa  B^  ailMa  alMll  ambaha ; 
Aad  I  win  waap  too,  aB4  win  biMt  the  waadMar, 
Wlihiag  ht  amy  aot  loag  ba  doomed  lo  piaa 
Ja  thia  low-thoaghtad  world  of  daifcliag  woa. 


Tat  *t  WM  a  aiOy  thought,  H  if  tka  body, 
MooMsriag  baaMth  tht  antea  «r  tha  aani 
OboM  taata  tha  awMlB  of  aamaHT  aMBMy, 
Aad  *al  the  fla^MaM  or  thi  bahay  bMMt  I 
Tat  aataia  apaaka  witUa  the : 
Aad,  apita  or  laaaoa,  bide  it 
Hia  aarrow  verga  or  oeiagvaaapnvMa 
A  deaeat  laaldsaM  te  ita  alayqr  ilall, 
■liMfMtattlytfaBa.  Aad  who  woaM  lay 
ma  be^  la  the  ahy  barial-plaea. 
Vie  ba  tbrowB  ap  igaia  by  aoMe  fade  aexlatt, 
Aad  yield  ita  aanow  hon«  another  tenant, 
Bia  the  hk^  fleah  had  mingled  with  the  doit, 
En  the  tenadooi  hair  liad  left  the  ecalp, 
Bzpoaed  to  inaiajt  lewd,  and  waotonnewf 
No,  I  will  lay  me  in  the  village  ground ; 
There  are  the  dead  reepeeted.  The  poor  hind, 
Unletter'd  m  he  le,  would  eoom  to  invade 
The  eilent  reeting-pleoe  of  death.  I*vaeeen 
The  laborer,  returning  from  his  toil. 
Here  suy  hia  etepe,  and  call  hie  children  round. 
And  elowly  epeU  the  rudely  eculptured  rhymet, 
Aad,  in  hto  ruatie  manner,  moraliM. 
I  *M  nwrfc'd  with  what  a  eilent  awe  he  *d  epokaa. 
With  bead  uneoTer*d,  hie  rMpectftal  manner. 
And  all  the  honon  which  he  paid  the  grave. 
And  tliought  on  citiee,  where  even  eemeterlea, 
BeBtrew*d  with  all  the  emdeme  of  mortality. 
Are  not  protected  from  tlw  drunken  ineolenM 
Of  wamailera  profkne,  and  wanton  havoc 
Grant,  HMven,  that  here  my  pilgrimage  may  eioM 
Tat,  if  thie  be  denied,  where'er  my  bonM 
May  lie— or  in  the  dty'i  crowded  boiinde. 
Or  eMtter*d  wide  o*er  the  huge  eweep  of  watera, 
inr  left  a  prey  on  eome  dMertad  shore 
To  the  rapbdoua  cormorant,— -yot  atiU, 
{1^  why  aliould  eober  rMion  cast  away 
A  thouirht  which  aootbea  the  muIT— yet  etill  my  epirit 
BImll  winfr  iti  way  to  theee  my  native  reaiona, 
4at*  ■lovrr  o'er  thie  epot.  Oh,  then  I  *ll  think 
iH  uniea  when  I  wm  eeated  *neatb  thie  yew 
In  solemn  rumination ;  and  will  smile 
With  Joy  that  I  iiave  got  my  long'd  releoM. 

Hii  frienda  are  of  opinion  that  he  never  tho- 
rooghlv  recovered  fttmi  the  ahock  which  hia  con- 


atttodon  then  aiiataiiied.  Ifasy  of  kit 
indicati  that  he  thoof  ht  himaelf  In  ihum  g| 
eonaomptioii ;  he  waa  not  aware  that  ha  waa  gn 
eratinir  or  ftiierinf  m  himaelf  anoClMr  diMMi 
little  liM  dreadfU,  and  whieh  threatnw  inlillMI 
aa  wen  aa  lift.  At  thia  tfane  joiith  waa  b  Mb 
fliTor,  and  hia  Jupea,  which  wore  noiw  agda 
fenHwedi  pvodnoed  periiapa  a  hotter  oflbcC  thn 
medidne.  Bfr.  Daahwood  obtained  ftr  Um  ob  !». 
trodtifetiaQ  to  Bfr.  Shneon,  df  BSng^t  Gallifa«  «id 
iHth  this  he  wae  indtioed  to  go  to  ^^1iiii%i 
Hia  friend  Almond,  wlio  had  reoontljr  oiilorad  M 
Trinity  CoOego,  had  abeadj  ondetttond  to  b. 
teract  in  liia  behalf  aonae  peraans  wlio  mljgkt  bi 
able  to  aaaiM  him  in  the  gnat  obfeet  of  kb  dMin, 
thatdf  paaaing  thiooghtheDiiifonEty,aad^pdL 
Qrhdg  Umaelf  ftr  bolyiffderB.  It  la  aeilfaw  la 
be  arendered  at,  nor  cenanred,  fliat  hb  lOfnMaU 
ationa,  wliere  he  had  an  opportunity  of  ntU^f: 
tliem,  wero  ftr  tlie  moot  part  ooldj  loudiid. 
Tnoy  who  liaTe  boon  moot  oonmoattt  with  jMlh 
bbt  midorfltand  how  HtUe  tho  pnniiio  of  otrff 
goniuo  ore  to  be  relied  upon :  it  b  MMif  1l!i 
mortifying  tmtho  which  we  1 
ud  no  common  apint  of  bonowMonoo  b 
to  overcome  tlie  chilling  oflbot 
pointmenta.  He  fttrnd,  lioworer, 
from  two  poraona,  whooo  m 
wen  known.  Mr.Dealti7,tlMnQn»oftfai] 
matical  lectnrera  at  Trintty»  waa  ooo.  Tldo  goa 
tleman,  whom  the  love  ofthe  abotract  oobuooa  hao 


not  rendered  intolerant  of  other  pnranita 
cuDgenial  to  yonthful  imaginationa,  oonaenlad  to 
look  at  Henry *a  poem  of  *'7bia,*'  a  mannacrtptol 
wliich  waa  in  Almond*a  poaaoMion.  Tko  poraMl 
intereated  him  greatly:  he  entered  with  Ills  arontod 
benignity  into  the.  concema  of  the  author :  and 
w«iald  gladly  have  befriended  him,  if  the  raqoiaita 
aaaiatanoe  had  not  jnat  at  that  timo  been  oaemad 
fVom  other  quartera. 

The  other  peraon  in  whom  Bfr.  AJmood  exdlBd 
aa  intereat  for  hia  friend  waa  Heuty  Jbrlya,  who 
liaa  ainoe  aacrifioed  hia  life  in  the  miaoionaiy  ear- 
vice  :  he  waa  then  only  a  ftw  yoan  older  tliaa 
Henry ;  equally  ardent,  equally  devout,  oqnaUy 
enthuaiaalic.  He  heard  with  omotioQ  of  tiiif 
kindred  apirit ;  read  aome  of  liia  lottera,  aad  aa- 
dertook  to  enter  hia  name  npon  tlio  boarda  of  9t 
Jolm*a,  (of  which  college  he  waa  a  ftOow),  aaying 
ttiat  a  friend  in  London,  wlioae  name  ha  was  aot 
at  liberty  to  commonicate,  had  ompoworad  him 
to  aaaiat  any  deaorving  yoong  man  with  thifty 
ponnda  a  year  daring  hia  atay  at  tlio  Univaiwtf 
To  inaure  aucceaa,  one  of  Honry*a  bttora  wu 
tranamitted  to  thia  unluiown  friend ;  and  Martha 
waa  not  a  little  aurpriaed  and  grbvod,  to  kain  ia 
reply,  that  a  paaaage  in  that  letter  aoeaaod  la 
I  render  it  doabtf\il  whether  tho  writer  wore  a 
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Charclunui  or  a  Diatentar ;  and,  therefore,  occa- 
sioned a  demar  as  to  the  propriety  of  assisting 
him.  Just  at  tliis  time  Henry  arrived  at  Cambridge^ 
with  an  introduction  to  Mr.  Simoon.  That  gen- 
tleman, being  in  correspondence  with  Martyn*8 
friend  in  London,  expressed  displeasure  at  his 
arrival ;  but  the  first  interview  removed  all  ob- 
jection. Mr.  Simoon,  from  Mr.  I>ashwood*s  recom- 
mendation, and  from  what  he  saw  of  his  prin- 
ciples and  talents,  promised  to  procure  for  him  a 
sizarship  at  St  John*R,  and,  with  the  additional 
aid  of  a  friend,  to  supply  him  with  30t  annually. 
His  brother  Nerille  promised  twenty;  and  his 
mother,  it  was  hoped,  would  be  able  to  allow 
fifteen  or  twenty  more.  With  this,  it  was  thought, 
he  could  go  through  college.  If  this  prospect  had 
not  been  opened  to  him,  he  would  probably  have 
turned  his  thoughts  towards  the  orthodox  Dis- 
•enters. 

On  his  return  to  Nottingham,  the  Rev. 
Robinson  of  Leicester,  and  some  other  friends,  ad- 
vised him  to  apply  to  the  Elland  Society  for  assist, 
ance,  conceiving  that  it  would  be  loss  oppressive 
to  his  fbelings  to  be  dependent  on  a  Society  in- 
■utnted  for  the  express  purpose  of  training  up  such 
yo«ug  men  as  himself  (that  is,  such  in  circom- 
ftaaces  and  opinions)  for  the  ministry,  than  on  the 
boonty  of  an  individual.  In  consequence  of  this 
advice  he  went  to  Elland  at  the  next  meeting  of 
the  Society,  a  stranger  there,  and  vrithout  one 
friend  among  the  members.  He  was  examined, 
lor  several  hours,  by  about  five.and.twenty  clergy- 
men, as  to  his  religious  views  and  sentiments, 
his  theological  knowledge,  and  his  classical  attain- 
ments. In  the  course  of  the  inquiry  it  appeared 
that  he  had  published  a  volume  of  poems :  their 
questions  now  began  to  bo  very  unpleasantly 
inquisitive  ooocerning  the  nature  of  these  poems. 


that  gentleman  obliged  him  to  decline  the 
ance  of  tlie  Society,  which  ho  very  willingly  did 

This  being  finally  arranged,  he  quitted  his  em* 
ployers  in  October,  1804.  How  much  ho  had  oca 
ducted  himself  to  their  satisfaction,  will  appear 
by  this  testimony  of  Mr.  Enfield,  to  his  diligence 
and  uniform  worth.  "  I  have  groat  pleasure,** 
says  this  gentleman,  "  in  paying  the  tribute  to 
his  memory,  of  expressing  the  knowledge  which 
was  afforded  me  during  the  period  of  his  ooo. 
nexion  with  Mr.  Coldham  and  myeelf,  of  his  dili* 
gent  application,  his  ardor  for  study,  and  his 
virtuous  and  amiable  disposition.  He  very  sooo 
discovered  an  unusual  aptness  in  comprehending 
the  routine  of  business,  and  great  ability  and  nu 
pidity  in  the  execution  of  everything  which  was 
intrusted  to  him.  His  diligence  and  punctual  at 
tention  wore  unremitted,  and  his  services  became 
extremely  valuable,  a  considerable  time  befi>re  ha 
left  us.  He  seemed  to  me  to  have  no  relish  Ibr 
the  ordinary  pleasures  and  dissipations  of  yooog 
men ;  his  mind  was  perpetually  employed,  either 
in  the  business  of  his  profession,  or  in  private 
study.  With  his  fondness  for  literature  we  were 
well  acquainted,  but  had  no  reason  to  offer  any 
check  to  it,  for  he  never  permitted  the  indid- 
gence  of  his  literary  pursuits  to  interfore  with  the 
engagements  of  business.  The  difficulty  of  hear- 
ing, under  which  he  labored,  was  distressing  to 
him  in  the  practice  of  his  profession,  and  was,  I 
think,  an  inducement,  in  co-<^ration  with  his 
other  inclinations,  for  his  resolving  to  relinquish 
the  law.  I  can,  with  truth,  assert,  that  his  deter- 
mination was  matter  of  serious  regret  to  my 
partner  and  myself." 

I  may  here  add,  as  at  the  same  time  showing 
Henry's  aspirations  afler  fame  and  the  principlea 
by  which  he  had  learnt  to  regulate  his  ambition, 
that  on  the  cover  of  one  of  his  conmxmplaee  books 


and  he  was  assailed  by  querieit  from  all  quarters. 

It  was  well  for  Henry  thai  they  did  not  think  of|he  had  written  these  mottoes : 
referring  to  the  Monthly  Review  for  authority. 
My  letter  to  him  happened  to  be  in  his  pocket ; 
he  luckily  recollected  this,  and  produced  it  as  a 
testimony  in  his  favor.  They  did  me  the  honor 
to  say  that  it  was  quite  sufficient,  and  pursued 
this  part  of  their  inquiry  no  farther.  Before  he 
left  Elland,  ho  was  given  to  understand,  that  they 
were  well  satbfied  with  his  theological  knowledge; 
that  they  thought  his  clansical  proficiency  pro- 
digioQs  ibr  his  age,  and  that  thoy  had  placed  him 
on  their  books.  He  returned  little  pleased  with 
his  journey.  His  friends  had  been  mistaken :  the 
boonty  of  an  individual  calls  forth  a  sense  of  kind- 
ness as  well  as  of  dependence ;  that  of  a  Society 
has  the  virtue  of  charity,  perhaps,  but  it  wants 
the  grace.  He  now  wrote  to  Mr.  Simeon,  stating 
whst  lie  had  done,  and  that  the  beneficence  of  hik 


A  AAA  TAP  EZTIN  MOrZA  KAI  HMIN. 

Ecatp.  JMMm.  KOL 
Fame  if  the  spur  that  the  clear  vpirit  doth  raiss 
(That  last  inflmiity  of  noble  minds). 
To  soorn  delight  and  live  laborious  days. 

Milton's  LftUma^  "SO. 

Under  these  lines  was  placed  a  reference  to  the 
following  extract  (in  another  page),  from  Harrow. 
**The  Holy  Scripture  docs  not  teach  us  to  slight 
honor ;  but  ratlier,  in  its  fit  order  and  just  meas- 
ure, to  love  and  pro\*e  it  It  directs  us  not  to 
make  a  regard  Uiereto  our  chief  principle;  not  to 
pn^wund  it  as  our  main  end  of  action.  It  charges 
us,  to  bear  contentedly  the  want  or  loss  thereof^ 
as  of  other  temporal  goods ;  yea,  in  some  esses, 
for  conscience-sake,  or  for  («od*s  service  (that  iS| 
for  a  good  incomparably  better),  it  obligee 


■nknown  friends  was  no  longer  necessary:  bat | willing!    tP  prostitute  and  sacrifice  it,choosiiif 
55  3M  433 


xviB 


liFE  OF  HENRY  KIRKE  WHITE. 


ntlier  to  be  inftmou  than  impimis ;  in  dligraoe 
with  man,  rather  than  in  disfaror  with  God.  It, 
in  fine,  command!  ni  to  Mek  and  embrace  it  only 
in  fobordinatiflo,  and  with  final  reibrenoe  toGod*i 


If 


Bfr.Simeon  had  adrised  liim  to  degrade  tbr  a 
jaar,  and  place  himkelC  daring  that  time,  under 
aoine  eeholar.  He  went  accordingly  to  the  Rer. 
flTeinger,  ofWinteringham,  in  Lincolnahire, 
and  there,  notwithstanding  all  the  entreatiee  of 
Ida  flienda,  imnming  the  eame  unrelenting  conrae 
of  atody,  a  eecond  illneee  was  the  oonseqiience. 
When  he  was  recovering,  ho  was  prerailed  upon 
Id  relax,  to  ride  on  horseback,  and' to  drink  wine: 
theee  latter  remfdies  he  coold  not  long  afford, 
and  he  would  not  allow  himself  time  for  rehunu 
tioB  when  he  did  not  ibel  its  immediate  necessity. 
He  fteqoently,  at  this  time,  stadied  fimrtoen  hoars 
•.day  the  progress  which  he  made  in  twelve 
noBAliB  was  indeed  astonishing.  When  he  went 
to  CSaabridge,  he  was  immediately  as  moch  dia- 
tbgviBhed  fiir  his  classical  knowledge  as  his 
gvoina :  bot  the  seedi  of  death  were  in  him,  and 
te  liaee  to  which  he  had  so  long  looked  on  with 
kopii  eerved  onhappily  as  a  hot-hoase  to  ripen 


During  his  first  term  one  of  the  oniversity- 
edbolarshipe  became  Tacant,  and  Henry,  yoaqg  as 
he  was  in  ooDege,  and  almost  self-taught,  was  ad- 
vieed,  by  those  who  were  best  able  to  estimate 
his  chance  of  success,  to  offer  himself  as  a  candi- 
date  for  it  He  passed  the  whole  time  in  prepar- 
ing  himself  for  this,  reading  for  college  subjects 
in  bed,  in  his  walks,  or,  as  he  says,  where,  when, 
and  how  he  could,  never  having  a  moment  to 
spare,  and  often  going  to  hu  tutor  without  having 
read  at  all.  His  strength  sunk  under  this,  and 
though  he  had  declared  himself  a  candidate,  he 
was  compelled  to  decline :  but  this  was  not  the 
only  misfortune.  The  general  college-ezamina- 
tkm  came  on !  he  was  utterly  unprepared  to  meet 
It,  and  believed  that  a  failure  here  would  have 
ruined  his  prospects  for  ever.  He  hod  only  about 
a  fortnight  to  read  what  other  men  had  been  the 
whole  term  i eadinnr.  Once  more  he  exerted  him- 
self beyond  what  his  shattered  health  could  boar: 
the  disorder  returned ;  and  he  wont  to  his  tutor, 

1  Darinf  hit  rMideno?  in  my  (kmily.  myn  Mr.  Gniinfer, 
lUK  eondur*.  was  highly  twcdinini;,  and  nuitable  to  a  Chria- 
tiaa  ptoteaaion.  He  waa  mild  and  innflTcnaivc,  mcNieat,  un- 
SJMiininf,  and  nflectionntc.  He  attcmlod,  with  great 
eheerfVilneta.  a  Runday  School  which  I  wm  endrnvorinf 
tn  cstaMiPh  in  the  viilase :  ami  waa  at  con«iderahle  paina 
in  Ite  inatrurtion  of  tlic  children :  and  1  have  repeatedly 
obsartttd,  Ibnt  he  waa  mosa  pleaiMd,  ami  mom  oditied,  with 
sech  of  my  serroona  and  arklivtMr*  to  my  (leople  wa  were 
aasrt  eloas,  plain,  and  fhmiliar.  Wn«*n  wo  parted,  we 
paitsi  with  BMitaaJ  resret ;  and  by  ns  hia  name  will  long 
with  afibetiou  and  delifht. 


Hr.Cattan,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  and  toU  fafai 
that  he  could  not  go  into  the  hall  to  bo  niiinfcwd 
Mr.Cattoo,  however,  thought  his  anooeaB  Iwra  if 
so  moch  importance,  that  he  exhorted  liiai«  wUh 
an  possiUis  earnestness,  to  hold  oat  the  ais  daya 
of  the  examination.  Strong  medicines 
him,  to  enable  him  to  support  it ;  and  lia 
noonced  the  first  man  of  his  year.  Bat  lift 
the  price  which  he  was  to  pay  for  aodi 
as  tiiis ;  and  Henry  is  not  the  first  yoong  maBli 
whom  Boch  honors  have  proved  fotaL  Ha  aaii 
to  his  most  intimate  friend,  almost  tlie  laal  fmm 
he  saw  him,  that  were  he  to  paint  a  piclim  if 
Fame  crowning  a  distinguished  onder-gndoilib 
after  the  Senate-hoose  examination,  he  woold  Mi 
present  her  aa  concealing  a  death*a4iead 
maak  of  beanty. 

When  this  was  over  he  went  to  I^ondoB. 
don  was  a  new  scene  of  excitemint/— «id  whatUi 
mind  required  was  tranquillity  and  vest 
he  left  college,  he  had  beceme  aniiiww 
ing  hb  expenses,  ftaring  that  tbeji 
meana.  Mr.  Catton  perceived  this,  and  twieti 
ed  lum  to  his  rooms,  to  assure  him  of  •vwjpi 
cMsary  support,  and  0very  enooorageiMMli 
to  give  him  every  hope.  This  khudnnw 
his  spirits  of  a  heavy  weight,  and  on  him : 
he  relaxed  a  little  from  his  stodiee,  bat  it' 
a  little*   I  foimd  among  his  papers  tlie  dtif ' 
planned  out^— *'Rise  at  half  past  fivo.    D««^ 
tions  and  walk  till  seven.   Chapel  and 
till  eight  Study  and  lectures  till  one.   Foot  i 
a  half  clear  reading.  Walk,  etc  and  dinner, 
Wolloston,  and  chapel  to  six.    Six  to  nine, 
ing — three  hours.    Nine  to  ten,  devotiooa.  Bed 
at  ten.** 

Among  his  latest  writings  are  theee 
— **  I  will  never  be  in  bed  after  six. 
I  will  not  drink  tea  out  above  once  a 

ing  on  SundajTff,  unless  there  appear  some  good 

reason  for  so  doing. 
I  will  never  pass  a  day  without  reading  eooe  pnw 

tion  of  tlie  Scriptures. 
I  will  labor  diligently  in  my  mathematical  sli^ 

dies,  because  I  half  suspect  myself  of  a  dlsOlM 

to  them. 
I  will  walk  two  hours  a  day,  upon  the 

of  every  week. 

Sit  mihi  gratia  addita  ad  hue  fmeiendm.^ 

About  this  time,  jiidjring  by  the  handwriliifi 
he  wrote  down  the  following  admonitmy  so^ 
tences,  which,  as  tlie  paper  on  which  they  vs 
written  is  folded  into  the  shape  of  a  Tory  sanD 
book,  it  is  probable  he  carried  about  with  liia  oi 
a  manual. 

"  1.  Death  and  judgment  are  near  at  hand. 

9.  Though  thy  bodUy  part  be  now  in  histt 
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tnd  ease,  the  dews  of  death  will  soon  sit  upon  thy 
forehead. 

3.  That  which  seems  so  sweet  and  desirable  to 
thee  noWf  will,  if  yielded  to«  become  bitterness 
of  soul  to  thee  all  thy  lifo  after. 

4.  When  the  waters  are  come  over  thy  soul,  and 
when,  in  the  midst  of  much  bodily  anguish,  thou 
distin^isliest  the  dim  chores  of  Eternity  before 
thee,  what  woiddest  thou  not  give  to  be  lighter  by 
this  one  sin  7 

5.  God  has  long  withhold  his  arm ;  what  if  his 
forbearance  be  now  at  an  end  ?  Canst  thou  not 
oontemplate  these  things  witli  the  ejresdf  death? 
Art  thou  not  a  dying  man,  dying  every  day,  every 
hour? 

6.  Is  it  not  a  fearful  tliinfr  to  shrink  from  the 
summons  when  it  comes  ? — to  turn  with  horror 
and  despair  from  the  future  being  ?  Think  what 
strains  of  joy  and  tranquillity  fall  on  the  ear  of 
the  saint  who  is  just  t  Wooning  into  the  arms  of 
his  Redeemer :  what  fearful  shapes,  and  dreadful 
images  of  a  disturbed  conscience,  surround  the 
mnner*s  bed,  when  the  last  twig  which  he  grasped 
fails  him,  and  the  gulf  yawns  to  receive  him ! 

7.  Oh,  my  soul,  if  thou  art  yet  ignorant  of 
the  enormity  of  sin,  turn  thine  eyes  to  the  Man 
who  is  bleeding  to  death  on  the  cross !  See  how 
the  blood,  from  his  pierced  hands,  trickles  down 
his  arms,  and  the  more  copious  streams  from  his 
feet  nm  on  the  accursed  tree,  and  stain  the  grass 
with  purple !  Behold  his  features,  though  scarcely 
animated  with  a  few  remaining  sparks  of  life,  yet 
how  full  of  love,  pity,  and  tranquillity!  A  tear  is 
trickling  down  his  ciieek,  and  his  lip  quivers. — 
He  is  praying  for  hi^  mnrdorors !  O,  my  soul !  it 
is  thy  Redeemer — it  is  thy  CIo<l !  And  this,  too, 
for  Sin — for  Sin  !  and  wilt  thou  ever  again  sub- 
mit to  its  yoke  ? 

8.  Remember  that  the  grace  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
of  God  is  ready  to  save  thee  from  transgression. 
It  is  alwavs  at  hand  :  thou  canst  not  sin  without 
m'ilfully  rejecting  its  aid. 

9.  And  is  there  real  pleasure  in  sin?  Ttiou 
knowost  there  is  not.  But  there  is  pleasure,  pure 
and  exquisite  pleasure,  in  holiness.  The  Holy 
Ghosit  can  make  the  paths  of  religion  and  virtue, 
hard  as  they  seem,  and  thorny,  ways  of  pleasant- 
ness and  pencf*,  where,  thout^h  there  be  thorns, 
ret  are  there  also  roses ;  and  where  all  the  wounds 
which  we  suffer  in  the  flesh,  from  the  hardness 
of  the  journey,  are  so  healed  by  the  balm  of  the 
Spirit,  that  they  rather  ffive  joy  than  pain.** 

The  exercise  which  Henrv  took  was  no  relaxa- 
tion :  he  still  continued  the  habit  of  studying 
while  he  walked ;  and  in  this  manner,  while  he 
sras  at  Cambridge,' committed  to  memory  a  whole 
tragody  of  Euripides.    T^%'ice  he  distinguished 


himself  in  the  following  year,  being  again  pro* 
nounced  first  at  the  great  college-ejcamination, 
and  also  one  of  Uie  three  best  tlieme-writera  be- 
tween whom  the  examiners  could  not  decide.  The 
college  offered  him,  at  their  expense,  a  private 
tutor  in  mathematics  during  the  long  vacation ; 
and  Mjr.Catton,  by  procuring  for  him  exhibitionf 
to  the  amount  of  66^  per  annum,  enabled  him  to 
give  up  the  pecuniary  assistance  which  he  had 
recei\'ed  from  Mr.  Simeon  and  other  friends.  This 
intention  he  had  expressed  in  a  letter  written 
twelve  months  before  his  death.  **  With  regard 
to  my  college-expenses  (he  says),  I  have  the  plea- 
sure to  inform  you,  that  I  shall  be  obliged,  in 
strict  rectitude,  to  waive  the  offers  of  many  of  my 
friends.    I  shall  not  even  need  the  sum  Mr.  Si- 
meon mentioned  af\er  the  first  year ;  and  it  is  not 
impossible  that  I  may  be  able  to  li\'e  witliout  any 
assistance  at  all.   I  confess  I  feel  pleasure  at  the 
thought  of  this,  not  through  any  vain  pride  of 
independence,  but  because  I  shall  then  give  a 
more  unbiassed  testimony  to  the  troth,  than  if  I 
were  supposed  to  be  bound  to  it  by  any  ties  of  ob» 
ligation  or  gratitude.  I  shall  always  ftel  as  m«eh 
indebted  for  intended  as  for  actually  affofded  as* 
sistance ;  and  though  T  should  never  tliink  a  sense 
of  thankfulness  an  oppressive  burden,  yet  I  shall 
be  happy  to  evince  it,  when,  in  the  eyes  of  ths 
worlds  the  obligation  to  it  has  been  discharged.** 
Never,  perhaps,  had  any  young  man,  in  so  short 
a  time,  excited  such  expectations :  every  univer- 
sity-honor  was  thought  to  be  within  his  reacJi ; 
he  was  set  down  as  a  medallist,  and  expected  to 
take  a  senior  wrangler^s  degree :  but  these  expec- 
tations were  poison  to  him;  they  goaded  him  to 
fresh  exertions  when  his  stren^h  was  spent  Hie 
situation  became  truly  miserable :  to  his  brother, 
and  to  his  motlier,  he  wrote  always  that  he  had 
relaxed  in  his  studies,  and  that  he  was  better;  al- 
ways holding  out  to  them  his  ho])es,  and  his  good 
fortune ;  but  to  the  most  intimate  of  his  friends 
(Mr.  B.  Maddock),  his  letters  told  a  different  tale : 
to  him  he  complained  of  dreadful  palpitations— 
of  nights  of  sleeplessness  and  horror,  and  of  spirits 
depressed  to  the  very  depth  of  wretchedness,  so 
that  he  went  from  one  acquaintance  to  another 
imploring  society,  even  as  a  starving  begirar  en- 
treats for  food.    Daring  tlie  course  of  this  sum- 
mer, it  was  expected  that  the  ma«(tership  of  the 
free-school  at  Nottingham  would  shortly  become 
vacant  A  relation  of  his  family  was  at  that  tini« 
mayor  of  the  town  ;  he  suggested  to  them  what 
an  advantageous  situation  it  would  be  for  Henry, 
and  offered  to  secure  for  him  the  necessary  inter- 
est   But  though  the  salary  and  emoluments  are 
estimated  at  from  4  to  600/.  per  annum,  Heorj 
declined  tlie  offer ;  because,  had  he  aeoepCed  it^ 
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It  woold  htiB  frnatrttod  hb  intMitloiis  with  ra- 
■ptd  to  the  miniitrj.  TfaiswatoArtunljnoooiii- 
Mon  met  of  fiirbaannoo  in  one  to  sitoeted  m  to 
Artmie,  eepecUny  m  the  hope  which  he  had  moet 
«i  heert,  wee  that  of  being  enabled  to  aaaiat  hii 
Ikmily,  wad  in  aooe  degiee  requite  the  can  and 
•Bsietj  of  hie  &ther  and  mother,  by  makinf  them 
oomlbrtaUe  in  their  declining  yean. 

The  indttlgenee  ahown  him  by  hu  oollege,  in 
pfoviding  him  a  tutor  during  the  long  vantion. 


etiength ;  it  fidled  aa  the  year  advanced :  he  went 
CBoe  more  to  London  to  recruit  himeelQ  ■  the 
woral  place  to  which  he  could  have  gone :  the 
variety  of  atimulating  objects  there  hurried  and 
agitated  him ;  and  when  he  returned  to  ooDege, 
Im  waa  ao  completely  ill,  that  no  power  of  modi- 
eimi  eoold  aave  him.  His  mind  waa  worn  out; 
■nd  it  waa  the  ophiioa  of  hia  medical  attendants, 
thai  If  he  had  recovered,  his  intelleet  would  have 
bean  aUbeled.  Hia  brother  Neville  waa  juat  at 
thb  time  to  have  visited  him.  On  his  first  aeiinre, 
Henry -Ibund  himself  too  ill  to  receive  him,  and 
wrote  to  aay  ao:  he  added,  with  that  anxious 
tendemeea  towards  the  feelings  of  a  most  aflbo. 
<ioMite  ftmily,  which  always  appeared  in  hie 
letters,  that  he  thought  himself  recovering ;  but 
hb  disorder  increased  so  rapidly,  that  this  letter 
waa  never  sent ;  it  was  found  in  his  pocket  after 
his  decease.  One  of  hb  friends  wrote  to  acquaint 
Neville  with  his  danger :  he  hastened  down ;  but 
Henry  was  delirious  when  he  arrived.  He  knew 
him  only  for  a  few  moments ;  the  next  day,  sunk 
into  a  state  of  stupor ;  and  on  Sunday,  October 
19th,  1806,  it  pleased  God  to  remove  him  to  a 
better  world,  and  a  higher  state  of  existence. 
•  •  •  • 

Tine  will  which  I  had  manifested  to  serve 
Henry,  he  had  accepted  as  the  deed,  and  had 
expressed  himself  upon  the  subject  in  terms 
which  it  would  have  humbled  me  to  read,  at  any 
other  time  than  when  1  was  performing  the  last 
aervice  to  his  memory.  On  his  decease,  Mr.  B. 
Maddock  addressed  a  letter  to  me,  informing  me 
of  tiie  event,  as  one  who  had  professed  an  interest 
in  his  friend^s  fortunes.  I  inquired,  in  my  reply, 
if  tiiere  was  any  intention  of  publishing  what  he 
might  have  Vft,  and  if  I  could  be  of  any  assist- 
ance in  the  publication :  this  led  io  a  correspond- 
«mce  with  hb  excellent  brother,  and  the  whole  of 
hb  papers  were  consigned  into  my  hands,  with  as 
many  of  hb  letters  as  could  bo  collected. 

l*hese  papers  (exclusive  of  the  correspondence) 
filled  %  box  of  considerabb  size.  Mr.  Coleridge 


waa  present  when  1  opened  «h^m,  aad  waa,  m 
well  as  myself^  equally  affectod  and 
the  prooft  of  induatry  which  they  dispkyvd. 
of  them  had  been  written  before  hk  hand  «•» 
formed,  probably  befi>re  he  was  thirteaa,  Thiei 
were  papers  upon  Uw,  upon  eleetrictty,  «pea 
chemistry,  upon  the  Latin  and  Greek  Laafnagafi. 
fWim  their  rudimema  to  the  higher  hnnehM  at 
critical  atndy,  upon  history,  ohroaoh^,  dmail|v 
the  fathers,  etc  Nothing  seemed  to  hav* 


was  peculiarly  unfortunate.  Hb  only  ehanee  of  him.  Hb  poems  were  numerous:  anoiy  the 
Itfb  waa  from  rebxation,  and  home  vras  the  only  earlieatwaa  a  aonnet  addreesed  to  myaeIC  b^ 
plaoe  where  he  would  have  relaxed  to  any  par-  befiire  the  littb  interoourse  which  had  anhaialad 

between  na  had  taken  place.  Littb  did  he  think, 
when  it  was  written,  on  what  occaaicn  it  woold 
&11  into  my  hands.  He  had  begun  three  tragedbs 
when- very  young;  one  was  upon  Boadi0aa,a». 
other  upon  Inex  de  Castro;  the  third  waa  a  fiali- 
tious  subjecL  He  had  planned  also  n  hblgry  ef 
Nottingham.  There  waa  a  btter  upon  the  Abbm 
Nottingham  election,  which  eeemed  to  have  hetB 
inteiwbd  either  Sot  the  newspapera,  or  Ar  a 
separate  pamphbt  Itwaswritlen  to  oonfiriathe 
abaurd  atoriea  of  the  Tree  of  Liberty,  and  the 
Goddeas  of  Reason ;  with  the  most  nunnle  kmtm 
ledge  of  the  circumstancee,  and  a  not  imfiBpar 
fiieling  of  indignation  againat  ao  infamena  a  cd- 
umny :  and  thb  came  with  more  wei|^  from 
hiin«  aa  hb  party  inclinationa  seamed  to  hum 
leaned  towards  the  side  which  he  waa  oppenag. 
This  was  his  only  finished  composition  in  prose. 
Much  of  hb  time,  latterly,  had  been  devoted  tn 
the  study  of  Greek  prosody :  he  had  begun  seversi 
poenis  in  Greek,  and  a  translation  of  the  Samson 
Agonistes.  I  have  inspected  all  the  existing  man- 
uscripts of  Chatterton,  and  they  excited  less 
wonder  than  these. 

Had  my  knowledge  of  Henry  terminated  hers, 
I  should  have  hardly  believed  that  my  admiratioe 
and  regret  for  him  could  have  been  increased  i 
but  I  had  yet  to  learn  that  his  ^oral  qualities, 
his  good  sense,  and  his  wholo  feelings,  were  u 
admirable  as  his  industry  and  genius.  AH  hii 
letters  to  hb  family  have  been  conmiunicated  to 
me  without  reserve,  and  nuMt  of  thoae  to  hb 
friends.  They  make  him  his  own  biographer,  aad 
by  open  as  pure  and  as  exceUont  a  hwl  as  it 
ever  pleased  the  Almighty  to  warm  into  lifb. 

It  is  not  possible  to  conceive  a  human  beiof 
more  amiable  in  all  the  relations  of  lif^.  He 
the  confidential  friend  and  adviser  of  every 
her  of  hb  family :  thb  he  instinctively 
and  the  thorough  good  sense  of  hb  advice  b  aot 
bss  remarkabb,  than  ih€  affection  with  whick  tt 
b  always  communicated.  To  his  mother  he  isii 
earnest  in  beseeching  her  to  be  careful  efbtr 
health,  as  he  b  in  laboring  to  convince  her  tkil 
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hb  own  oomplunts  were  abating^ :  his  letters  to 
her  ue  aJwajrt  of  hopes,  of  coneolatioii,  and  of 
lofe.  To  Neville  he  writes  with  the  most  bro- 
therlj  intimacj,  still,  however,  in  that  oceaskmal 
toDe  of  advice  which  it  was  his  nature  to  assmne, 
not  from  any  arrogance  of  superiority,  but  flrom 
earnestness  of  pore  affection.  To  his  jaamget 
brother  he  addresses  himself  like  the  tonderest  and 
wisest  parent ;  and  to  two  sisters,  then  too  fomtg 
tor  any  other  communication,  he  writes  to  direct 
their  studies,  to  inquire  into  their  progress,  to  en- 
eourafe  and  to  improve  them.  Such  letters  as 
these  are  not  for  the  public ;  but  they  to  whom 
they  are  addressed  will  lay  them  to  their  hearts 
like  rehcs,  and  will  find  in  thorn  a  Mving  virtue, 
more  than  ever  relics  possessed. 

With  regard  to  his  poems,  the  criterion  ibr 
•election  was  not  so  plain;  undoubtedly  many 
have  been  chosen  which  he  himeelf  would  not 
have  published;  and  some  few  which,  bad  he 
lived  to  have  taken  that  rank  among  English 
poets  which  would  assuredly  have  been  within 
his  reach,  I  also  should  then  have  rejected  among 
his  posthumous  papers.  1  have,  however,  to  the 
best  of  my  judgment,  sclectod  none  which  does 
not  either  mark  the  stato  of  his  mind,  or  its  pro. 
gress,  or  disco\'er  evident  proofs  of  what  ho  would 
have  been,  if  it  hod  not  been  the  will  of  Heaven 
to  remove  him  so  soon.  The  reader,  who  feels 
any  admiration  for  Henry,  will  lake  some  intereflt 
in  all  these  Remains,  because  they  are  his :  he 
who  shall  feci  notio  must  ha\'o  a  blind  heart,  and 
therefore  a  blind  understanding.  Such  poems 
are  to  be  considered  as  making  up  his  history. 
But  the  greater  number  are  of  such  beauty,  that 
Chatterton  is  the  only  youthful  poet  whom  he 
does  not  leave  far  behind  him. 

While  he  was  under  Mr.(»rainger  he  wrote  very 
little ;  and  when  he  went  to  Cambridge  he  was 
advised  to  ntitle  his  poetical  fire,  for  severer  and 
more  important  studies;  to  lay  a  billet  on  the 
embers  until  he  had  taken  his  degree,  and  then 
he  might  fan  it  into  a  flame  again.  This  adrice 
he  fbllowrd  so  scrupuloutdy,  that  a  few  fVagmenta, 
written  chiefly  u{x>n  tlin  buck  of  his  mathemati. 
cal  papers,  are  all  which  lie  produced  at  the 
University.  The  ijrrealer  part,  therefore,  of  these 
poems,  indeed  nearly  the  whole  of  them,  were 
writton  before  ho  was  nineteen.  Wise  as  tlie 
advice  may  have  been  which  hud  been  given  him, 
it  is  now  to  lie  reiprettrd  that  he  adhered  to  it, 
bis  latter  fragments  bearing  all  those  marks  of 
improvement  which  woro  to  be  expected  from 
a  mind  so  rapidly  and  continually  progressive. 
Fre«|ucntly  ho  expresses  a  tear  that  eurly  death 
would  rob  him  of  his  fame ;  yet,  short  as  his  life 
was,  it  has  been  long  enough  ^r  him  to  leave 
works  worthy  of  remembrance.    The  very  cir. 


cumstance  of  his  early  death  gives  a  new  intertit 
to  his  memory,  and  thereby  new  force  to  hie 
example.  Just  at  that  age  when  the  painter 
would  have  wished  to  fix  his  likeness,  and  tfao 
lover  of  poetry  would  delight  to  contemplate 
him, — in  the  fair  morning  of  his  virtues,  the  fhO 
spring-blossom  of  his  hopes, — just  at  that  ago 
hath  death  set  the  seal  of  eternity  upon  him,  and 
the  beautify  hath  been  made  permanent  To 
tho  young  poeto  who  come  afler  him,  Henry  will 
be  what  Chatterton  was  to  him ;  and  they  will 
find  in  him  an  example  of  hopes  with  regard  to 
worldly  fortune,  as  humble,  and  as  exalted  in  all 
bettor  things,  as  are  enjoined  equally  by  wisdom 
and  religion,  by  the  exfwrience  of  man,  and  tho 
word  of  God :  and  tliis  example  will  be  as  on« 
coaraging  as  it  is  excellent  It  has  been  too  moch 
the  oostom  to  complain  that  genius  is  neglectedi 
and  to  blame  the  public  when  the  public  is  not 
in  fault  They  who  are  thus  kmented  as  the 
victims  of  genius,  have  been,  in  almost  every  in- 
stance, the  victims  of  their  own  vices;  while 
genius  has  been  made,  like  charity,  to  oofor  a 
multitude  of  sins,  and  to  excuse  that  which  ht 
reality  it  aggravates.  In  this  age,  and  in  thio 
country,  whoever  deserves  encouragement  lsi 
sooner  or  later,  sure  to  receive  it  Of  this  Heniy^i 
history  is  an  honorable  proof.  Tho  particnlar 
patronage  which  he  accepted  was  given  as  much 
to  hb  piety  and  religious  opinions  as  to  his  ge- 
.nius :  but  assistance  was  offered  him  from  other 
quarters.  Mr.  P.  Thomson  (of  Boston,  Lincoln- 
sliire),  merely  upon  perusing  his  little  volume, 
wrote  to  know  how  he  could  servo  him;  and 
there  were  many  friends  of  literature  who  woro 
ready  to  ha^-e  alFordcd  him  any  support  which 
he  needed,  if  he  had  not  been  thus  provided.  la 
the  University  he  received  eveiy  encouragement 
which  he  merited;  and  from  Mr.  Simeon, and  hit 
tutor,  Mr.  Catton.  the  most  fatliorly  kindness. 

**  I  can  venture,"  says  a  lady  of  Cambridge,  in 
a  letter  to  his  brother, — **  I  can  venture  to  say, 
with  certaintv,  there  was  no  member  of  the  Uni- 
versity,  however  high  his  rank  or  talents,  who 
would  not  have  been  happy  to  have  availed  them* 
selves  of  the  opportunity  of  being  acquainted 
with  Mr.  Henry  Kirke  White.  I  mention  this  to 
introduce  a  wish  which  has  been  expressed  to  mo 
so  oflon  by  tho  senior  members  of  the  University, 
that  I  dare  not  decline  the  tesk  they  have  im 
posed  upon  me ;  it  is  their  hope  that  Mr.Southey 
will  do  as  much  justice  to  Mr.  Henry  White's  Imi 
ited  wishes,  to  his  nnassuniing  pretensions,  ano 
to  his  rational  and  tbrvent  piety,  as  to  his  varioua 
acquirenirnts,  his  iiolinhefl  taste,  his  poetical  fkn- 
cy,  his  undeviiitiiig  |»rinciples,  and  tlte  exceltenoo 
of  his  moral  character :  and  that  he  will  sufibr  H 
to  bo  understood,  that  these  inestimable  qnalitiet 
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htfk  not  faten  mmliieifd,  nor  would  Umj  hm 
tmm^MMtd  anadmoirledged.  It  wm  the  gUMtal 
that  he  poiMMad  faiiiiis  without  itt 
;**  Of  ihnront  piety,  indeed^  hio  ht- 
!■%  hie  prajere,  end  hie  hTiniie,  will  eSwd  em- 
yieaiidiiilefoetiiigptoo6»  Itweeinhimalhriiif 
■ad  qoiekeiiiiif  principle  of  goodneee^fHiiefa  aeao- 
tttid  eU  hiehopeeendallhieefiecticne;  whidi 
Bede  him  fceepweteh  ofor  hie  own  heutiaad 
•Dihled  him  to  correct  the  ihw  eymptnme,  which 
it  CTCr  dieplajed,  of  homan  imperftdiott. 

Hie  iMDper  hed  been  irritible  in  hie  yomgor 
di^;  bntthiehahedkiogBinceeffiMtQdljofer- 
cobm:  the  mirfce  of  yoothfii]  confidence,  which 
■ppeer^hbeeriieet  letters  had  aJeodieeppeewd; 
and  it  wae  impoeaible  for  any  man  to  be  more 
tMiderly  patient  of  the  fiudte  of  othera,  more  mii. 
Ibrmly  meekt  or  more  onaflbctadly  hunhie*  He 
■■Idom  diacoitwed  any  eportiveneaa  of  imefina- 
tiont  thoofh  he  woold  very  aUy  and  pkiaeantly 
taOy  any  one  of  hie  firienda  fiir  any  little  peco- 
naii^;  UeconveraationwaealwmyBaober.aadfto 
the  porpoae.  That  which  il  moot  remarkable  in 
him,  ie  hie  nniferm  jfeed  eonof,  a  ftcolty  pethef 
faee  oommon  than  genioa.  There  never  esieftad 
ft  more  dotifiil  eon,  a  more  efictiooate  brother,  a 
watuiei  friend,  nor  a  devonter  Chrirtian.  Ofhie 
powan  of  mind  it  ie  enperflooaa  to  epealL;  tfaej 
ware  aeknowledfed  wherofor  they  were  known. 
It  woold  be  idle,  too,  to  aay  what  hopes  were  en- 
tertained of  him,  and  what  he  might  haine  ae-. 
oompUthed  in  Ittorature.  This  volume  oontaina 
what  he  haa  left,  immatore  buda  and  blosaoma 
ahaken  from  the  tree,  and  green  fruit ;  yet  will 
they  evince  what  the  harveit  would  have  been, 
and  aecure  for  him  that  remembrance  upon  earth 
ht  which  he  toiled. 

Tlioii  loul  of  God*i  best  earthlf  mould, 
Tbott  taappj  loal  1  and  can  it  be 

That  these 

An  all  that  muet  remain  of  thee ! 

WoaoewoKTB. 
1807. 


PREFACE 


Th  a  tuppUmentary  Fohfme,  the  contenU  ef  wkieh 
are  included  in  the  present  edition, 

Fkw  books  have  issued  from  the  press,  during 
the  last  fifteen  years,  which  have  excited  such 
general  and  unabating  interest  as  the  Remains  of 
Henry  Kirke  White.  I  hoped,  and  indeed  expected, 
thb  with  some  confidence ;  in  reliance  upon  some- 
thing  better  than  the  taste  or  judgment  of  that 
many-headed  idol,  the  Public.  1  trusted,  that  the 
genius  of  the  writer,  and  the  purity  and  beauty 
.  of  his  coaracter,  would  call  forth  admiration  in 
'foong  and  generoua  hearta ;  while  a  large  portion 
of  the  eommunity  would  duly  appreciate  hie  good 


hie  prodenoe,  and  hie  piety.  And  inl 
not  deoeivad :  jooth  and  age,  the 
and  the  vnleamad,  the  prond  intdlaet  and 
hnmbla  lieart,  have  derived  from 
cfaol^  reliee  a  pleaanre,  etpnl  porinpa  in 
though  diDBMot  m  kmd. 

In  ooneeqnenee  of  thie  ganaral 
ralativae  of  the  Antliorwnre 
eolieited  to  paUiah  a  ftrthar 
plioatione  to  the  eame  affbet  were 
dreeead  tome.   The  vrkhae,  thoa  privatriy 
preeaedf  fiw  a  ftrthar  eeieelioBt  Inving 
eeeondwd  by  the  pnbliahara,  the  preeent 

With  regard  to  the  poetry,  having  in  the 
inetance  exerciivd  my  own  judgment,  I  did  nil 
now  think  myeelf  justified  in  rnjnrtlng  whatiiihiii 
reoommended fer ineertioa.'  Thei 


1  At  pegs  Swill  bs  ftoDd  tlK  two  that 
Mtawtag  pieos,  whkh.  havtef 


IshsstfifeBas 

TO  THE 


bf  ikBaathor: 
WIND  AT  mDlflQBT. 


Nor  onlbadHar  to  adns  ear, 
Blaets  of  tlK  aifflitl  ye  bowl,  as 
M 7  rimdd*riJ«  caaesMat 
With  fltlU  ibice  ja  beaL 


lOns  ear  hath  caofht  in  eileBt  awe 
Hh  howliBff  sweep,  the  sodden  rash ; 

And  when  the  paaeinf  fkle 

Poiur*d  deep  the  hollow  dirge. 

Once  more  I  liiten ;  eadly  communisf 
Within  me,— once  more  mark,  itorai-elothed. 

The  moon  a>  the  daric  cloud 

Glides  rapidly  away. 

I,  deeminf  that  the  voice  of  eiririte  dwells 
Ib  these  mysterious  moans,  la  soienin  tbooght 

Muse  in  the  choral  dance. 

The  dead  man's  Jubilee. 

Hark  1  how  the  spirit  knocks,— how  load— 
Even  at  my  window  knocks,— sfaia : — 

I  cannot— dare  not  sleep,— 

It  is  a  boisterous  nifht. 

I  would  not,  at  this  moment,  be 
la  the  drear  forest-froves,  to  hear 

This  uproar  and  rude  song 

Bing  o'er  the  arched  aisles. 

The  ear  doth  shudder  at  such  sounds 
As  the  embodied  winds,  in  their  disport. 

Wake  in  the  hollow  woods. 

When  man  is  gone  to  sleeps 

There  have  been  heard  unchristian  sbrMBB 
And  rude  distempw'd  merriment, 

As  though  the  autumnal  woods 

Were  all  in  morriceHianoe. 

There's  mystery  in  these  sounds,  and  I 
Lore  aot  to  have  the  grave  distufb*d; 
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■een  by  many  friends  of  the  fkmily,  mnd  u  in  this 
case  no  possible  injury  could  be  done  to  the  repa- 
tation  of  the  dead,  1  willingly  deferred  to  their 
visbes  and  feelings.  That  which  has  pleased  one 
person  may  bo  expected  to  please  others,  and  the 
prodactions  of  an  immature  mind  will  bo  read  by 
other  minds  in  the  same  stage,  with  which  they 
will  be  in  unison.  The  lover  of  poetry,  as  well 
as  the  artist  and  the  antiquary,  may  be  allowed 
to  have  his  relics.  Even  in  tlie  relic-worship  of 
the  Romish  superstition,  what  we  condemn,  is  not 
the  natural  and  becoming  sentiment,  but  the 
abuse  which  has  been  made  of  it,  and  the  follies 
and  villanies  which  have  been  committed  in  oon- 
sequence. 

It  is  a  mournful  thing  to  consider  how  much 
the  world  has  lost  in  a  mind  so  highly  giiled,  and 
regulated  by  such  principles.  The  country  is 
overflowing  with  talents :  and  mere  talents,  di- 
rected as  they  are  more  frequently  to  evil  than 
to  good,  are  to  be  regretted  when  they  are  cut  ofi^ 
only  in  compassion  for  those  who  must  answer  for 
their  misapplication :  but  one  who  had  chosen  his 
part  well,  and  would  have  stood  forward,  armed 
at  all  points,  among  the  conservative  spirits  of 
the  age,  can  ill  bo  spared.  Yet  ho  has  not  lived 
in  vain,  either  for  himself  or  others.  Perhaps 
DO  afler- works  which  he  might  have  loil  on  earth, 
however  elaborate,  could  have  been  so  influential 
as  his  youthful  example.  For  many  are  the  young 
and  ardent  minds  who  have  received,  and  many, 
many  more  are  they  who  will  receive  from  him 
a  right  bias  in  tlie  beginning  of  their  course. 
Many  are  the  youthful  poets  who  will  recognise 
tlieir  own  feelings  concerning  Henry  Kirke  WkiU^ 
m  this  sweet  Sonnet : 

Thouf h  as  the  dew  of  mominf,  short  thy  date, 
rhoagh  Sorrow  UH)k'd  on  thee,  and  amid — "  Be  oiiaeP 
Vet  with  a  holy  ardor,  bard  divine, 
I  burn— I  bum  to  share  thy  Klorioua  (kte. 
Above  whate'er  of  honors  or  estate. 
This  transient  world  can  give!  I  woald  resifn. 
With  rapture.  Fortune's  choicest  gilia  for  thiae,^ 
More  truly  noble,  more  sublimely  irreatt 
For  thou  hast  cain'd  the  prite  of  well-tried  worth. 
That  prize  whirh  from  tliee  never  can  be  rivea; 
Thine,  Henry,  is  a  deathless  name  on  earth. 
Thine  amaranthine  wreaths,  new-pluck'd  ia  heavea  1 
By  what  aspirinf  chiUI  of  mortal  birth 
Could  more  be  ask'd,  to  whom  mifht  more  be  fives? 

Cbaciicy  Hasb  TowmairD. 

And  dismal  trains  arise 
Prom  the  unpeopled  tomba. 

Spirits,  I  pray  ye,  let  them  sleep 
f^acrful  in  their  cold  irraves,  nor  waft 

The  sear  and  whisprrinf  leaf 

From  the  inhumed  breast. 


A  tablet  to  Henry*i  memory,  with  a  medallion 
by  Chantrey,  has  been  placed  in  All-Saints  Chareh« 
Cambridge,  at  the  expense  of  a  yoimg  American 
gentleman,  Mr.  Francis  Boott,  of  Boston.  DnrinK 
his  travels  in  this  country,  he  visited  the  grave  oif 
one  whom  he  had  learnt  to  love  and  regret  in 
America ;  and  finding  no  other  memorial  of  him 
than  the  initials  of  his  name  upon  the  plain  stone 
which  covers  his  perishable  remains,  ordered  this 
monimient  to  be  erected.  It  boars  an  inscription* 
by  Professor  Smyth,  who,  while  Henry  was  living, 
treated  him  with  characteristic  kindness,  and  haa 
consigned  to  posterity  this  durable  expression  of 
his  friendship. 

Ke9wiek,  1822. 


1  Lines  kf  PrqfeMtor  SmftA  sf  OumhrUgs^  en  « 
ertctei  kf  PraneU  Boctt,  Et^.  an  Jtwuriemn  OmUi$mmm^ 
in  AU-Saints  Ckurek,  CmmkrUgs^  to  iUMnmrji  f^lIaiiBV 
KiSKB  Writb. 

Warm  with  fond  hope,  and  learning's  aacred  flune. 
To  Granta's  bowers,  the  youthAil  poet  came; 
Unconquer'd  powers  th*  immortal  mind  display'd: 
But  worn  with  anxious  thought,  the  fhune  decays  i 
Pale  o'er  his  lamp,  and  in  his  cell  retired. 
The  martyr  student  f^ded  and  expired. 
Oh  I  geniua,  taste,  and  piety  sineere. 
Too  early  lost,  *midst  studies  too  severe! 
Foremost  to  mourn,  was  gen'rous  BouUiey  aeea. 
He  told  the  Ule,  and  showed  what  White  bad  beta, 
Nor  told  in  vain— Far  o'er  th*  Atlantic  wave 
A  wanderer  came,  and  sought  tbe  poet's  grave; 
On  yon  low  stone,  he  saw  his  lonely  name. 
And  raised  this  fond  memorial  to  bis  fkme. 

Zines  and  Nate  by  Lord  Bynm. 

Unhappy  White!  (a)  while  life  was  in  its  spring. 
And  thy  young  muse  Just  waved  her  Joyous  wliig; 
The  spoiler  came;  and  all  thy  promise  (kir 
Has  sought  the  grave,  to  sleep  for  ever  then. 
Oh  \  what  a  noble  heart  was  here  undone. 
When  Science'  self  destroy'd  her  ftvorite  son  I 
Yesl  she  too  much  indulged  thy  fond  pursuit, 
Bhe  sow'd  tbe  seeds,  but  Death  baa  reap'd  tbe  fhrit 
T  was  thine  own  geniua  gave  tbe  final  blow. 
And  belp'd  to  plant  the  wound  that  laid  tbas  low. 
So  tbe  struck  eagle,  stretcb'd  upon  tbe  plain, 
No  more  through  rolling  clouds  to  soar  agaia, 
View'd  bis  own  feather  on  tbe  (ktal  dart. 
And  wing'd  tbe  sliaft  that  quiver'd  in  bis  heart. 
Keen  were  his  pangs,  but  keener  fkr  to  fiMi, 
He  nursed  tbe  pinion  which  impelled  tbe  steel ; 
l^liile  the  same  plumage  that  had  warm'd  bia  nssl. 
Drank  tbe  last  life-drop  of  bis  bleedlBg  breasC 

(a)  Henry  Kirite  White  died  at  Cambridfe  in  Cetobaa 
1808,  in  coBsequeoce  of  too  much  SMrtioo  ia  the  porMiit  of 
studies  that  would  have  matured  a  miad  which  dissass  and 
poverty  could  not  impair,  and  which  death  itself  dsstrofid 
rathsr  than  sabdoed.  Hii  poems  abooMl  in  soeb  beanliaa  as 
omsl  iapreai  the  reader  with  the  livchsBt  rsfrat  that  so  short  a 
period  was  allotted  to  talenta.  which  would  have  dignifisd< 
the  sacied  fbaetiuos  he  waa  dcsliosd  to  aasnma. 
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CHILDHOOD. 

oo«  of  the  aothor't  earlicgt  productioai,  and  appMn, 
kftodwritiiiff,  to  have  been  writteo  whoa  hf  was  bo- 
fboriMa  and  fiAeco.  Tbo  picturo  of  ilia  aehool-i 
from  nature. 


PART  I. 

PlCTURKD  in  iDcmory'a  mellowing  glan,  how  aweet 
Our  infiuit  dnyv,  our  infant  joys,  to  greet ! 
To  roam  in  fimcy  in  each  cherish'd  scene, 
The  Tillage  church-yard  and  the  village-green, 
The  woodland  walk  remote,  the  green-wood  glade, 
The  moaay  aeat  beneath  the  hawthom'a  ahade. 
The  white-waah'd  cottage,  where  the  woodbine  grew. 
And  all  the  fiivorite  haunts  our  childhood  knew ! 
Huw  sweet,  while  all  ihc  evil  shuns  the  gaze, 
To  viaw  th'  unclouded  skies  of  former  days ! 

Belored  age  of  innocence  and  smiles. 
When  each  wing'd  hour  some  new  delight  beguilea; 
When  the  gay  heart,  to  life's  sweet  day-«pring  true, 
8ciU  finds  M>me  insect  pleasure  to  pursue. 
Blest  Childhood,  hnil ! — ^Thee  simply  will  I  sing, 
And  from  m>'self  the  artless  picture  bring ; 
Tficaa  long-lost  scenes  to  me  the  past  restore. 
Each  humble  fnend,  each  pleasure  now  no  mcNre, 
And  every  stump  familiar  to  my  sight 
Recalls  some  fond  idea  of  delight 

This  shrubby  knoll  was  once  my  fiivorite  aeat ; 

Here  did  I  love  at  evening  to  retreat. 

And  muse  alone,  till  in  the  vault  of  night, 

Hesper,  aspiring,  slttiw'd  his  golden  light 

Here  ocM^e  again,  remote  from  human  noia^ 

I  ait  me  down  to  think  of  former  joys ; 

Pauae  on  each  i^ceno.  cuch  treasured  scene,  onoe  nort. 

And  once  airaui  each  infant  walk  explore : 

Whila  OS  each  srove  and  lawn  I  recogniaa^ 

My  melted  soul  suffuses  in  my  ejea. 

And  oh !  thou  Power,  whose  myriad  tfains  reaort 
To  distant  scenes,  ami  picture  them  tn  tlKNight ; 
Whose  mirror,  held  unto  the  mourner's  eya, 
llinfs  tn  his  soul  a  borrow'd  gleam  of  joy ; 
S6 


Blest  Memory!  guide,  with  finger  nicely  true, 
Back  to  my  youth  my  retroapective  view ; 
Recall  with  faithful  vigor  to  my  mind. 
Each  &ce  familiar,  each  relation  kind ; 
And  all  the  finer  traits  ci  them  afiord. 
Whose  general  outline  in  my  heart  ia  atorad. 

In  yonder  cot,  along  whose  mouldering  walla. 
In  many  a  fold  the  mantling  woodbine  falls, 
The  village  matron  kept  her  little  school. 
Gentle  of  heart,  yet  knowing  well  to  rule ; 
Staid  was  the  dame,  and  modest  was  her  mien ; 
Her  garb  was  coune,  yet  whole,  and  nicely  deau 
Her  neatly  border'd  cap,  as  hly  fair, 
Beneath  her  chin  was  pinn'd  with  decent  care ; 
And  pendant  ruffles,  of  the  whitest  lawn. 
Of  ancient  make,  her  elbows  did  adorn. 
Faint  with  old  age,  and  dim  were  grown  her  eyca 
A  pair  of  spectacles  their  want  supplies : 
These  does  she  guard  secure  in  leathern  case. 
From  thoughtless  wights,  in  soo»e  iwweeted  plaea^ 

Here  first  I  enter'd,  though  with  toil  and  pain. 
The  low  vestibule  of  leamiitg's  fane ; 
Enter'd  with  pain,  yet  soon  I  found  the  way. 
Though  sometimes  tui borne,  many  a  sweet 
Much  did  I  grieve  on  that  ill-fated  room. 
While  I  was  first  to  school  reluctant  borne : 
Severe  I  thought  the  dame,  ibotigh  oA  she  triad 
To  soothe  my  swelling  spirits  when  I  sigh'd ; 
And  oft,  when  harshly  she  reproved,  I  wept. 
To  my  lone  comer  broken-hearted  crept. 
And  thought  of  tender  home  where  anger  never  kef* 

But  soon  inured  to  alphabetic  toils. 
Alert  I  met  the  dame  with  jocund  smiles' 
First  at  the  form,  my  task  fbr  ever  true. 
A  little  favorite  rapidly  I  grew : 
And  oft  she  stroked  my  head  with  fond  ddight. 
Held  ma  a  pattem  to  the  dunce's  sight ; 
And  as  she  gave  my  diligence  its  praise, 
Tkdk'd  of  the  honors  of  my  future  days. 


Oh !  had  the  venerable  matron  thought 
Of  all  the  ills  by  talent  often  brought; 


Ui 
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Could  she  have  seen  mo  when  rerolving  yean 
Had  brought  me  dee|>er  in  the  vale  of  tears, 
Then  had  she  wept,  and  wish'd  my  wayward  fate 
Had  been  a  lowlier,  and  unlettered  state; 
Wisli'd  thai,  remote  from  worldly  woes  and  strife. 
Unknown,  unheard,  I  might  have  pass'd  through  life. 

Where,  in  the  busy  scene,  by  peace  imbleat. 
Shall  the  poor  wanderer  find  a  place  of  rest  7 
A  lonely  mariner  on  the  stormy  main. 
Without  a  \\o\te  the  calms  of  peace  to  gain ; 
Long  tot>s'd  by  tempest  o*er  the  world's  wide  shore, 
When  shall  hin  spirit  rest  to  toil  no  more  ? 
Not  till  the  lis;ht  foam  of  the  sea  shall  lave 
The  sandy  8urfnce  of  his  unwept  grave. 
Cliildhood,  to  thee  I  turn,  from  life's  alarms, 
Serenest  scn»on  of  perpetual  calms, — 
Turn  ^ith  delight,  and  bid  the  passions  cease, 
And  joy  to  think  with  thee  I  tasted  peace. 
Sweet  reign  of  innocence  where  no  crime  defiles. 
But  each  new  object  brings  attendant  smiles ; 
When  future  evils  never  haunt  the  sight. 
But  all  is  pregnant  with  unmixt  delight; 
To  thee  I  turn  from  riot  and  from  noise, 
Turn  to  partake  of  more  congenial  joys. 

'Neath  yonder  elm,  that  stands  upon  the  moor. 
When  the  clock  spoke  the  hour  of  labor  o'er, 
What  clamorous  throngs,  what  happy  groups  were 

seen. 
In  various  postures  scatt'ring  o*er  the  green ! 
Some  shoot  the  marble,  others  join  the  chase 
Of  self-made  stag,  or  run  the  emulous  race; 
While  others,  seated  on  the  dappled  gross. 
With  doleful  tales  the  light-wing'd  minutes  pass. 
Well  I  rememlier  how,  with  gesture  starrh'd, 
A  band  of  soldiers,  oft  with  pride  we  march'd; 
For  barinora,  to  a  tall  sash  we  did  bind 
Our  hniulkorchiofrt.  flapping  to  the  whistling  wind; 
And  for  dur  warlike  arms  wo  sought  the  mead. 
And  guns  and  sjioars  we  made  of  brittle  reed  ; 
Then,  in  iinr-onih  array,  our  fonts  to  crown. 
We  storm'd  some  ruin'd  pig-sty  for  a  town. 

Pleased  with  our  gny  disports,  the  dnme  was  wont 

To  set  her  wheel  before  the  cottage  front. 

And  o'er  her  8|>enlaclo8  would  often  peer, 

To  view  our  gambols  and  our  boyish  gear. 

Still  as  sho  l(K>k'd,  her  wheel  kept  tuniing  round. 

With  its  boloved  monotony  of  sound. 

When  tired  of  play  we  'd  set  us  by  her  side 

(For  out  of  school  she  never  knew  to  chide)-^ 

And  wonder  nt  her  skill — well  known  to  fame— 

For  who  noidd  match  in  spinning  with  the  dame? 

Her  sheets,  hor  linen,  which  she  show'd  with  pride 

To  strangers,  still  her  ihriftness  testified ; 

Though  wo,  fM>or  wights!  did  wonder  much  in  troth. 

How  't  was  her  spinning  manufactured  cloth. 

0!t  would  we  leave,  though  well  beloved,  our  play. 

To  chat  at  home  the  vacant  hour  away. 

Many's  the  time  I've  scamper'd  down  the  glade, 

To  ask  the  promised  ditty  from  the  maid. 

Which  well  she  loved,  as  well  she  knew  to  sing. 

While  we  around  her  form'd  a  little  ring: 

8he  told  of  innocence  fi)redoom'd  to  bleed. 

Of  wicke<l  guardians  bent  on  bloody  deed. 

Or  little  children  murder'd  as  they  slept ; 

While  at  each  pause  we  wrung  our  hands  and  wept 


Sad  was  such  tale,  and  wonder  much  did  we 
Such  hearts  of  stone  there  in  the  world  could  \m 
Poor  simple  wigKls!'ah,  little  did  we  ween 
The  ills  that  wait  on  man  in  life's  sad  scene ! 
Ah,  little  thought  that  we  ourselves  should  know 
This  world  's  a  world  of  weeping  and  of  woe ! 

Bek>ved  monwnt !  then  *t  was  first  I  caught 
The  first  foundation  of  romantic  thought ; 
Then  first  I  shed  bold  Fancy's  thrilling  tear. 
Then  first  that  poesy  charm'd  mine  infant  eer. 
Soon  stored  with  much  of  legendary  lore. 
The  sports  of  Childhood  charm'd  my  soul  no  nion 
Far  from  the  scene  of  gaiety  and  noise. 
Far,  fiir  from  turbulent  and  empty  joyn, 
I  hied  me  to  the  thick  o'er-arching  shade. 
And  there,  on  mosMy  carpet,  listless  laid. 
While  at  ray  feet  the  rippling  runnel  ran. 
The  days  of  wild  romance  antique  I  *d  scan ; 
Soar  on  the  wings  of  fancy  through  the  air. 
To  realms  of  light,  and  pierce  the  radiance  there 


PART  II. 

There  are,  who  think  that  Childhood  does  not 
With  age,  the  eup,  the  bitter  cup  of  caie : 
Alas!  they  know  not  this  unhappy  truth. 
That  every  age,  and  rank,  is  bom  to  ruth. 

From  the  first  dawn  of  reason  in  the  mind, 
Man  is  foredoom'd  the  thorns  of  grief  to  fibad ; 
At  every  step  has  further  cause  to  know 
The  draught  of  pleasure  still  is  dash'd  with 

Yet  in  the  youthful  bre.ast,  f()r  ever  caught 
With  some  new  object  for  romantic  thought, 
Tlie  impression  of  the  moment  qiuckly  fiies. 
And  with  the  morrow  ever)-  sorrow  dies. 


How  difilTcnt  manhoo<J ! — then  does  Thought's  coo 

tnd 
Sink  every  pang  still  deeper  in  the  soul ; 
Then  keen  Affliction's  sad  unceasing  smart 
Becomes  a  painfid  resident  in  the  heart ; 
And  Care,  whom  not  the  gayest  can  out-brave. 
Pursues  its  feeble  victim  to  the  grave. 
Then,  as  each  long-known  friend  is  summon 'd  benos 
We  feel  a  void  no  joy  can  re(X)mpen»e, 
And  OS  we  weep  o'er  every  new-made  tomb, 
Wish  that  ourselves  the  next  may  meet  our  doom 

Yes,  Childhood,  thee  no  rankling  woes  punue* 
>»o  forms  of  future  ill  salute  thy  view. 
No  pangs  rej>entant  bid  thee  uake  to  weepi, 
Biit  halcyon  peace  protects  thy  downy  slcvp; 
And  sanguine  Hope,  through  ever\'  storm  of  life, 
Shoot«  her  bright  beams,  and  calms  the  internal  strife 
Yet  e'en  round  (^hildliood's  heart,  a  thoughtless sbnnc 
Affection's  little  thread  will  ever  twine ; 
And  though  but  frail  may  seem  each  tender  tie. 
The  soul  foregoes  them  but  with  many  a  sigh. 
Thus,  when  the  long-expected  moment  came. 
When  forced  to  leave  the  gentle-hearted  dame, 
Reluctant  throbbings  rose  within  my  breast. 
And  a  still  tear  my  silent  grief  express'd. 

When  to  the  public  school  compell'd  to  go. 
What  novel  scenes  did  on  my  senses  fiuw ! 

1^ 


POEMS  WRITTEN  BEFORE  CLIFTON  GROVE. 


8 


rtiere  in  each  breott  each  active  power  dilates! 
Whirli  broils  whole  nations,  and  convulses  states : 
There  reigns,  by  turns  altpmatc.  love  and  hate. 
Ambition  bums,  and  factious  rebelii  prate ; 
And  in  a  sroaller  range,  a  smaller  nphere. 
The  dark  deformities  of  man  appear. 
Yet  there  the  gentler  virtues  kindred  claim, 
There  Friendship  lights  her  pure  untainted  flame. 
There  mild  Benevolence  delights  lo  dwell. 
And  s%veet  Contentment  rests  without  her  cell; 
And  there,  'mid  many  a  stormy  soul,  we  find 
Tlie  good  of  heart,  the  intelligent  of  mind. 

T  wn«  there.  Oh,  George!  with  thee  I  leam*d  to  join 

In  Friendsthip's  bandin — in  amity  divine. 

Oh.  mounifiil  thought ! — Where  is  thy  spirit  now  f 

As  here  1  nit  on  fa v 'rite  Lognr's  brow. 

And  tmce  tielow  each  well-remember*d  glade. 

Where,  nrin  in  arm,  erewhile  with  thee  I  8tray*d. 

Where  nrt  thou  lai<l — rin  what  untrodden  shore, 

Where  naMghi  i*  hoanl  save  Ocean's  sullen  roar  f 

Dofft  thou  in  lowly,  unlnmented  state. 

At  laitt  rep(M*e  fmrn  all  the  storms  of  fate  f 

Melhinks  I  nee  thee  Rtru{;glin<;  with  the  wave, 

Without  one  aiding  hand  siretch'd  out  to  save ; 

Se?  thee,  c^unvuUed,  thy  looks  to  heaven  bend, 

Arwl  send  thy  [xirting  sigh  unto  thy  friend ; 

Or  where  immeasurable  wilds  dismay, 

ForU>ni  and  safi  il»ou  bcnd'st  thy  weary  way, 

While  sormw  and  disease,  with  anguish  rife, 

CoitAume  apace  the  ebbing  springs  of  life. 

Again  I  see  his  door  against  ihec  shut, 

The  unfeeling  native  turn  thee  from  his  hut: 

I  see  thee  s;:)ent  with  toil  and  worn  with  grief. 

Sit  on  the  grass,  and  \^ish  the  long'd  relief, 

Then  lie  thee  down,  the  stormy  struggle  o'er. 

Think  on  thy  native  land — and  rise  no  mora ! 

Oh !  that  thou  couldnt,  from  thine  august  abode. 
Survey  thy  frien«l  in  life's  dixmaying  nwd ! 
That  ihoti  couldi<t  see  him  at  this  nwmcnt  here, 
Kmholm  thy  memory  with  a  pious  tear, 
And  hover  o'er  him  o»  he  <;nzes  round, 
Where  all  the  sceiuMi  of  infant  jo)-s  surround ! 

Ves!  ye^!  his  spirit's  near! — The  whispering Iweeze, 
Omveys  his  voi<'<»  Rad  sighing  on  the  trees; 
And  lo!  hi*  form  transparent  I  pereeive, 
Rome  on  the  grey  miiit  of  the  sullen  eve : 
He  hovers  near,  clad  in  the  night's  dim  robe. 
While  deathly  silence  reigns  upon  the  globe. 

Yet.  ah !  whence  comes  this  visionary  scene? 

"T  IS  Fancy'*  wil<l  serial  dream,  I  ween ; 

By  her  inspired,  when  reason  takes  its  flight, 

What  fond  illusions  beam  upon  the  sight! 

She  waves  her  hand,  and  lo!  what  ftirms  appear! 

What  magic  sounds  salute  the  wandering  ear! 

Once  more  o'er  distant  regions  do  we  tread. 

And  the  cold  grave  yields  up  its  cherish'd  dead; 

While  f>re«ent  sorrow 's  Innish'd  far  away, 

Undothled  azure  gilds  the  |>lacid  day. 

Or  in  the  future's  cloud-encireled  (ace. 

Fair  scenes  of  bliss  to  oome  we  Ibndly  trace. 

And  draw  minutely  everjr  Utile  wile, 

Which  shall  the  feaih«ry  bouit  of  limo  begiiil«. 


So  when  forlorn,  and  lonesome  at  her  gate. 
The  Royal  Mary  solitary  sate. 
And  view'd  the  moonbeam  trembling  on  the  wmvo. 
And  heard  the  hollow  surge  her  prison  lave, 
Towards  France's  distant  coast  she  bent  her  sight,  ' 
For  there  her  soul  had  wing'd  its  longing  flight ; 
There  did  she  form  full  many  a  scheme  of  joy, 
Visioni  of  bliss  unclouded  with  alloy, 
Which  bright  through  Hope's  deceitful  optics  beom'd 
And  all  became  the  surety  which  it  seem'd  ; 
She  wept,  yet  ielt,  while  all  within  was  calm. 
In  every  tear  a  melancholy  charm. 

To  yonder  hill,  whose  sides,  deform'd  and  steep. 
Just  yield  a  scanty  sust'nance  to  the  sheep. 
With  thee,  my  friend,  I  oAentimes  have  sped. 
To  see  the  sun  rise  fioin  his  healthy  bed ; 
To  v^'atch  the  aspect  of  the  summer  mom. 
Smiling  upon  the  golden  fields  of  com. 
And  taste  delighted  of  superior  joys. 
Beheld  through  Sympathy's  enchanted  eyes : 
With  silent  admiration  dft  we  view'd 
The  myriad  hues  o'er  heaven's  blue  concave  strew'd 
The  fleecy  clouds,  of  every  tint  and  shade. 
Round  which  the  silvery  sunbeam  glancing  play'd. 
And  the  round  orb  itself,  in  azure  throne. 
Just  peeping  o'er  the  blue  hill's  ridgy  aone ; 
We  mark'd  delighted,  how  with  aspect  gay, 
Reviving  Mature  hail'd  returning  day ; 
Mark'd  how  the  flowerets  rear'd  their  drooping  betdi 
And  the  wild  lambkins  bounded  o'er  the  meads. 
While  from  each  tree,  in  tones  of  sweet  delight. 
The  birds  sung  psmns  to  the  source  of  light : 
Oft  have  we  watch'd  the  speckled  lark  arise, 
Lfcave  his  grass  bed,  and  soar  to  kindred  skies. 
And  rise,  and  rise,  till  the  pain'd  sight  no  mora 
Could  trace  him  in  his  high  aerial  tour ; 
Though  on  the  ear,  at  inter\'als,  his  song 
Came  wafted  slow  the  wavy  breese  along ; 
And  we  have  thought  how  happy  were  our  lot 
Bless'd  with  some  sweet,  some  solitary  cot, 
W^here,  from  the  peep  of  day,  till  russet  eve 
Began  in  every  dell  her  forms  to  weave, 
We  might  pursue  our  sports  from  day  to  day. 
And  in  each  other's  arms  wear  life  away. 

At  sultry  noon  too,  when  our  toils  were  done. 
We  to  the  gloomy  glen  were  wont  to  mn : 
There  on  the  turf  we  lay,  while  at  our  feet 
The  cooling  rivulet  rippled  softly  sweet: 
And  mused  on  holy  theme,  and  ancient  lore,  * 
Of  deeds,'  and  days,  and  heroes  now  no  more , 
Heard,  as  his  solemn  harp  Isaiah  swept. 
Sung  woe  unto  the  wicked  land — and  wept : 
Or,  fancy-led— saw  Jeremiah  mourn 
In  solemn  sorrow  o'er  Judea's  um. 
Then  to  another  shore  perhaps  would  rove. 
With  Plato  talk  in  his  Illyssian  grove ; 
Or,  wan<lering  where  the  Tliespian  palace  rose. 
Weep  once  again  o'er  fair  Jocasta's  woes. 

Sweet  then  to  us  was  that  romantic  band. 
The  ancient  legends  of  our  native  land — 
Chivalric  Britomart  and  Una  fair. 
And  courteous  Constance,  doom'd  to  dark  despair. 
By  turns  our  thoughts  engaged ;  and  oft  we  talk'd 
C€  times  when  moaarch  superstition  sulk'd. 
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And  when  the  blood-fraught  galUota  of  Rome 
Brought  the  grand  Druid  &l»ic  to  tti  doom : 
While,  where  the  wood-hung  Meinni^s  waten  flow, 
Tlae  hoery  harpera  pour'd  the  strain  of  woe. 

While  thus  employM,  to  us  how  sad  the  bell 
Which  summon'd  us  to  school !  "T  was  Fancy's  knell. 
And,  sadly  sounding  on  the  sullen  ear, 
It  spoke  o£  study  pale,  and  chilling  fear. 
Yet  even  then,  (for  Oh !  what  chains  can  bind. 
What  powers  control,  the  energies  of  mind  7) 
E'en  then  we  soar'd  to  many  a  height  sublime. 
And  many  a  day-dream  charm'd  the  lasy  time. 

At  evening  too,  how  pleasing  was  our  walk, 

£ndear'd  by  Friendship's  unrestrained  talk  I 

When  to  the  upland  heights  we  bent  our  way. 

To  Tiew  the  latt  beam  of  departing  day ; 

How  calm  was  all  around !  no  playful  breeze 

8igh*d  'mid  the  wavy  foliage  of  the  trees. 

But  all  was  still,  save  when,  with  drowsy  song, 

l^e  grey-fly  wound  his  sullen  horn  along ; 

And  save  when,  heard  in  soft,  yet  merry  glee, 

llie  distant  church-bells*  mellow  harmony ; 

The  silver  mirror  of  the  lucid  brook. 

That  'mid  the  tufVed  broom  its  still  courae  took ; 

The  rugged  arch  that  closp'd  its  silent  tides. 

With  moss  and  rank  weeds  hanging  down  its  sides : 

llie  craggy  n>ck,  that  jutted  on  the  sight ; 

rhe  shrieking  bat,  that  took  ito  heavy  flight ; 

Alt,  all  was  pregnant  with  divine  delight 

We  loved  to  watch  the  swallow  swimming  high. 

In  the  bright  azure  of  the  vaulted  sky ; 

Or  gaze  upon  the  clouds,  whose  color'd  pride 

Was  scattered  thinly  o'er  the  welkin  wide. 

And,  tinged  with  such  variety  of  shade, 

To  the  charra'd  soul  sublimest  thoughts  convey'd. 

In  these  what  forms  romantic  did  we  trace, 

While  Fancy  led  us  o'er  the  realms  of  space ! 

Now  we  espied  the  Thun  ierer  in  his  car, 

Leading  the  embattled  seraphim  to  wnr. 

Then  stately  towers  descried,  sublimely  high. 

In  Gothic  grandeur  fn>wning  on  the  sky — 

Or  saw,  wide-stretching  o'er  the  azure  height, 

A  ridge  of  glaciers  in  mural  white. 

Hugely  terrific. — But  thotie  times  are  o'er. 

And  the  fond  scene  can  charm  mine  eyes  no  more; 

For  thou  art  gone,  and  I  am  leA  below. 

Alone  to  struggle  through  this  world  of  woe. 

The  scene  is  o'er — still  seasons  onward  roll, 

And  each  revolve  conducts  me  towards  the  goal; 

Yet  ull  is  blank,  without  one  soA  relief. 

One  endless  continuity  of  grief, 

And  tlie  tired  soul,  now  led  to  thoughts  sublime, 

Looks  but  for  rest  beyond  the  bounds  of  time. 


Toil  on,  toil  on,  ye  busy  crowds !  that  pant 

For  hoords  of  wealth  which  ye  will  never  want: 

And,  lost  to  all  but  gain,  with  ease  resign 

The  calms  of  peace  and  happiness  divine! 

For  other  cares  bo  mine, — Men  little  crave 

III  this  short  journey  to  the  silent  grave ; 

And  tne  poor  peasant,  bless'd  with  peace  and  health, 

I  envy  more  than  Crcesus  with  bis  wealth. 


Yet  grieve  not  I,  that  Fate  did  not  decree 
Paternal  acres  to  await  on  me : 
She  gave  me  more ;  she  placed  within  ray 
A  heart  with  Uttle  pleased — with  little  Moat  * 
I  look  around  me,  where,  on  every  side. 
Extensive  manors  spread  in  wealthy  pride ; 
And  could  my  sight  be  borne  to  either  aone, 
I  should  not  And  cHie  foot  of  land  my  own. 

But  whither  do  I  wander  7  shall  the  Muse, 
For  golden  baits,  her  simple  theme  refuse  f 
(Xi,  no !  but  while  the  weary  spirit  greela 
The  foding  scenes  of  childhood's  far-gone  sw 
It  catches  all  the  infant's  wandering  tongue. 
And  prattles  on  in  desultory  song. 
That  song  must  close — the  gloomy  mists  of  ni^ 
Obscure  the  pale  stars*  visionary  Ughi, 
And  ebon  dariuiess,  clad  in  \'apory  wet. 
Steals  on  the  welkin  in  primeval  jet. 

The  song  must  close. — Once  more  my  adverse  lot 
Leads  me  reluctant  from  this  cherish'd  spot ; 
Again  compels  to  plunge  in  busy  lifo. 
And  brave  the  hateful  turbulence  of  strife. 

Scenes  of  my  youth !  ere  my  unwilling  feet 
Are  tum'd  for  ever  from  this  loved  retreat, 
Kre  on  these  fields,  with  plenty  cover'd  o'er. 
My  eyes  are  closed  to  ope  on  them  no  more. 
Let  me  ejaculate,  to  feeling  due, 
One  long,  one  last  affectionate  adieu. 
Grant  that,  if  ever  Providence  should  please 
To  give  me  an  old  age  of  peace  and  ease. 
Grant  that,  in  these  sequester'd  shades,  my  days 
May  wear  away  in  gradual  deca)-s; 
And  oh!  ye  spirits,  who  unlmdied  play, 
T^nseon.  upon  the  pinions  of  the  day. 
Kind  genii  of  mv  native  fields  benign. 
Who  were  ♦  ♦  ♦  • 


THE    FAIR   MAID   OF   CLUTON. 

A  NEW  BALLAD  IN  THE  OLD  STlLn. 

The  night  it  was  dark,  and  the  uinds  were  hifti 

And  niounifully  waved  ihe  wood. 
As  Batoman  met  his  Marpnrel 

By  Trent's  majestic  flood. 

He  prcjw'd  the  maiden  to  his  breast. 
And  his  heart  it  was  rark'd  with  fear. 

For  he  knew,  that  again,  'i  was  a  deadly  chanc* 
If  ever  he  press 'd  her  there. 

"Oh!  Margaret,  wilt  thou  boar  mc  true,*' 

He  said,  "  while  I  am  far  away. 
For  to-morrow  I  go  to  a  foreign  land, 

And  there  I  have  long  to  stay." 

And  the  maid  she  vow'd  she  would  bear  him  tnm. 

And  thereto  nhe  plighiH  her  troth ; 
And  she  pray'd  the  fiend  might  fetch  her  a^'ay. 

When  she  forgot  her  oath. 

And  the  night-owl  scream'd.  as  strain  she  sv^T>rr, 
And  the  grove  it  did  motirnfully  moan. 

And  Batemnn's  heart  within  him  sunk. 
He  thought  *t  was  his  dying  groan. 
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And  shortly  he  went  with  Clifton,  hit  Lofd, 

To  abide  in  a  foreign  land ; 
And  Margaret  the  forgot  her  oath, 

And  she  gave  to  another  her  hand. 

Her  huanand  waa  rich,  but  old,  and  crabb'd. 

And  oft  the  false  one  sigh'd. 
And  wish*d  that  ere  she  broke  her  vow. 

She  had  broken  her  heart,  and  died. 

And  now  retam*d,  her  Bateman  came 

To  demand  his  betrothed  bride ; 
But  soon  he  leam'd  that  she  had  sought 

A  wealthier  lover's  side. 

And  when  he  heard  the  dreadful  news, 

No  sound  he  utter'd  more. 
But  hm  stiflen'd  cone,  ere  the  mwn,  was  seen 

Hung  at  his  fiilse  one's  door. 

And  Margaret,  all  night,  in  her  bed. 

She  dreamed  hideous  dreams ; 
And  oA  upon  the  moaning  wind 

Were  heard  her  frightful  screams. 

And  when  she  knew  of  her  lover's  death. 
On  her  brow  stood  the  clammy  dew, 

She  thought  of  her  oath,  and  she  thought  of  her  fate, 
And  she  saw  that  her  days  were  few. 

Bat  the  Lord  he  is  just,  and  the  guilty  alone 
Ha\e  to  fear  of  his  vengeance  the  lash. 

The  thunderbolt  harms  not  the  innocent  head, 
While  the  criminal  dies  'neath  the  flash. 

Hb  jiistire,  she  knew,  would  spare  her  awhile 
F'or  the  child  that  she  bare  in  her  womb ; 

But  she  felt,  that  when  it  was  bom  therefrom 
She  must  instantly  go  to  her  tomb. 

The  hour  appronrh'd,  and  she  view'd  it  with  (ear 

Ad  ihe  dnie  of  her  earthly  time; 
And  she  tried  to  pray  to  Almighty  God, 

To  expiate  her  crime. 

And  she  begg'd  her  relations  would  come  at  the  day. 
Ami  the  {mrMwi  would  pray  at  her  side ; 

And  the  clerk  would  siiig  a  penitent  hjinn. 
With  all  the  singers  beside. 

A  nd  nhe  bepf  *d  they  would  hnr  the  windows  sostrong, 

And  put  a  new  lock  to  the  dorr; 
And  sprinkle  with  holy  water  the  house, 

And  over  her  chambcr-fluor. 

And  thev  herr'd  with  iron  the  windows  so  strong. 
And  tney  put  a  new  lock  on  the  door; 

And  the  panion  he  came,  and  he  carefully  Hrew'd 
With  holy  water  the  floor. 


Anil  her  kindred  came  to  see  the  dame. 
Ami  the  clerk,  and  the  singers  beside; 

And  thev  did  sincr  a  |ienitent  h3rmn. 
And  with  her  did  abide. 

Ajm]  midnight  came,  and  shortly  the  daiM 

Did  five  to  her  child  the  light ; 
And  then  she  did  pray,  that  they  would  stay. 

And  fmm  with  her  the  night. 
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And  she  begg*d  tney  woulfl  sing  the  penitent  hyaiv 

And  pray  with  all  their  might ; 
For  sadly  I  fear,  the  fiend  will  be  here. 

And  fetch  me  away  this  night. 

And  now  without,  a  stormy  root. 

With  howls,  the  guests  did  hear ; 
And  the  parson  he  pniy'd,  for  he  waa  tAmA, 

And  the  singers  they  quaver'd  with  foar. 

And  Marg'ret  pniy'd  the  Alnighty'a  aid. 

For  louder  the  tempeat  grew ; 
And  every  gueat,  his  soul  he  bleaa'd. 

As  the  tapers  burned  blue. 

And  the  fair  again,  she  pray'd  of  the  men 

To  sing  with  all  their  might; 
And  they  did  sing,  till  the  house  did  ringt 

And  louder  they  sung  for  aflright. 

But  now  their  aong,  it  died  on  theur  longaeb 

For  sleep  it  was  seising  their  sense ; 
And  Marg'ret  scream'd,  and  bid  them  not  sleeps 

Or  the  fiends  would  bear  her  thence. 


SONG. 

THE  ROBIN  RKD-BREAST.   A  VERT  EARLY  COMPOtlTIOIIi 

When  the  winter  iiiind  whistles  around  my  lone  col; 
And  my  holiday  friends  have  my  mansion  forgo^ 
Though  a  lonely  poor  beine.  still  do  not  1  pine. 
While  my  poor  Robin  Red-breast  forsakea  not  mj 
shrine. 

He  comes  with  the  morning,  he  hops  on  my  arm. 
For  he  knows  't  is  too  gentle  to  do  him  a  harm : 
And  in  gratitude  ever  beguiles  with  a  lay 
The  soul-sick'ning  thoughts  of  a  bleak  winter'a  day. 

What,  though  he  may  leave  me,  when  spring  again 

Hmiles, 
To  waste  the  sweet  summer  in  love's  little  wilea. 
Yet  will  he  remember  his  fosterer  long. 
And  greet  her  each  morning  v^iih  one  little  song 


And  when  the  rude  blast  ohall  again  strip  the 
Ami  plenty  no  longer  shall  fly  on  the  breese. 
Oh !  then  he  '11  return  to  his  Helena  kind. 
And  repoac  in  her  breast  from  the  rude  northern  wind 

My  sweet  little  Robin 's  no  holiday  guest. 
He  11  never  forget  his  poor  Helena's  breast ; 
But  will  strive  to  repay,  by  his  generous  song. 
Her  love,  and  her  cares,  in  the  winter  day  lung. 


WINTKR  SONG. 

RotTBE  the  blazing  midnitrht  fire. 
Heap  the  crackling  fasfot*  hisher ; 
Stem  December  reiims  without. 
With  old  Winter's  bhwi'ring  rout 

Let  the  jocund  timbrels  sound. 
Push  the  jolly  p»blel  nwiiid  ; 
Care  avannt,  ia  ith  all  thy  crew. 
Goblins  dire,  ajkl  devils  blue. 


KIRKE  WHITE'S  POETICAL  WOUKS. 


Hark !  without  the  tempest  growli : 
And  the  aflTrighted  watch-dog  howli ; 
Witches  on  their  broonutjcka  Mil, 
Death  upon  the  whistling  gale. 

Heap  the  crackling  fiigots  higher, 
Draw  your  easy  chain  still  nigher ; 
And  to  gnard  Cntm  wixards  hoar, 
Nail  the  )iorBe<«hoe  on  the  door. 

Now  repeat  the  fineesing  slorjr. 
Of  the  murder*d  traveller  gory, 
Found  beneath  the  yew-tree  sear, 
Cut,  his  throat,  from  ear  to  ear. 

Tell,  too,  how  his  ghost  all  bloody, 
Frighten*d  once  a  neighb'ring  goody ; 
And  how,  still  at  twelve  he  stalks. 
Groaning  o'er  the  wild-wood  walks. 

Then,  when  iear  usurps  her  sway. 
Let  us  creep  to  bed  away ; 
Each  for  ghosts,  but  little  boldi>r. 
Fearfully  peeping  o'er  his  «houlder. 


SONG. 

Sweet  Jpsny !  I  would  ihin  caress 
That  lovely  cheek  divine ; 

Sweet  Jessy,  I  *d  give  worlds  to  press 
That  rising  breast  io  mine. 

Sweet  Jemy !  I  with  passion  bum 
Thy  soft  })lue  eyes  to  soc ; 

Swoct  Jew*y,  1  would  die  to  turn 
Th'jse  melting  eyes  on  me. 

Yet,  Jessy,  lovely  as  *  ♦  ♦ 

Thy  form  nnd  face  appear, 
I  'd  perish  ero  I  would  consent 

To  buy  them  with  a  tear. 

•         *         •         *         • 


SOXG. 


Oh,  tlint  I  were  the  fragrant  flower  that  kisncs 
My  Anibella'H  breast  ihal  heaves  on  liigh  : 

riensed  should  I  l>e  Io  laste  the  transient  hiiraes, 
And  on  the  melting  throne  to  faint,  and  die. 

Oh.  that  I  were  the  robe  that  loosely  covers 
Hor  taper  limli*«,  and  Grecian  fi»rm  divine ; 

Or  the  entwisled  zones,  like  meeting  lovers. 
That  clasp  her  waist  in  many  an  aery  twine. 

Oh.  that  my  sniil  micht  trd^e  its  lasting  station 
In  her  waved  hair,  her  perfumed  breath  to  sip; 

Or  catch,  by  chance,  her  blue  eyes'  fascination! 
Or  meet,  by  t^lealih,  her  soft  vermilion  lip. 

Bat  chain'd  to  this  dull  iK'inj*.  T  must  ever 

Lament  the  d«»oni  by  which  1  'm  hither  placed  ; 

Must  pant  for  moments  I  must  meet  with  never, 
And  dream  of  beauties  I  must  never  taste. 


FRAGMENT  OF  AN  ECCENTRIC  DRAMA 

WRITTEN  AT  A  VERY  EARLY  ACE. 


In  a  Gttie  Tohiine  which  the  author  had  ropieil  not.  spprrntlf 
for  the  pren,  befort^  the  |ml>licatHi«  of  Chiton  drov^.  the  Song 
with  whieb  this  frAfni<>iit  commencea  wna  inacrti^,  undw  lb« 
title  of  "The  Dsnco  of  thu  CoMumpti%-fra,  iu  imiiniioa  of 
Bhakapeore.  taken  from  an  erreniric.  Drama,  written  bf  H. 
K.  W.  when  very  roanK."  The  rtvt  wna  diacovercd  aanoc^ 
his  looae  papers,  in  the  flrat  rmle  draught,  haviiur.  to  all  ap- 
pearance, never  been  transcribed.  The  aoiig  wan  eatracted 
when  be  was  sixteen,  and  mast  have  boen  wriitrn  at  leaaf  a 
Tear  before,  prot>ablr  more,  br  the  handwriting.  Tlwre  is 
somethinc  atrikinglr  wild  and  original  in  llie  fragmeaU 


THE  DANCE  OF  THE  CONSUMPTIVES. 

DiNG-DONo!  dine-dong! 
Merry,  merry,  go  llie  bells. 
Ding-dong!  ding-dong! 
Over  the  heath,  over  the  moor,  and  over  the  dale, 

*•  Swinging  slow  with  sullen  roar.** 
Dance,  dance  away  the  j<K*und  roundelay  f 
Ding-dong,  ding-dong,  calls  us  away. 

Round  the  oak,  and  round  the  elm. 

Merrily  Coot  it  o'er  the  ground  ? 
The  sentry  ghost  it  stands  aloof. 
So  merrily,  merrily  ftnit  It  roi;nd. 
Ditig-dong!  ding-dong? 
Merr)',  merry,  go  the  bells. 
Swelling  in  the  nightly  gale. 
The  sentry  ghost. 
It  keeps  its  post, 
And  soon,  and  soon,  our  sftorts  must  fail 
Rut  let  us  trip  llie  nlirhlly  unMuid, 
While  the  merr}',  merrj'  bells  ring  round 

Hark  !  hark  !  the  deaih-watrh  ticks  ; 
See.  see,  the  winding-sheet  I 

Our  dance  is  done, 

Our  race  is  run. 
And  we  must  lie  at  the  aider's  feet ! 

Dinjr-doiig !  dins-dnnj; ! 

Merr\'.  merr)-.  go  the  l>el!s. 
Swinginu  o'er  the  v\eliering  wave! 

And  we  must  seek 

Our  death-beds  bleak, 
Where  the  green  stnl  grt)ws  upon  the  grave 

They  vnnixh. —  The  OoDnF*:s  of  roxsi'stmoN  ^t 
sretids,  habited  iu  a  sky-blue  robe,  affertded  by  moun 
fid  Music. 

Come,  Melancholy,  sister  mine  ! 

Cold  the  dews,  and  chill  the  night ! 
Come  from  thy  dreary  shrine ! 

The  wan  moon  climbs  the  heavenly  height. 
And  undemealh  the  sickly  ray, 
TnK)pR  of  squali<l  spectres  play. 
And  the  dying  mortals'  groan 
Startles  the  Night  on  her  dusky  throne 
Come.  come,  sister  mine ! 
Gliding  on  the  pale  moonshine : 
We  '11  ride  at  ease. 
On  the  tainted  breeze, 
And  oh !  our  s^wrt  will  bo  divine. 
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7^  GoDDBM  OP  Melancholy  advanee$out<^a  deep 
Gltn,  in  the  nar,  habiled  in  Hack,  and  covered  iPtiA 
o  Ihidt  VeiU-She  speaks. 

Seller,  from  my  dark  abode. 
Where  neata  ihe  raven,  sita  the  toald. 
Hither  1  come  at  thy  commiuid : 
Siatcr,  aiater.  join  thy  hoiVd ! 
Sister,  aiater,  join  thy  hand ! 
I  will  amooth  the  way  for  thee, 
Thoii  alialt  furnish  food  for  me. 
Come,  let  oa  apced  our  way 
Where  the  troopa  of  apectrea  play. 
To  chamel-houaea,  church->'arda  drear, 
Where  Death  aita  with  a  horrible  leer, 
A  laatii^  grin  on  a  throne  of  bonea. 
And  akim  along  the  blue  tomb-atonea. 

Come,  let  ua  apoed  awoy. 
T«ay  our-anarea,  and  apread  our  tether! 

I  will  amooth  the  way  for  thee. 

Thou  ahnlt  funiiwh  foot!  for  me : 
And  the  gram  nlmll  wave 
0*er  many  a  grave, 
Where  youth  and  beauty  aleep  together. 

COXSL'MITION. 

Come,  let  oa  apecd  our  ^-ay ! 
Join  our  hands,  and  spread  our  tether ! 
I  will  furniith  fo(Ml  fur  thee. 
Thou  ahalt  amooth  the  way  lor  me ; 
And  the  grosa  shall  wave 
0*er  many  a  grave. 
Where  youth  and  beauty  sleep  together. 

MELANCIIOLT. 

Htat !  aiater,  hist !  who  cornea  here  7 
Oh !  1  know  her  by  that  tear. 
By  that  blue  rye's  Inncfiiid  glare. 
By  her  skin,  and  by  lier  hair  : 

She  ia  mine, 

And  ahe  is  thine. 
Now  the  deadliest  draught  prepare. 

COVSI'MPTIOX. 

In  the  dismal  nizht-nir  drest, 
J  will  creep  into  her  brenst  ? 
Flush  her  cheek,  and  bleach  her  skin. 
And  fee<1  on  the  vitnl  fire  within. 
I>»ver,  do  iMit  triiwl  her  eyci«. — 
When  they  sparkle  nwist.  she  dies! 
M»>lher,  do  not  trust  her  breath, — 
romfi»rt  she  will  breathe  in  deoth ! 
Father,  do  not  strive  to  nave  hor. 
She  is  mine,  and  I  must  have  her! 
The  eoflin  must  be  her  bridal-bed  : 
The  windnir»-*.hcet  must  wrap  her  head  : 
The  whispcnng  windM  must  o'er  her  sigh. 
For  sof>n  in  the  grave  the  maid  must  lie ; 

The  worm  it  will  riot 

On  heavenly  diet, 
>\Tien  death  haa  deflowered  her  eye. 

[Thfif  ranish. 
ll'ftiZf  CoNauxmoM  spmks,  A.ngelina  enters 

A.NGRLIN'A. 

With  *  what  a  ailent  and  dejected  pace 


1  With  how  tmA  sle^  O  mooo,  thoa  rlunb'il  the  skies. 
How  tUMitlr,  and  with  how  wan  a  fK« ! 


Doat  thou,  wan  Moon  *  upon  thy  way  advance 
In  the  blue  welkin's  vault! — Pale  wanderer! 
Haal  tboa  too  felt  the  panga  of  hopelesa  love. 
That  thoa,  with  auch  a  melancholy  grace, 
Thoo  doat  puraoe  thy  aolitaiy  course  7 
Haa  thy  Endyroion,  amootb-ftced  boy,  (braook 
Thy  widow'd  breaat?— on  which  the  apoiler  oft 
Haa  neatled  fondly,  while  the  ailver  douda 
Fantaatic  pilk>w*d  thee,  and  the  dim  night, 
Ofaaequioua  to  thy  will,  encurtaan'd  round 
With  ita  thick  fringe  thy  oouch  I — Wan  traveller. 
How  like  thy  fate  to  mine ! — ^yet  I  have  atill 
One  heavenly  hope  remaining,  which  thou  lack  at 
My  wnea  wiU  aoon  be  buried  in  the  grave 
Of  kind  Ibrgotfulneaa. — My  journey  here. 
Though  it  be  darksome,  joylcaa  and  ibriom. 
Is  yet  but  short,  and  aoon  my  wraiy  feet 
Will  greet  the  peaceful  inn  of  laaiing  teat 
But  ihuu,  unhappy  Queen !  art  doom'd  to  trace 
Thy  lonely  walk  in  the  drear  realma  of  night. 
While  many  a  lagging  age  tell  sweep  beneath 
The  leaden  piniona  of  umbaken  Time ; 
Though  not  a  hope  ahall  apread  iia  glittering  hue 
To  <'heat  thy  atepa  along  the  weary  way. 

0  that  the  sum  of  human  happiness 
Should  l)e  so  trifling,  and  so  frail  withal, 
That,  when  pomess'd,  it  is  but  lessen'd  grief! 
And  even  then  there  'a  scarce  a  sudden  guat 
That  blows  across  the  dismal  wa«te  of  life. 

But  liears  it  fmm  the  view. — O!  who  would  ahun 

The  hour  that  cuts  from  earth,  and  fear  lo  pnm 

The  calm  and  peaceful  pillows  of  the  grave. 

And  yet  endure  the  various  ills*  of  life. 

And  dark  vicissitudes! — Soon,  I  ho^e,  I  feel, 

And  am  asnurcd,  that  I  shall  lay  my  head. 

My  weary  aching  head,  on  its  last  rest, 

And  on  my  lowly  bed  the  grass-green  sod 

Will  flourish  sweetly. — And  then  they  will  weep 

That  one  so  young,  and  w  hat  they  *re  pleased  to  caL 

So  beautiful,  should  die  so  soon — and  ti'll 

How  )ioiiiful  Disappointment's  canker'd  fang 

Wither'd  the  rose  upon  my  maiden  cheek : 

Oh,  f(K)lish  ones!  why,  I  shall  sleep  so  sweetly, 

I/aid  in  my  darksome  grave,  that  they  themselvca 

Might  envy  me  my  rest ! — And  as  for  them. 

Who,  on  the  score  of  former  intiniuty, 

May  thus  remembrance  me — they  must  tliemaclvea 

Successive  fall. 

Around  the  winter  fire 
(When  out-a<doors  the  Inting  frost  ctnigeals. 
Ami  f>hrill  the  skater's  inais  on  the  pttol 
Ring  loud,  as  by  the  moonlight  he  performa 
His  graceful  evolutions)  they  not  long 
Shall  sit  .and  eliat  of  older  time's,  and  feats 
Of  c.'irly  youth,  but  silent,  one  by  on(\ 
Shall  drop  into  their  shrouds. — Some,  m  their  age 
Riftc  i<>r  the  sickle ;  othere  young  like  me 
An«l  falliui;  creen  l>eneath  th'  untimely  stroke 
Thus,  in  slnirt  time,  in  the  church-yard  forlo"* 
Where  I  shall  He,  my  friends  will  lay  them  down 
And  dwell  with  me.  a  happy  family. 

1  And  oh !  thou  cruel,  yet  lieloved  youth 

Who  now  haitt  left  me  hopeless  here  to  mourn 
Do  tliou  but  she<l  one  tear  u(Nin  my  c(»rse. 
And  suy  that  1  was  gentle,  and  dc»er\-ed 
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A  tetter  lover,  ttiil  I  ihaUfiiigiTV 

All  all  thf  wrong!  ^-uid  then  do  Ummi  flH|iC 

Tbo  haplen  Mugaret,  ond  be  ■■  61e« 

As  wMh  can  aako  thee— Lngh.  and  j/kn^  mA  m^ 

With  thjr  dear  dMieOk  and  never  think  or  niai 


Tec  Urt.  I  hear  a 


thkdhik 


TT)  A  nOENIX 


TBAftLTiOK 


wRrmr  ATA 

I*ve  read,  wf  ftiend.  of  Dbdeaan. 

And  nanjp  odier  noble  GrBoian, 

Who  wealth  and  pahoM  raagn'd 

In  coli  the  joye  of  peace  te  finds 

Masmianli  neal  of  tnmip-lopi 

(Di^gartuig  ftod  to  daintf  chopi), 

I*fte  abo  lead  oC  withont  wonder; 

Bot  aodi  a  coieed  ogiegioue  blunder, 

Aa  that  a  nan  of  wit  and  feme, 

Bhoold  leave  hii  booka  to  hoard  op 

Fonake  the  k»ved  Aonian  maidi. 

For  all  the  petty  tridoi  of  tradet, 

I  never,  either  i»w,  or  long  ainoe, 

Have  heard  of  mch  a  piece  of  nooMUe; 

Thai  one  who  learning'e  jo3n  hath  folt, 

And  at  the  Moee'e  altar  knelt, 

ShouM  leave  a  life  of  ncred  leiaoie, 

TV>  taito  the  aocamidaiing  pleeiore; 

And,  metamorphoeed  to  an  alley  dock. 

Grovel  in  loadi  of  kindred  mni^ 

Oh!  'til  beyond  my  comprehemion ! 

A  courtier  throwing  up  hu  pension, — 

A  lawyer  working  without  a  fee, — 

A  paraun  giving  charity, — 

A  truly  pious  methodist  preacher, — 

Are  not,  egad,  so  out  of  nature. 

Had  nature  made  thee  half  a  (hoi. 

But  given  ihee  wit  to  keep  a  school, 

I  had  not  stared  at  thy  backsliding ; 

But  when  thy  wit  I  can  confide  in. 

When  well  I  know  thy  just  pretence 

To  solid  and  exalted  sense ; 

When  well  I  know  that  on  thy  head 

Philosophy  her  lights  hath  shed, 

I  stand  aghast !  thy  virtues  sum  too, 

And  wonder  what  this  world  will  come  to! 

Yet,  whence  this  strain  T  shall  I  repine 
That  ihou  alone  dost  singly  shine  7 
Shall  I  lament  that  thou  alone. 
Of  men  of  parts,  hath  prudence  known  ? 


LtKTES  ON  READING  THE  POEMS  OF  WARTON. 

AOK  POUATEKN. 

Oh,  Warton !  to  thy  soothing  shell, 
Siretch'd  remote  in  hermit  cell, 
Wtiere  the  brook  runs  babbling  by. 
For  ever  I  could  listening  lie ! 
And,  catching  all  the  Muse's  fire, 
II«>Id  convene  with  the  tuneful  quire. 


What  pleasing  Aemea  thy  pagg 
The  rnddy  eireaka  of  oheeifal  UMm, 
The  pealoral  pipe,  the  ode  eiiMinw, 
And  Melancholy's  moamfal  diine. 
Each  with  tmwonted  graoea 
In  thy  ever-bvely  lines. 


Thy  MiHO  deeervee  the  kaling 
Attaning  sweet  the  Dofien  reed. 
Now  the  lovelorn  awain  ooaiplaia^ 
And  sings  his  somma  to  the  plainBS 
Now  the  %lvan  aeeneo  appear 
ThnKi^  all  the  cfaanget  of  the  ymr; 
Or  the  elegiae  strain 
Softly  ain^i  of  meotal  pain. 
And  nooniful  diapasons  aail 
On  the  fidntly-dying  gale. 

But  ah !  the  aooihii^i  aoene  ia  o*er! 

On  middle  fli^t  vre  oeeee  to 
For  now  the  Muae  asBaaiea  a  holder 
Sorikes  on  the  Ijrrie  stritig  her  aonoi 

In  strains  unheard  belbra. 
Now,  now  the  rising  lire  thriOa  hi^ 
Now,  now  to  heaven's  high  icataM  «•  ^ 

And  every  throne  expkwe ; 
The  soul  entranoed.  on  nighty  winp 
With  all  the  poefk  heat  tqi^pmif^ 

And  loses  earthly  woea; 
Till,  all  alarmed  at  the  gidthf  he%hi^ 
The  Muse  descends  on  gentler  SJ/Ut^ 

And  lalla  the  weeiiBd  eon!  to  aoft 


TO  THE  MUSE. 

WRITTEN  AT  THE  AGE  OP  POtJa' 

IlltPAted  maid,  in  whose  unhappy  train 
Chill  poverty  and  misery  are  seen. 

Anguish  and  discontent,  the  unhappy 
Of  life,  and  blackener  of  each  brighter 

Why  to  thy  votaries  dost  thou  give  to  feel 
So  keenly  all  the  scorns.— the  jeers  of  life? 
Why  nut  endow  them  to  endure  the  strife 

With  apathy's  invulnerable  steel. 
Of  self-content  and  case,  each  torturing  wound 


Ah!  who  would  taste  jrour  selfWleladinf  jofih 
That  lure  the  unwary  to  a  wretched  doom. 

That  bid  fair  views  and  fkttering  hopes  arinb 
Then  hurl  them  headlong  to  a  lasting  tombt 

What  is  the  charm  which  leads  thy  victiiBB  OB 
To  penevere  in  paths  that  lead  to  woe  f 
What  can  induce  them  in  that  route  to  gow 

In  which  innumerous  before  have  gune. 

And  died  in  misery,  poor  and  woe4iefonal 

Yet  can  I  avk  what  charms  in  thee  are  feondi 
I,  who  have  drunk  from  thine  ethereal  lilU 

And  tasted  all  the  pleasures  that  abound 
Upon  Pamamun'  loved  Aonian  hillf 

1.  through  whose  soul  the  Mtisn*  strains  aye 
Oh  I  I  do  ieol  the  spell  with  which  1  *m  tied ; 

And  thoiicrh  our  annals  fearful  stories  te41, 
IIow  Savage  languish'd,  and  hnw  Otwey  died. 
Yet  must  1  pcnevere,  let  wliate'er  will  becideb 
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9 


TO  LOVE. 

Wht  should  I  blush  to  own  I  love  7 
*Tis  k)v«  that  rules  the  realms  above. 
Why  should  I  blush  to  say  to  all. 
That  Virtue  holds  my  heart  in  thrall  ? 

Why  should  I  seek  the  thickest  shade, 
Lest  Lave's  dear  secret  be  betray'd  f 
Why  the  stem  brow  deceitful  move. 
When  I  am  languishing  with  love? 

Is  it  weakness  thus  to  dwell 
On  passion  that  I  dare  not  tell  7 
Such  weakness  I  would  ever  prove : 
'TIS  painful,  though  *tis  sweet,  to  love. 


.     THE  WANDERING  BOY. 

A  BONO, 

Wheh  the  winter  wind  whistles  along  the  wild  moor. 
And  the  cottager  shuts  on  the  beggar  his  door; 
When  the  chilling  tear  stands  in  my  comfortless  eye, 
Oh,  how  hard  is  the  lot  of  the  Wandering  Boy ! 

The  winter  is  cold,  and  I  have  no  vest. 
And  my  heart  it  is  cold  as  it  beats  in  my  breast ; 
No  &ther,  no  mother,  no  kindred  have  I, 
For  I  am  a  parentless  Wandering  Boy. 

Tet  I  had  a  home,  and  I  once  had  a  sire, 
A  Bolher  who  granted  each  infiint  desire ; 
Our  cottage  it  stood  in  a  wood*embower*d  vale. 
Where  the  ring-dove  would  warble  its  sorrowful  tale. 

Bat  my  &ther  and  mother  were  summon'd  away. 
And  they  left  me  to  hard-hearted  strangers  a  prey; 
I  fled  (iom  their  rigor  with  many  a  sigh, 
And  now  I  *m  a  poor  little  Wandering  Boy. 

The  wind  it  ia  keen,  and  the  snow  loads  the  gale, 
And  no  one  will  list  to  my  innocent  tale ; 
I  MI  gu  to  the  grave  where  my  parents  both  lie. 
And  death  shall  befriend  the  pair  Wandering  Boy. 


FRAGMENT 


-The  western  gale, 


Mild  as  the  kisses  of  connubial  love, 
Plays  round  my  languid  limbs,  as  all  dissolved. 
Beneath  the  ancient  elm's  fantastic  shade 
I  lie.  exhausted  with  the  noontide  heat : 
WhUe  rippling  o'er  his  deep-worn  pebble  bed. 
The  rapid  rivulet  rushes  at  my  feet. 
Dispensing  coolness. — On  the  fringed  marge 
Full  many  a  flow*ret  rears  its  head.— or  p^ik. 
Or  gaudy  daflbdil. — Tis  here,  at  noon. 
The  buskin*d  wuod-n}'rophs  from  the  heat  retire^ 
And  lave  them  in  the  fountain :  here,  secure 
From  Pan.  or  savage  satyr,  they  disport ; 
Or,  stretched  supinely  on  the  velvet  turC 
L>Urd  by  the  laden  bee.  or  sultry  fly. 
Invoke  the  God  of  slumber.     •     •    • 
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And,  hark !  how  merrily,  from  distant  tower. 
Ring  round  the  village-bells !  now  on  the  gale 
They  rise  with  gradual  swell,  distinct  aixi  loud , 
Anon  they  die  ujmn  the  pensive  ear. 
Melting  in  feintest  music — They  bespeak 
A  day  of  jubilee ;  and  oft  they  bear, 
Commixt  along  the  unfrequented  shore, 
The  sound  of  \illage  dance  and  tabor  loud, 
Startling  the  musing  ear  of  Solitude. 

Such  is  the  jocund  wake  of  WHiitsuntide, 
When  happy  Superstition,  gabbling  eld ! 
Holds  her  unhurtful  gambols. — All  the  day 
The  rustic  revellers  ply  the  mazy  dance 
On  the  smooih-^haven  green,  and  then  at  eve 
Commence  the  harmless  rites  and  auguries : 
And  many  a  tale  of  ancient  da>'s  goes  round. 
They  tell  of  wizard  «eer,  whone  potent  spells 
Could  hold  in  dreadful  thrull  the  laboring  moon. 
Or  draw  the  flx'd  stars  from  their  eminence. 
And  still  the  midnight  tem])est. — ^Then  anon 
Tell  of  unchamell'd  spectres,  seen  to  glide 
Along  the  lone  wood's  unfrequented  path. 
Startling  the  'nighted  traveller ;  while  the  sound 
Of  undistinguish'd  murrouri.  heard  to  come 
From  the  dark  centre  of  the  deep'ning  gleiw 
Struck  on  his  frozen  ear. 

Oh.  Ignorance ! 
Thou  art  fkWn  man*s  best  friend !  With  thee  he  ipeetb 
In  frigid  apathy  along  his  way. 
And  never  does  the  tear  of  agony 
Bum  dou-n  his  scorching  cheek ;  or  the  keen  steel 
Of  wounded  feeling  penetrate  his  breast. 

Ev'n  now.  as  leaning  on  this  fragrant  bank. 
I  taste  of  all  the  keener  hapfiiness 
Which  sense  refined  aflbrds — Ev'n  now  my  heart 
Would  fain  induce  me  to  forsake  the  worhl. 
Throw  off  these  garaienu^  and  in  shepherd's  w 
With  a  small  flock,  and  short  suspended  reed. 
To  sojourn  in  the  woodland. — Then  my  thought 
Draws  such  gay  pictures  of  ideal  bliss. 
That  I  could  almost  err  in  reason's  spite, 
And  trespass  on  ray  judgment. 

Such  ia  life  > 
The  distant  prospect  alwa}'s  seems  more  fiur. 
And,  when  aitain'd,  another  still  succeeds. 
Far  fairer  thoji  betbre, — yet  com|iass'd  round 
With  the  saiue  dangers,  and  the  same  dismay 
And  we  pimr  pilgrims  in  this  dreary  maze, 
Still  discontented,  chase  the  fairy  form 
Of  uiisubstaiitinl  Happiricsfl.  to  fuul. 
When  life  itself  is  sinking  in  the  strife, 
T  is  but  an  air>'  bubble  aiKl  a  cheat. 


ODE 

WRITTIN  ON  WillT-MONDAT. 

Hark  !  how  the  merry  bells  ring  jocund  round 
And  now  they  die  upon  the  veering  breeze; 

AntHi  they  thunder  loud 

Full  on  the  musing  ear. 
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Wafted  in  varying  cadence,  by  the  shore 
Of  the  still  twinkling  river,  they  bespeak 

A  day  of  jubilee, 

An  ancient  holiday. 

And,  lo !  the  rural  revels  are  begun, 
And,  gaily  echoing  to  ihe  laughing  sky. 
On  the  smooth-shaven  green 
Resounds  the  voice  of  Mirth. 


Alas !  regardless  of  the  tongue  of  Fate, 
That  tells  them  'tia  but  as  an  hour  since  they. 

Who  now  are  in  their  graves. 

Kept  up  the  VVhiisun  dance ; 

And  that  another  hour,  and  they  must  &11 
like  those  who  went  before,  and  sleep  us  still 
Beneath  the  silent  sod, 
A  cold  and  cheerless  sleep. 

Yet  why  should  thoughts  like  these  intrude  to  scare 
The  vagrant  Happiness,  when  she  will  deign 

To  smile  upon  us  here, 

A  transient  visitor  f 

Mortals !  4)0  gladsome  while  ye  have  the  power, 
And  laugh  and  seize  the  glittering  lapse  of  joy ; 

In  time  the  bell  will  toll 

That  warns  ye  to  your  graves. 

i  to  the  woodland  solitude  will  bend 

My  lonesome  way — where  Mirth's  obstreperous  shout 

Shall  not  intrude  to  break 

The  mediiative  hour : 

There  will  I  ponder  on  the  state  of  man. 
Joyless  and- sad  of  heart,  and  consecrate 

This  diiy  of  jubilee 

To  sad  Reflection's  shrine ; 

And  I  will  cost  my  fond  eye  far  beyond 
rhis  world  of  care,  lo  where  the  steeple  loud 

Shall  rock  above  the  sod. 

Where  I  shall  sleep  in  peace. 


CANZONET. 

Maiden  !  wrap  thy  mantle  round  thee. 

Cold  the  rain  beats  on  thy  breast : 
Why  should  Horror's  voice  astound  thee, 
Death  can  bid  the  wretched  rest ! 
All  under  the  tree 
Thy  bed  may  bo. 
And  thou  mayest  slumber  peacefully. 

Maiden !  once  gay  Pleasure  knew  thee ; 

Now  thy  cheekfl  are  polo  and  deep ; 
Love  has  been  a  felon  to  thee. 
Yet,  poor  maiden,  do  not  weep : 
There  's  rest  for  thee 
All  under  tho  tree, 
Where  thou  wilt  sleep  most  peacefully. 


COMMENCEMENT  OF  A  POEM  ON  DESPAIR 

SoBTE  to  Aonian  lyres  of  silver  sound 
With  winning  elegance  attune  their  song, 
Form'd  tc  sink  lightly  on  the  soothed  sense. 
And  rharm  tne  soul  with  softest  harmony: 


Tis  then  that  Hope  with  sangnine  eye  ii  aecn 

Roving  through  Fancy's  gay  futurity ; 

Her  heart,  light  dancing  to  the  sounds  of  pli 

Pleasure  of  days  to  come. — Memory  too,  then 

Comes  with  her  sister,  Melancholy  sad. 

Pensively  musing  on  the  scenes  of  youth. 

Scenes  never  to  return.* 

Such  subjects  merit  poets  used  to  raise 

The  attic  verse  harmonious ;  but  Ibr  ma 

A  deadlier  theme  demands  my  backward  haad. 

And  bids  me  strike  the  strings  of 

With  frantic  energy. 

"Tis  wan  Despair  1  sing ;  if  sing  I  can 

Of  him  before  whose  blast  the  voice  of 

And  Mirth,  and  Hope,  and  HappiDess,  all  Bj, 

fiof  ever  dare  return.     His  notes  are  heard 

At  noon  of  night,  where,  on  the  coast  of  blood. 

The  lacerated  son  of  Angola 

Howls  forth  his  sufierings  to  the  moaning  wind ; 

And,  when  the  awful  silence  of  the  night 

Strikes  the  chill  death-dew  to  the  murderer'^  hear 

He  speaks  in  every  conscience-prompccd  wofd 

Hal^tter'd,  half  suppress'd — 

Tis  him  I  sing — Dnpair — terrifie  name. 

Striking  unsteadily  the  tremulon  chotd 

Of  timorous  terror— discord  in  the  sound ; 

For  to  a  theme  revolting  as  is  this. 

Dare  not  I  woo  the  maids  of  harmony. 

Who  love  to  sit  and  catch  the  soothing 

Of  lyre  iEolian,  or  the  martial  bogle. 

Calling  the  hero  to  the  field  of  glory. 

And  firing  him  with  deeds  of  high 

And  warlike  triumph :  but  from  accnea  Hki 

Shrink  they  aflnghted,  and  detest  the  bari 

Who  dares  to  sound  the  hollow  tones  of 


Hence,  then,  soft  maids. 
And  woo  the  silken  zephyr  in  the  bowers 
By  Heliconia's  sleep-inviting  stream : 
For  aid  like  yours  I  seek  not ;  't  is  for  powefa 
Of  darker  hue  to  inspire  a  verse  like  mine ! 
Tis  work  for  wizards,  sorcerers,  and  fienda! 

Hither,  ye  furious  imps  of  Acheron, 
Nurslings  of  hell,  and  beings  shunning  light. 
And  all  the  myriads  of  the  burning  concave ; 
Souls  of  the  damned ; — Hither,  oh  !  come  and  joui 
Th'  infernal  chorus.     T  is  Despair  I  sing ! 
He,  whose  sole  tooth  inflicts  a  deadlier  pang 
Than  all  your  tortures  join'd.     Sing,  sing  Despair! 
Repeat  the  sound,  and  celebrate  his  power ; 
Unite  shouts,  screams,  and  agonizing  shrieks 
Till  the  loud  po'an  ring  through  hell's  high  \'ault, 
And  the  remotest  spirits  of  the  deep 
Leap  from  the  lake,  and  join  the  dreadful  song. 


ON  RURAL  SOLITUDE. 

Whr.n  wandering,  thoughtful,  my  stray  stepi  at  en 
(Released  from  toil  and  careless  of  their  way). 
Have  reach'd,  unwittingly,  some  rural  spot 
Where  Quiet  dwells  in  cluster'd  cottages. 
Fast  by  a  wood,  or  on  the  river's  marge, 
I  have  sat  i\own  upon  the  shady  stile. 


1  Alluding  to  the  two  pleMing  poems,  the  Pleasures  sf  Bsps 
•nd  of  Uemonr. 
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It 


Half  weartod  with  the  kmg  and  lonaioine  walk, 

And  felt  strange  sadnea  steal  upon  the  hear^ 

And  unaorountable. — ^The  rural  smells 

And  nounds  speak  all  of  peacefulness  and  homei 

The  lasy  mastifi^  who  my  coming  eyed. 

Half  balancing  *twixt  fondness  and  distrust, 

Recaird  some  images,  now  half  fi>rg||, 

Of  the  warm  heardi  at  eve,  when  ifecu  are  ptBn*d 

And  cattle  housed,  and  every  labor  done. 

And  as  the  twilight's  peaceful  hour  cloeed  in. 

The  spiral  smoke  ascending  ftom  the  thatch. 

And  tiie  eve  sparrow's  last  retiring  diirp, 

Have  brought  a  busy  train  of  hov'ring  Ihoiigfati 

To  reeollection, — rural  offices. 

In  younger  days  and  happier  times  performed ; 

And  rural  fiiends,  now  with  their  giave-stones  cwred, 

And  tales  which  wore  away  the  winter's  night 

Yet  fresh  in  memory. — ^Then  my  thoughts  assmne 

A  different  turn,  and  I  am  e'en  at  Aomei 

That  hut  is  mine ;  that  cottage  hali^«mbower*d 

With  modest  jessamine,  and  that  sweet  spot 

Of  garden-ground,  where,  ranged  in  meet  array, 

Grow  countless  sweets,  the  wail4iower  and  the  pink 

And  the  thick  thyme-bush— even  that  is  mine : 

And  that  old  mulberry  that  shades  the  court. 

Has  been  my  joy  from  very  childhood  up. 


Iir  hollow  noaic  sighing  through  the  glade. 
The  breete  of  autumn  strikes  the  startled  ear, 

And  haef,  pacing  through  the  woodland  shade, 
Hean  m  the  gust  the  requiem  of  the  year. 


Aa  wilk  lone  tread  along  the  virhisp'ring  gmve 
I  list  the  moan  of  the  capricious  wind, 

I,  loo.  o'er  fancy's  milky-i^'ay  would  rove. 
But  MdnesB  chains  to  earth  my  pensive  mind. 

When  by  the  huddling  brooklet's  secret  brim 
I  pause,  and  woo  the  dreams  of  Helicon, 

Sodden  my  saddest  thcKighta  revert  to  him 

Who  taught  that  brook  to  wind,  and  now  is  gone. 

When  by  the  poet's  sacred  urns  I  kneel. 

And  rapture  springs  exultant  to  my  reed. 
The  paean  dies,  and  sadder  measures  steal, 

And  grief  and  Montague  demand  the  meed. 


Thou  mongret,  who  dost  show  thy  teeth,  and  yelp^ 

And  bay  the  harmless  stranger  on  his  way. 
Yet,  when  the  wolf  appears,  dost  roar  fer  hdp^ 

And  scamperest  quickly  from  the  bloody  fray ; 
Dare  bat  on  my  fair  fame  to  cast  a  slur. 

And  I  will  make  thee  know,  unto  thy  pain, 
Thoa  ^e  old  good-for-nothing  cur ! 

I,  a  LAOonian  dog.  can  bite  again : 
Tea,  I  can  make  the  Daunian  tiger  flee. 
Much  move  a  bragging,  fbul-mouth'd  whelp  lika  liwe. 
Beware  Lycambes',  or  Bupalus'  fiite— > 
The  wicked  still  shall  meet  my  deadly  hale ; 
And  know,  when  once  I  seiie  upon  my  prey, 

I  do  not  languidly  my  wrongs  bemoan ; 
r  do  not  whine  and  cant  the  time  away. 

But,  with  revengeful  gripe,  I  bite  him  to  the 

•  •  •  •  • 


ODE 
TO  THE  MORNINO  8TAB. 

Many  invoke  pale  Hesper's  pensive  sway. 
When  rest  supine  leans  o'er  the  pillowii^  dondi 

And  the  last  tinklings  ccxne 

From  the  safr  fokled  flock. 

But  me,  bright  harbinger  of  coming  day. 
Who  shone  the  first  on  the  {Nrimeval  mom  t 

Me,  thou  delighieet  nior»-^  . 

Chastely  luxuriant 

Let  the  poor  silken  sons  of  slothful  pride 
Press  now  their  downy  couch  in  l»ngnM<  aaaa^ 

While  visions  of  dismay 

Flit  o'er  their  troubled  brain. 

Be  mine  to  view,  awake  to  nature's  charms. 
Thy  paly  flame  evanish  from  the  sky, 

As  gradual  day  usurps 

The  welkin's  glowing  bounds. 

Mine,  to  snufl*  up  the  pure  ambrosial  breese. 
Which  bears  alof\  the  rose-bound  car  of  monu 

And  mark  his  eariy  flight 

The  rustling  skylark  wing. 

And  thou,  Hygeia,  riiah  my  steps  attend. 
Thou,  whom  distracted,  I  so  lately  woo'd. 

As  on  my  restless  bed 

Slow  past  the  tedious  night ; 

And  sk>wly,  by  the  taper's  sickly  gleam. 
Drew  my  dull  curtain ;  and  with  anuoos  eya 

Strove  through  the  veil  of  night 

To  mark  the  taidy  mom. 

Thou,  Health,  shall  bleas  me  in  my  early  walk* 
As  o'er  the  upland  slope  I  brush  the  dew. 

And  feel  the  gMital  thrill 

Dance  in  my  lighten'd  veins. 

And  as  I  mark  the  Cotter  from  his  shad 
Peep  out  with  jocund  free— thou,  too,  Pmilwi. 

Shalt  steal  into  my  breast. 

Thy  mikl,  thy  placid  sway. 

Star  of  the  moming !  these,  thy  joys.  111  sharii, 
As  rove  my  pilgrim  feet  the  sylvan  haunts ; 

While  to  thy  blushing  shiine 

Due  orisons  shall  rise. 


THE  HERMIT  OF  THE  PACIFIC; 

Ol,  THE  HORROE8  OF  UTTER  BOUTUDS. 

Or  !  who  can  paint  the  unspeakable  dismay 
Of  utter  Solitude,  shut  out  from  all 
Of  social  intercourse. — Oh !  who  can  say 
What  haggard  horrors  hold  in  shuddering  thrall 
Him.  who  by  some  Carvaggian  waterfidl 
A  shipwreck'd  man  hath  scoop'd  his  desert  cava^ 
Where  Desolation,  in  her  giant  pall. 
Sits  frowning  on  tlie  everfiiUing  wave 
That  wooes  the  wretch  to  dig.  by  her  kiul  shQf%  ha 
gmve. 
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Thou  youthful  pilgrim,  whose  untoward  feet 
Too  early  hath  been  torn  in  life's  rough  way, 
Thou,  who  endowed  with  Fancy's  holiest  heat, 
Seest  dark  Misfortune  cloud  thy  rooming  ray : 
Though  doom'd  in  penury  to  pine  thy  day, 
O  seek  not,^— seek  not  in  the  glooms  to  shroud 
Of  waste,  or  wUdemes»— a  cast-away — 
Where  noise  intrudes  not,  save  when  in  the  cloud, 
Riding  sublime,  the  storm  roars  fearfully,  and  loud. 

Though  man  to  man  be  as  the  ocean  shark. 

Reckless,  and  unrelentingly  severe ;  * 

Though  friendship's  cloak  must  veil  the  purpose 

dark, 
While  the  red  poniard  glimmers  in  the  rear, 
Yet,  is  society  most  passing  dear. 
Though  mix'd  with  clouds,  its  sunshine  gleams  re- 
fined 
Will  through  the  glooms  most  pleasantly  appear, 
And  soothe  thee,  when  thy  melancholy  mind 
Must  ask  for  comfort  else  of  the  loud  pitiless  wind. 


Yet  is  it  distant  from  the  Muse's  theme 
To  bid  thee  fly  the  rural  covert  still. 
And  plunge  impetuous  in  the  busy  stream. 
Of  crowds  to  take  of  •  •  joys  thy  fill. 
Ah!  no,  she  wooes  thee  to  attune  thy  quill 
In  some  low  village's  remote  recess. 
Where  thou  may'st  learn — O  enviable  skillr 
To  heal  the  sick,  and  soothe  the  comfortless. 
To  give,  and  to  receive-~be  blessed,  and  to  bl 


God  uDio  men  hath  difierent  powers  assign'd — 
There  be,  who  love  the  city's  dull  turmoil; 
There  be,  who,  proud  of  an  ambitious  mind. 
From  lonely  Quiet's  hermit-walks  recoil : 
Leave  thou  these  insects  lo  their  gmv'lling  toil — 
Thou,  whom  retired  leisure  best  can  please; 
For  thee,  the  hazle  copse's  venlant  aisle, 
And  summer  buwer,  bcHtting  studious  ease. 
Prepare  a  keener  bliss  than  they  shall  ever  seize. 

Lo,  the  grey  morning  climbs  the  eastern  tower, 
The  dew-drop  glistening  in  her  op'ning  eye ; 
Now  on  the  upland  lawn  salute  the  hour 
That  wakes  the  warbling  woods  to  melody ; 
There  sauntering  on  the  stile,  ombower'd  high 
With  fragrant  hawthorn,  and  the  gadding  brier. 
Pore  on  thy  LKX)k,  or  cast  by  fits  thine  eye 
Where  far  lielow,  hill,  dale,  and  village  spire, 
And  brxjk.  and  mead,  and  wood,  far  from  the  sight 
retire. 

But  what  are  these,  forsnhen  and  forlorn  t 
•Tis  animation  breathes  the  subtle  sfwil — 
Hark !  from  the  echoing  wood  the  mellow  horn 
Winds  round  from  hill  to  hill,  with  distant  swell ; 
The  peasant's  malm  rises  from  the  dell ; 
The  heav-y  wagon  creaks  upon  its  way. 
While  tinkling  sofl  the  silver-tuning  bell 
Floats  on  the  gale,  or  dies  by  fits  away 
Frura  the  sweet  straw-roofd  grange,  deep  buried 
from  the  day. 

Man  was  not  made  to  pine  in  solitude, 
Mnsepulchred,  and  for  from  converse  placed. 
Not  ^)r  himself  alone,  untamed  and  rude, 
To  live  the  Bittern  of  the  desert  waste ; 


It  is  not  his  (by  manlier  virtues  graced) 
To  pore  upon  the  noontide  brook,  and  sigh. 
And  weep  for  aye  o'er  sorrow  uneflbced ; 
Htm  social  duties  call  the  tear  to  dry. 
And  wake  the  nobler  powers  of  usefulneM  to  ply. 

The  savagmbroods  that  in  the  forest  ahroiid. 
The  Pard  and  Lion  mingle  with  their  kind ; 
And,  oh,  shall  man,  with  nobler  powers  endow*d 
Shall  he,  to  nature's  strongest  impulse  blind. 
Bury  in  shades  his  proud  immmrtal  mind  7 
like  the  sweet  flower,  that  on  some  sleap  todk 

thrown. 
Blossoms  forlorn,  rock'd  by  the  mountain  wind ; 
A  little  while  it  decks  the  nigged  stone. 
Then,  withering,  fades  away,  unnoticed  and  unknowflS 


For  ye  who,  fill'd  with  fancy's  wildest 
Run  from  the  imperious  vcMce  of  human  pride. 
And  shrinking  quick  from  woe's  unheeded  sereainis 
Long  in  some  desert-cell  your  heads  to  hide. 
Where  you  may  muse  from  mom  to  eventide. 
Free  fh>m  the  taunts  of  contumely  and  soora. 
From  sights  of  woe — the  power  lo  soothe  denied, 
Attend  the  song  which  in  lifers  early  moni— > 


TO  THE  WIND 

AT  MIDNIGUT. 

Not  unfamiliar  to  mine  ear. 
Blasts  of  theyiight !  yc  howl,  si 
My  shudd'ring  casement  loud 
With  fitful  force  ye  beat- 
Mine  ear  has  dwelt  in  silent  awe. 
The  howling  sweep,  the  sudden  rush ; 
And  when  the  passing  gale 
Pour'd  deep  the  hollow  dirge. 


THE  EVE  OF  DEATIL 

IRREGULAR. 
I. 

SiLKNCK  of  Death — portentous  calm, 

Those  airy  forms  that  yonder  fiy. 
Denote  tlmt  your  voiil  fdreruns  a  sturm. 

That  the  liour  of  fate  is  nigh. 
I  see,  I  see.  on  the  dim  mist  Ixinie, 

The  Spirit  of  battles  rear  his  crest ! 
I  see.  I  see,  that  ere  the  mom. 

His  spear  will  Icirsakc  its  hated  rest. 
And  the  vvidow'd  wife  of  Larrcndill  will  bef  bsr 
naked  breast 

II. 

O'er  the  smooth  bosom  of  the  sullen  deep, 

No  soflly  rufifling  zephyrs  fly ; 
But  nature  sleeps  a  deathless  B\ee\\ 

For  the  hour  of  battle  is  nigh. 
Not  a  l(X)sc  leaf  waves  on  the  dusky  oak. 

But  a  creeping  stillness  reigns  around ; 
Except  when  the  raven,  with  ominous  croak. 

On  the  ear  does  unwelcomely  sound. 

452 


\ 


POEMS  WRITTEN  BEFORE  CLIPTON  GROVE. 


18 


•  know.  I  know,  what  this  silence  mevu ; 

I  know  what  tKe  raven  nilb — 
Schke,  oh,  ye  herds !  the  melancholy  harp^ 

For  Uus  is  the  eve  of  death. 

IIL 

Behold,  how  akmg  the  twilight  air  9 

The  ahadet  of  our  fathers  glide ! 
There  Morven  fled,  with  the  blood-drendiM 

And  Colma  with  grey  side. 
No  gale  around  its  coolness  flings. 

Yet  sadly  sigh  the  gloomy  trees ; 
And,  hark !  how  the  harp*s  unvisited  stringi 

Sound  sweet,  as  if  swept  by  a  whispering  brette ! 
Tia  done!  the  sun  he  has  set  in  blood !     • 

He  will  never  set  more  to  the  braye ; 
Let  OS  pour  to  the  hero  the  dirge  of  death-* 

For  to-morrow  he  hies  to  the  grave. 


THANATOS. 

Oh  !  who  would  cherish  life. 
And  cling  unto  this  heavy  clog  of  clay. 

Love  this  rude  world  of  strife. 
Where  glooms  and  tempests  cloud  the  fiureet  day ; 

And  where,  'neath  outward  smiles, 
Conceard,  the  snake  lies  feeding  on  its  prey, 
Where  pit-falls  lie  in  ev'ry  flowery  way, 

And  syrens  lure  the  wanderer  to  their  wiles ! 
Hateful  it  is  to  me. 
Its  riotous  railings  and  revengeful  strife ; 

I  'm  tired  with  all  its  screams  and  brutal  shoota 
Dinning  the  ear— away — away  with  life ! 

And  welcome,  oh !  thou  silent  maid. 

Who  in  some  foggy  vault  art  laid, 

Where  never  daylight's  daxzling  ray 

Comes  to  disturb  thy  dismal  sway ; 

And  there  amid  unwholesome  dampa  doet  sleep, 

In  such  fiirgetful  slumbers  deep. 

That  all  thy  senses  stupified. 

Are  to  marble  petrified. 

Sleepy  Death,  I  welcome  thee! 

Sweet  are  thy  calms  to  misery. 

Poppies  I  will  auk  no  more. 

Nor  the  fatal  hellebore ; 

Death  is  the  best,  the  only  cure. 

His  are  slumbers  ever  sure. 

Lay  me  in  the  Gothic  tomb. 

In  whose  solemn  fretted  gloom 

J  may  lie  in  mouldering  state. 

With  all  the  grandeur  of  the  great : 

Over  me,  magnificent. 

Carve  a  stately  monument : 

Then  thereon  my  statue  lay. 
*  With  hands  in  attitude  to  pray. 

And  angels  serve  to  hold  my  head, 

•Veeping  o'er  the  father  dead. 

Duly  too  at  close  of  day. 

Let  the  pealing  organ  play ; 

And  while  the  harmonious  thtmders  roU, 

Chaunt  a  vesper  to  my  soul ; 

Thus  how  sweet  my  sleep  will  be. 

Shut  out  from  thoughtful  misery ! 


ATHANATOS. 

A  WAT  with  Death ! — away 
With  all  her  sluggish  sleeps  and  chilling  dampi^ 

Impervious  to  the  day. 
Where  Nature  sinks  into  inanity. 
How  can  the  soul  desire 
8oeh  hateful  nothingness  to  crave. 
And  yield  with  joy  the  vital  fire. 
To  moulder  in  the  grave  7 

Yet  mortal  life  is  sad. 
Eternal  storms  nx>lest  its  iiillen  aky ; 

And  sorrows  ever  rife 
Drain  the  sacred  fountain  dry 

Away  with  mortal  life! 
But,  hail  the  calm  reality. 
The  seraph  Immortality ! 
Hail  the  heavenly  bowers  of  peace ! 
Where  all  the  storms  of  passion  cease. 
Wild  Life's  dismaying  struggle  o*er. 
The  wearied  spirit  weeps  no  more ; 
But  wears  the  eternal  smile  of  joy. 
Tasting  bliss  without  alloy. 
Welcome,  welcome,  happy  bowers. 
Where  no  passing  tempest  lowers ; 
But  the  azure  heavens  display 
The  everlasting  smile  of  day ; 
Where  the  choral  seraph  choir. 
Strike  to  praise  the  harmonious  lyre ; 
And  the  spirit  sinks  to  ease, 
Lull'd  by  distant  sjrmphoniea. 
Oh !  to  think  of  meeting  there 
The  friends  whose  graves  received  our  tear 
The  daughter  loved,  the  wife  adored. 
To  our  widow'd  arms  restored ; 
And  all  the  joys  which  death  did  sorer. 
Given  to  us  again  for  ever! 
Who  would  cling  to  wretched  life. 
And  hug  the  poison'd  thorn  of  strife ; 
Who  would  not  long  from  earth  to  fly 
A  sluggish  senseless  lump  to  lie. 
When  the  glorious  prospect  lies 
Full  before  his  raptured  eyes  ? 


MUSIC. 

WRITTKIf    IKTWRIf    THE   AGES    Or    rOITmTRIf   AMU 
PirTKKN,  WITH   A  FSW   SUtaKaUKNT  VBKBAl    41. 
TKaATIONS. 

Minic,  all-powerful  o*er  the  human  mind. 
Can  still  each  mental  storm,  each  tumult  calm 

Soothe  anxious  Care  on  sleepless  couch  reclined. 
And  e*en  fierce  Anger's  furious  rage  disarm. 


At  her  command,  the  varions  passions  lie 
She  stirs  to  battle,  or  she  lulls  to  peace 

Melts  the  charm'd  soul  to  thrilling  eesiacy. 
And  bida  the  jarring  workl's  haish  dangui  • 


Her  martial  sounds  can  feinting  troops  inapirv 
With  strength  im wonted,  and  enthusiasn 

Infuse  new  ardor,  and  with  youthful  fire 

Uife  on  the  warrior  grey  with  laogth  of  dt^ 

45.1 


f 


;H 


EIRKE  WHITiTS  POETICAL  WORKa 


Far  better  abe,  when  with  her  toothing  lyre 
She  charms  the  falchion  from  the  nvage  graap. 

And  melting  into  pity  vengeful  Ire, 

Looses  the  bloody  breasl-plaie's  iron  claspii 

With  her  in  pensive  mood  I  long  to  roam. 
At  midnight's  hour,  or  evening's  calm  decline, 

And  thoughtful  o'er  the  falling  streamlet's  foam, 
In  calm  Seclusion's  hermit^walks  recline. 

Whilst  mellow  sounds  from  distant  copse  arise, 
Of  softest  flute  or  reeds  harmonic  join'd, 

With  mpture  (hrill'd  each  worldly  passion  dies^ 
And  pleased  Attention  claims  the  passive  mind. 

Soft  through  the  dell  the  dying  strains  retire, 
Then  burst  miyestic  in  the  varied  swell ; 

Now  breathe  melodious  as  the  Grecian  lyre, 
Or  on  the  ear  in  sinking  cadence  dweU. 

Romantic  sounds !  such  is  the  bliss  ye  give. 

That  heaven's  bright  scenes  seem  bursting  on  the 
soul. 

With  joy  I  'd  yield  each  sensual  wish  to  live 
For  ever  'neath  your  undefiled  control. 

Oh !  surely  melody  from  heaven  was  sent. 

To  cheer  the  soul  when  tired  with  human  atrife. 

To  soothe  the  wayward  heart  by  sorrow  rent, 
And  soften  down  the  rugged  road  of  life. 


ODE 
TO  THE  HARVEST  MOON. 


•Cum  nrit  imbrifeniin  rnr : 


Spicea  JAm  eampia  cum  meara  mhorratf,  et  com 
FrumenU  in  viridi  Mipula  laclentia  turgeot : 

CuncU  libi  Cererem  pubos  axreatia  adorcL 

f^trga. 

Moon  of  Harvest,  herald  mild 
Of  plenty,  rustic  labor's  child, 
PInil !  oh  hnil !  I  greet  thy  beam. 
As  soft  it  tremble*!  o'er  the  Rtream, 
And  gildiulhe  siraw-thatrh'd  hamlet  wide, 
Where  Innocence  and  Peace  reside ; 
T  is  Ihou  that  glad'st  with  joy  the  rustic  throng. 
Promptest  the  tripping  dance,  th'  exhilarating  song. 

Moon  of  Har^'est,  I  do  love 

O'er  the  uplands  now  to  rove. 

While  thy  modeat  ray  serene 

Giiils  the  wide  surrounding  scene ; 

And  to  watch  thee  riding  high 

In  the  blue  vaul'   if  the  sky. 
Where  no  thin  vapor  intercepts  thy  ray. 
But  111  undouded  majesty  thou  walkest  on  thy  way. 

P.enmng  t :  •,  oh !  modest  Moon ! 
Now  the  Night  is  at  her  noon, 
'Neath  thy  sway  to  musing  lie, 
While  around  the  zephyrs  sigh, 
I*  anning  soft  the  sun-tann'd  wheat, 
Kipen'd  by  the  summer's  heat; 
Picturing  all  the  rustic's  joy 
Wlien  hnundless  plentv  greets  his  eye. 


And  thinking  soon. 

Oh,  modest  Moon  f 
How  many  a  female  eye  will  roam 

Along  the  road. 

To  see  the  load. 
The  last  dear  load  of  harvest  home ! 

Storms  ami  tempests,  floods  and  raiaa. 

Stem  despoilen  of  the  plains. 

Hence  away,  the  season  flee. 

Foes  to  light-heart  jollity : 

May  no  winds  careering  high. 

Drive  the  clouds  along  the  sky. 
But  may  all  nature  smile  wit)i  aspect  boon, 
When  in  the  heavens  thou  show'st  thy  fim..  O  Bv 
vest  Moon ! 

'Neath  yon  lowly  roof  he  b'es, 
The  hisbandman,  with  sleep-eoal'd  eyes , 
He  dreams  of  crowded  boms,  and  round 
The  yard  he  hears  the  flail  resound ; 
Oh !  may  no  hurricane  destroy 
His  visionary  views  of  joy ! 
God  of  the  Winds !  oh,  hear  his  humble  prayer. 
And  while  the  Moon  of  Harvest  sfainet,  Ihy  bios 
tering  whirlwind  spare. 

Sons  of  luxury,  to  you 

Leave  1  Sleep's  dull  power  to  woo: 

Press  ye  still  the  downy  bed 

While  fev'rish  dreams  surround  yoor  bead 

I  will  seek  the  woodland  glade. 

Penetrate  the  thickest  shade. 

Wrapt  in  Contemplation's  dreams. 

Musing  high  on  holy  themes. 

While  on  the  gale 

Shall  sufily  sail 
The  nightingale's  enchanting  tune. 

And  oft  my  ey<*« 

Shall  grateful  rise 
To  thee,  the  modest  nar%'cst  Mcwn ! 


SO.\G. 


WRITTEN  AT  THE  AGE  OF  FOURTEE?C 

Softly,  softly  blow,  ye  breezes. 

Gently  oVr  my  Kdwy  fly  ! 
Lo!  he  slumbers,  sliimbere  sweetly ; 
Softly,  zephyrs,  \iqbs  him  by  ; 
My  love  is  asleep. 
He  lies  by  the  deep. 
All  along  where  the  salt  waves  sigh. 

I  have  cover'd  him  with  rushr*. 

Water-dnps,  am)  branches  dry; 
Edwy.  lonsr  have  been  thy  sluinbers; 
Edwy.  Edwy,  oj>e  ihine  eye! 
My  love  is  asleep. 
Ho  lies  by  the  deep. 
All  along  where  (he  salt  wares  sigh. 

Still  he  sleeps :  he  will  not  Hnkon ; 

Fastlv  clu9ie<l  is  his  #»ve  ; 
Paler  is  his  cheek,  and  chiller 

Than  the  uy  moon  on  high. 
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Alas !  he  k  deod, 
He  hiu  cho«e  his  de«th-bed 
111  aloog  whera  the  salt  waves 

is  it,  is  it  so»  my  Edwy  ? 

Will  thy  slumben  never  fly  t 
CouM*tt  thou  think  I  would  survive  thee  f 
No,  my  love,  thou  bid*st  me  die. 
Thou  bid*st  me  seek 
Thy  <!euh  biid  bleak 
All  aloi^  wbek9  ihj  >«lt  waves  sigh. 


1  wi)1  gently  kiss  thy  cold  lips. 

On  thy  breast  1*11  lay  my  head. 
Aod  the  winds  shad  sing  our  death-dirge, 
And  our  shroud  the  waters  spread  { 
Hie  moon  will  onsiU  svrt>et, 
And  the  wild  wave  w\}l  beat, 
^!  so  softly,  o*er  onr  lonely  ^^J. 


ircti!:  IbHIPWRECKED  SOLT^AftT^S  SONG 
TO  THE  NIGHT. 

Thou,  spirit  of  the  spangled  n-f  ht ! 
I  woo  thee  from  the  watch-tower  high. 
Where  thou  dost  sit  to  guide  the  bark 
Of  lonely  mariner. 

The  winds  are  whistling  o'er  the  wolds. 
The  distant  main  is  moaning  low ; 
Come,  let  us  sit  and  weave  a  song ! 
A  melancholy  song ! 

Sweet  is  the  scented  gale  of  mom. 
And  sweet  the  noontide's  fervid  beam. 
But  sweeter  far  the  solemn  caliw 

That  marks  thy  moumfii)  itiga 

I  've  pass'd  here  many  a  lonely  year. 
And  never  human  voice  have  heard ; 
I  've  pass'd  here  many  a  lonely  yeiir, 
A  solitary  man. 

And  I  have  lingor'd  in  the  shade. 
From  sultry  noun's  hot  beam ;  and  f 
ilave  knell  before  my  wicker  dooi. 
To  sing  my  evening  song 

And  I  have  hoil'd  the  grey  mom  hi^' 
Oi  the  blue  mountain's  misty  brov* 
And  tried  to  tune  my  little  reed 
To  hymns  of  harmony. 

But  never  could  I  tune  my  reed. 
At  mom,  or  noon,  or  eve,  so  sweet. 
As  when  upon  the  ocean  shore 

1  hail'd  thy  star-beam  mild. 

The  day-spring  brings  not  joy  to  ms- 
The  moon  it  whis|)ere  not  of  peace 
But  oh !  when  darkness  robes  the  husnr'ns. 
My  woes  are  mix'd  with  joy. 

And  then  I  talk,  and  oAen  think 
Aerial  voices  answer  roe; 
And  oh !  I  am  not  then  alon»— 
A  solitary  man. 


And  when  the  blust'ring  winter  winds 
Howl  in  the  woods  that  clothe  my  cave, 
i  lay  me  on  my  lonely  mat. 

And  pleasant  are  my  dreams. 

And  Fancy  gives  me  back  my  wife ; 
And  Fancy  gives  me  back  iny  child ; 
She  gives  me  back  my  little  home. 
And  all  its  placid  joys. 

Hien  hateful  is  the  morning  hoar. 
That  calls  me  from  the  dream  of  Miss 
To  find  myself  still  lone,  and  hear 
The  same  dull  sounds  again. 


The  deep-toned  winds,  the  moaning 
The  whisp'ring  of  the  boding  trees. 
The  brook's  eternal  flow,  and  oA 

The  condor's  hollow  scream. 


ELEGY 

OeoasUmed  by  the  Death  of  ^b:  GUI,  who  teas  dnmmoi 
in  the  river  Trent,  uAHe  bathing,  9th  Auguet,  1803. 

He  sunk — the  impetuous  river  roll'd  along. 
The  sullen  wave  betray 'd  his  dying  breath  ;> 

And  rising  sad  the  rustling  sedge  among. 

The  gale  of  evening  touch'd  the  chords  of  dtth 

Njrmph  of  the  Trent!  why  did*st  not  thou  appear, 
To  snatch  the  victim  from  thy  feloo  wave? 

Alas !  too  late  thou  camest  to  embalm  hie  bier» 
And  deck  with  water-flags  his  early  grave. 

Triumphant,  riding  o'er  ita  tumid  prey. 
Rolls  the  red  stream  in  sanguinary  pride ; 

While  anxious  crowds,  in  vain,  expectant  stay. 
And  ask  the  svi-oln  corse  from  the  mmdariiig  lido. 

The  stealing  tear-drop  stagnates  in  the  eye. 
The  sudden  sigh  b^  friendship's  boaom  proved* 

I  mark  them  rise — I  mark  the  gen'ral  sigh ; 
Unhappy  youth !  and  wert  thou  so  beloved  ? 

On  thee,  aa  lone  I  trace  the  Trent's  green  brink. 
When  the  dim  twilight  slumbers  on  the  glada. 

On  thee  my  thoughts  shall  dwell,  nor  Fancy 
To  hold  mysterious  convene  with  thy  ahndew 

Of  thee,  ea  eariy  I,  with  vagrant  feet. 
Hail  the  grey'Sandal'd  mom  in  Colvriek*e 

Of  thee  my  sylvan  reed  shall  vparUe  sweef 
And  wild-wood  echoes  shall  repent  the  tale 

And  oh !  ye  nympha  of  l^son !  who  preside 

O'er  nmning  rill  and  saluiarr  stream. 
Guard  ye  in  faunw  rvell  the  halcyon  tide 

Frmob  the  radedeatlMhriek,andthedyh%i 

1  This  Has  awr  sppssr  sosMwfast  ofaKare.  It  slodss  to  the 
Imi  balMMir  of  the  watrr.  aOer  •  panon  km  Mnk.  ceoMd  kf 
tlM  final  Mpiffstioo  of  tbs  sir  ftmn  lha  lanst ;  ietislstioa,  H[^-ff 
iolradeeiaff  dw  walsr,  prodaoss  saflbeatioa.  ^tJ 
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PREFACE. 


Tm  ibllowing  attempts  in  verse  are  laid  before 
the  Public  vnlh  extreme  diffidence.  The  author  is 
▼ery  conscious  that  the  juvenile  eERtTta  of  a  jrouth, 
who  has  not  received  the  polish  of  Academical  dis- 
cipline, and  who  has  been  but  sparingly  blessed  with 
opportunities  ibr  the  prosecution  of  scholastic  pur- 
suits, must  necessarily  be  defective  in  the  accuracy 
aiid  finished  elegance  which  mark  the  wo^  of  the 
nan  who  has  passed  his  life  in  the  retirement  of  his 
■tudy,  furnishing  his  mind  with  images,  and  at  the 
Mune  Ume  attaining  the  power  of  disposing  those 
images  to  the  best  advantage. 

Tlie  unpremeditated  effusions  of  a  Boy,  from  his 
thirteenth  year,  employed,  not  in  the  acquisition  of 
literary  inibrmation,  but  in  the  more  active  business  of 
life,  must  not  be  expected  to  exhibit  any  considerable 
portion  of  the  correctness  of  a  Virgil,  or  the  vigorous 
compression  of  a  Horace.  Men  are  not,  I  believe, 
frequently  known  lo  bestow  much  labor  on  their 
amusements :  and  these  Poems  were,  most  of  them, 
written  merely  to  beguile  a  leisure  hour,  or  to  fill  up 
the  languid  intervals  of  studies  of  a  severer  nature. 

Has  TO  oiKtioi  tpyov  ayairatay  '•  Every  one  loves  his 
own  work,"  says  the  Stogyrite ;  but  it  was  no  over- 
weening affection  of  this  kind  which  induced  this 
publication.  Had  the  Author  relied  on  his  own  judg- 
ment only,  these  Poems  would  not,  in  all  probability, 
ever  have  seen  the  light 

Perhaps  it  may  be  asked  of  him,  what  are  his 
motives  for  this  publication  ?  He  answers—simply 
these :  The  facilitation,  through  its  means,  of  those 
studies  which,  from  his  earlicHt  infancy,  have  been 
the  principal  objects  of  his  ambition ;  and  the  in- 
crease of  the  capacity  to  pursue  those  inclinations 
which  may  one  day  place  him  in  an  honorable  station 
in  the  scale  of  society. 

The  principal  Poem  in  this  little  collection  (CliAon 
Grove)  is.  he  fears,  deficient  in  numbers  and  harmo- 
nious coherency  of  parti*.  It  is,  however,  merely  to 
be  rcganied  as  a  description  of  a  nocturnal  ramble 
in  that  charming  retreat,  accompanied  wiih  such  re- 
flections as  the  scene  naturally  suggested.  It  was 
written  twelve  months  aeo,  when  the  Author  was 
in  liis  sixteenth  year : — ^Tho  Miscellanies  are  some 
©f  them  the  pn^duciions  of  a  very  early  age.— Of 


I  Thia.  and  the  fullowinc  PcK*ms.  lire  reprinted  from  the  little 
Volaino  w^  rh  the  author  pubUahed  in  ItstKI. 


the  Odes,  that  *«To  an  early  Primroae**  was  wnnen 
at  thirteen — the  others  are  of  a  later  date. — The 
Sonnets  are  chiefly  irregular ;  they  have,  perhaps,  nc 
other  claim  to  that  tpecifie  denominatioii,  than  that 
they  consist  only  of  fourteen  lines. 

Such  are  the  Poems  towards  which  I  entreat  the 
lenity  of  the  Public.  The  Critic  will  doubUcas  find 
in  them  much  to  condemn ;  he  may  likewise  possibly 
discover  something  to  ocHnmend.  Let  him  acan  my 
faults  with  an  indulgent  eye,  and  in  the  work  of  that 
correction  which  I  invite,  let  him  remember  he  is 
holding  the  iron  Mace  of  Criticism  over  the  flimsy 
superstructure  of  a  youth  of  seventeen ;  and,  n- 
memhering  that,  may  he  forbear  from  crushing,  by 
too  much  rigor,  the  painted  butterfly  whose  tranaiem 
colors  may  otherwise  be  capable  of  affording  a  ma* 
ment's  innocent  amusemenL 


TO  MY  LYRE. 


AN  ODK. 


Thou  simple  Lyre ; — ^Thy  music  wild 

Has  served  to  charm  the  weary  hour. 
And  many  a  lonely  night  has  'guilcd. 
When  even  pain  has  own'd,  and  smiled. 
Its  fascinating  power. 

Yet,  oh  my  Lyre !  the  busy  crowd 

Will  little  heed  thy  simple  tooes : 
Them  mightier  minstrels  harping  loud 
Engross, — and  thou  and  I  muKt  shroud 
Where  dork  oblivion  'thrones. 

No  hand,  thy  diapason  o'er. 

Well  skill  d,  I  throw  with  sweep  sublime; 
For  rae,  no  academic  lore 
lias  taught  tlie  solemn  strain  to  pour, 

Or  build  tho  polished  rhyme. 

Yet  thou  to  Stflmn  themes  can*st  soar ; 

Thou  know'st  to  c:harm  the  ttcodland  train 
The  rustic  cwnins  believe  thy  poucr 
Can  hush  the  wild  winds  when  they  roar. 

And  still  the  billowy  main. 

These  honors.  Lyre,  we  yet  may  keep, 
I.  still  unknown,  may  live  with  thee. 
And  gentle  Zophyr's  wing  will  sweep 
Thy  solemn  string,  where  low  I  sleep. 
Beneath  the  alder-trcc. 

This  little  diree  will  please  me  more 

Than  the  full  requiem's  swelling  peal; 
Fd  rather  than  ihnt  crowds  should  sigh 
For  mo,  that  from  some  kindred  eve 
The  trickling  tear  should  steal. 

Yet  dear  to  mo  the  wreath  of  bay, 

Perhaiw  from  me  deharr'd  ; 
And  deor  to  me  the  d.-iysic  xone. 
Which,  snnteh'd  from  learning's  labored  throns 

Adorns  tlic  accepted  hard. 
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And  O!  if  yet  *t  were  mine  to  dwell 
Whore  Cam  or  leis  winds  along, 

Perchance,  inspired  with  artlor  chaste, 

I  yet  might  call  the  ear  of  taste 
To  listen  to  my  song. 

Oh !  then,  my  little  friend,  thy  style 

I  'd  change  to  happier  lays. 
Oh !  then,  the  cloistered  glooms  should  smile. 
And  through  the  long,  the  fretted  aisle 

Should  swell  the  note  of  praise. 


CLIFfON  GROVE. 

A  8KKTCH  IN  VKR8K. 

Lo !  in  the  west,  fast  fades  the  lingering  light, 
And  day's  last  vestige  takes  iu  silent  flight. 
No  more  is  heard  the  wtxxlman's  measured  stroke. 
Which,  with  the  dawn,  from  yonder  dingle  broke ; 
No  more  hiMtfRe  clamoring  o'er  the  upliAed  head. 
The  CTOMvn  assembling,  seek  their  wiiid-rock'd  bed ; 
Stiird  is  the  village  hum — the  woodland  sounds 
Ilnve  ceased  to  echo  o'er  the  dewy  grounds. 
And  general  silence  reigns,  save  when  below. 
The  murmuring  Trent  is  scarcely  heard  lo  flow ; 
And  save  when,  swung  by  'nigbted  rustic  late. 
Oft,  on  its  hinge,  rebounds  the  jarring  gate ; 
Or  when  the  sheep-bell,  in  the  distant  vale. 
Breathes  its  wild  music  on  the  dov^ny  gale.  * 

>i(iw.  when  the  nistic  wears  the  social  smile. 

Released  from  day  and  its  attendant  toil. 

And  draui  ht«  hoiiHchold  nnind  thoir  evening  fire. 

And  tells  the  oft-told  tales  that  never  tire; 

Or  where  the  town's  blue  turrets  dimly  rise. 

And  manufacture  taints  the  ambient  skies. 

The  pale  roerhnnic  leaves  the  lalwring  loom. 

The  air-pent  hold,  the  pestilential  room. 

And  rushes  out,  impatient  to  begin 

The  stated  courne  of  customary  sin  : 

Now,  now  my  solitary  way  I  bend 

Where  solemn  groves  in  awful  stale  impend. 

And  clifls,  that  bttldly  rise  above  the  plain, 

Respeak.  blest  CliOon !  thy  sublime  domain. 

Here  lonely  wanderinjt  o'er  the  sylvan  bower, 

I  come  to  paM  the  metlitativc  hour ; 

To  bid  awhile  the  strife  of  pamion  cease. 

And  woo  the  calms  of  solitude  and  peace. 

And  oh !  thou  sacro<l  Power,  who  rear'st  on  high 

Thy  leafv  throne  where  waving  poplars  sigh ! 

Genius  of  womllaml  sha<les!  \%hose  mild  contr(4 

Steals  with  resiivtleiM  witchery  to  the  soul. 

Come  with  thy  wotit(>4l  anlor.  and  insjiire 

My  tlowin?  howim  with  thy  hallow'd  flre. 

AndlhfMi  tfMi,  Fnnrv!  from  thy  starry  sphere, 

Wliffre  to  the  hvmnine  orbs  thou  leiid'st  thine  ear. 

Do  thou  dettcerid.  and  bless  my  ravish'd  sight, 

Veil'd  in  snO  viKionn  of  serene  delight. 

At  thy  cftmmnnd.  the  rale  that  passes  by 

Beani  in  its  uhisfiere  nivsiic  harmonv. 

Thoti  H-n\f«>i  thy  u^nd.  and  lo!  what  forma  appear! 

On  the  d.nrk  cloud  what  ffiant  shapes  career! 

The  rhosts  of  OMtan  skim  the  misty  vale, 

AiMl  hosts  of  Sylphids  on  the  roooabeama  sail. 
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This  gloomy  alcove,  darkling  to  the  aght. 

Where  meeting  trees  create  eternal  night ; 

Save  when,  from  yonder  stream,  the  sunny  ny. 

Reflected,  gives  a  dubious  gleam  of  day ; 

Recalls,  endearing  to  my  alter'd  mind, 

TUfti  when,  beneath  the  boxen  hedge  reclined, 

I  jlpeh'd  the  lapwing  to  her  clamorous  brood ; 

Or  lured  the  robin  to  ita  scatter'd  food ; 

Or  woke  with  aong  the  woodland  echo  wild. 

And  at  each  gay  response  delighted  smiled. 

How  oft,  when  childhood  threw  its  golden  ray 

Of  gay  romance  o'er  every  happy  day. 

Here  would  I  run,  a  visionary  boy, 

When  the  hoarse  tempest  shook  the  vaulted  sky 

And.  fancy-led,  beheld  the  Almighty's  form 

Sternly  careering  on  the  eddying  storm; 

And  heard,  while  awe  congeal'd  my  inmost  soul 

His  voice  terrific  in  the  thunder's  rolL 

With  secret  joy  I  view'd,  with  vivid  glare. 

The  voUey'd  lighmings  cleave  the  sullen  air ; 

And.  as  the  warring  winds  around  reviled. 

With  awful  pleasure  big. — I  heard  and  smilcMl. 

Beloved  remembrance ! — Memory  which  endean 

This  silent  spot  to  my  advancing  years. 

Here  dwells  eternal  peace,  eternal  reat. 

In  shades  like  these  to  live  is  to  be  bleat. 

While  happiness  evades  the  busy  crowd. 

In  nirel  coverts  loves  the  maid  to  shroud. 

And  thou  too.  Inspiration,  whuae  wild  flame 

Shoots  with  ele<  trie  swiftness  through  the  fraise. 

Thou  here  dost  love  to  sit  with  aptum'd  eye. 

And  listen  to  tho  stream  that  murmurs  by. 

The  woods  that  wave,  the  grey  owl's  silken  flight. 

The  melbw  music  of  the  listening  night : 

Congenial  calm«>.  more  welcome  to  my  breaaC 

Than  maddening  joy  in  dazaling  lustre  drest. 

To  heaven  my  prayers,  my  daily  prayers,  I  raise. 

That  ye  may  bless  my  tmamhitious  daya. 

Withdrawn,  remote,  from  all  the  haunta  of  alrila, 

May  trace  with  me  the  lowly  vale  of  Ufa, 

And  when  her  banner  Death  shall  o'er  roe  wava. 

May  keep  yofir  peaceful  vigils  on  my  grave. 

Now  as  I  rove,  where  wide  the  prospect  gnma, 

A  livelier  light  upon  my  vision  flows. 

No  more  above  the  embracing  branc^iaa  meet. 

No  more  the  river  gurgles  at  my  feet. 

But  seen  deep  down  the  CHAD'S  impending  aide. 

Through  hanging  woods,  now  gleams  its  silver 

Dim  is  my  upland  path. — across  the  Green 

Fantastic  shadows  fling,  yet  oft  between 

The  chequerd  glooms,  the  moon  her  chaste  ray 

Where  knots  of  blue-bells  droop  their  graceful 

And  beds  of  violets,  blooming  'mid  the  trees. 

Load  with  waste  fragrance  the  nocturnal  brecsa. 

Say.  why  does  5fan,  while  to  his  opem'ng  tight 
(■^ch  shrub  presents  a  source  of  chaste  delight. 
And  Nature  bids  for  him  her  treasures  flow. 
And  gives  to  him  alone  his  bliss  to  know. 
Why  does  he  pant  for  Vice's  deadly  charms  f 
Why  cksp  the  s>'ren  Pleasure  lo  his  arms  I 
And  suck  deep  draughts  of  her  voluptuous  breath 
Though  fraught  with  ruin,  infamy,  and  death  f 
Could  he  who  thus  to  vile  enjoyment  clings. 
Know  what  calm  joy  from  purer  sources  s^irinp 
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Oiidd  he  birf  IM  tew  sivmC,  bow  ftw  floa  MfUb^ 
The  hannlf  |Jwuiui  cf  ■  burmldm  life,   « 
No  mora  Mi  ml  would  puit  Ar  jiff  Inpiii^ 
Tim  dmdly  dialioe  woold  no  mora  §!Qan, 
But  the  eweet  podon  be  wn  wont  to  lip 
Would  turn  fo  poiion  on  hie  eouerioue  hp> 
Fair  Neture!  thee.  In  ell  thj  fwied  chen 
Fein  would  I  deep  fcr  ereir  in'nf  enne! 
Tlune  era  die  eweeti  wfaieh  noYor,  never  aetOb 
TUne  mm  raoMfai  throogh  ell  Ae  etonet  ef  ftie. 
Hiougfa  not  ftrne  *twae  Heevenli  diYhie 
To  roll  in  eeree  of  peterael  lend* 
Tot  Btill  my  lot  is  Ueii,  while  I  mijof 
Thine  opening  beenliee  with  e  lorer^  eyn. 

Heppy  is  he,  who^  thoqgh  the  eop  of  bliei 
Hee  ever  dnmn*d  htm  when  he  tlwai^  to  Uh^ 
Who,  still  in  efajeot  poverty  or  pein. 
Cen  count  with  pleeenra  whet  nnell  joys  ranmint 
nioagh  wera  hie  aght  oonvey'd  from  lone  lo 
Eto  would  not  find  one  spoi  ef  groond  his  own. 
Tec  es  he  looks  eronnd,  he  cries  with  glee, 
Theee  bounding  pnepeets  ell  wera  made  ^aes 
For  me  yon  waving  fielde  their  burthen  beer. 
For  me  yon  leborer  gnidce  the  shining  shares 
While  happy  I  in  idle  eese  redine. 
And  merfc  tlie  glorioaB  visione  es  they  dnne^ 
This  ii  the  cherm,  by  segei  dAen  taid, 
Converting  ell  if  tooieheB  info  gold. 
Content  cen  eoodie,  whera'er  by  Fortune  pheed, 
Cen  rear  a  suden  In  ihe  desert  waste. 

Bam  lovely,  flom  Ihb  hill*e  enpeiior  heighl* 
Spraeds  the  wide  view  beAra  my  stnuning  dightl 
O'er  meny  a  varied  mile  of  lengthening  ground, 
E*en  to  the  blue-ridged  hiirs  remotcet  bound. 
My  ken  is  borne ;  while  o'er  ray  head  serene. 
The  silver  moon  iUames  the  mitiy  scene ; 
Now  shining  clear,  now  darkening  in  the  glede. 
In  all  the  soft  varieties  of  shade. 

Behind  me,  lo !  the  peaceful  hamlet  lies. 

The  drowsy  god  has  seal'd  the  cotter's  eyes. 

No  more,  where  late  the  social  fagot  biased. 

The  vacant  peel  reeounds,  by  little  raised. 

But  locked  in  silence,  o'er  Arion's '  star 

The  slumbering  Night  rolls  on  her  velvet  car : 

The  churdi>'bell  tolls,  deep«>unding  down  the  glade. 

The  solemn  hour  for  walking  spectres  made ! 

Hie  simple  plow-boy,  wakening  with  the  sound. 

Listens  aghast,  and  turns  him  startled  round. 

Then  stops  his  ears,  and  strivee  lo  close  his  eyes, 

Lest  el  tlie  sound  some  grisly  ghost  should  rise. 

Now  ceesed  the  long,  the  monitory  toll. 

Returning  silence  stagnates  in  the  soul ; 

8nire  when,  disiurb'd  by  dreams,  with  wild  affright, 

The  deep^nouth'd  mastiff  bays  the  troubled  night : 

Or  where  the  village  alo-house  crowns  the  vale, 

Tlie  creaking  sign-post  whistles  to  the  gale, 

A  little  onward  let  me  bend  my  way 

Where  the  moss'd  seat  invites  the  traveller's  stay. 

Tliat  spot,  oh !  yet  it  is  the  very  same ; 

That  hawthorn  gives  it  shade,  and  gave  it  name  * 

1  The  cofMtenation  Dslphinus.  For  aalhoritj  Tor  thif  sppsl- 
siioa  vids  Ovid*!  Fsid,  B.  zi  113. 


Thero  yet  Ae  priaraaa  epos  1^ 

Thara  yet  the  violet  ahadf  lis  fiiat  peffAaan, 

And  in  the  brandnhnt  nan  abavn  ihn  iwl 

The  robin  onmolerted  builds  iiB  Beat 

*r was  here,  when  Hope,  ftmUangn^mmf 

In  vivid'  colon  eveiy  pruspcct  drast; 

T  was  here,  raeKnln^  I  Indulged  har  ( 

And  lost  Ae  hour  in  valOMfi 

llera,  aa  I  pren  pnea  Bova  uM 

Why,  bland  deeeiver!  not  r«av 

Say,  can  a  Saw  abort  yean  thie  elMUi(ga 

That  thy  illuakms  can  no  more  deeeivet 

Time'e  eombroua  tints  have  eveiy  view  o*« 

AndthontooygaySedooer!  aitlftMiiadl 

Though  vain  thy  promise,  and  theanit 

Tet  thou  oonldst  'guile  Mislbrtune  eJT  bar  teai^ 

And  oft  thy  smilee  across  life's  gloooBy  way 

Could  throw  a  gleam  ef  transituiy  day. 

How  gay,  hi  youth,  the  floiterinf  fntnra  aoaaa! 

How  eweet  is  manhood  in  the  innnt^  dbeaaMi 

The  dfae  mistake  too  ooon  is  bronght  to  li|h% 

And  all  is  buried  in  redoubled  ni|^ 

Yet  aome  can  riae  sopeiiur'ie  their  paiBb 

And  in  their  breasts  the  charmer  Hope  rilriB( 

While  others,  dead  to  feeling,  esB  anrvay. 

Unmoved,  their  feireet  proepects  feda  aviayi 

But  3ret  a  few  there  be^— loo  soon  o'areaat! 

Who  shrink  tmhappy  from  the  ndveraa  hlaalt 

And  woo  the  first  bright  gleam,  vriuchhri  aha  *n|w 

To  giki  the  silent  einmbem  of  the  lonabL 

So  in  theee  dndce  the  early  ] 

Too  eoon  deceived  by  suns  eiid  melting 

So  feUe  untfanely  on  the  deeert  vraate. 

Its  blossoms  vrithering  in  the  northern 

Now,  pen'd  whate'er  the  uplend  heights  display, 
Down  the  steep  cliff  I  wind  my  devious  wmy. 
Oft  rousing,  as  the  rustling  path  I  beet. 
The  timid  hare  from  its  accustom 'd  seat. 
And  oh !  how  sweet  this  walk  o'erhung  vrith  wmi^ 
That  winds  the  margin  of  the  solemn  flood ! 
What  rural  objects  steal  upon  the  sight ! 
What  rising  views  prolong  the  calm  delis:ht! 
The  brooklet  branching  from  ihe  silver  Treni; 
The  whispering  birch  by  every  aephyr  bent 
The  woody  island,  and  the  naked  mead. 
The  lowly  hut  half  hid  in  grovee  of  reed 
The  rural  viricket,  and  the  rural  stile. 
And,  frequent  interspeised,  the  woodman^  piW 
Above,  bekiw,  where'er  I  torn  my  ftyee. 
Rocks,  watera,  woods,  in  grand  socceaiofi  rin 
High  up  the  cliff  the  varied  grovee  esrend, 
And  mournful  larches  o'er  the  wave  impend. 
Around,  what  sounds,  what  magic  sounds,  arise, 
What  glimmering  scenes  salute  my  ravirii'd  ey«! 
Soft  sleep  the  waten  on  their  pebbly  bed,       ^ 
The  woode  wave  gently  o'er  my  drooping  heaJP 
And,  swelling  slow,  comes  wafted  on  the  wind. 
Lorn  Progne's  note  from  diaisnt  copse  ***>»"'*> 
Still,  every  rising  sound  of  calm  delight 
Stamps  but  the  fearful  silence  of  the  night. 
Save  when  is  heard,  betvreen  each  dreaiy  rest, 
Discordsnt  from  her  solitary  nest. 
The  owl,  dollecreeming  to  the  wanderii^ 
Now  riding,  chmd-rapt,  near  her  highest 
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Or  when  the  wUd<diick.  KMithering,  hither  ridei. 
And  plunges  tullen  m  the  sounding  tides. 
How  oil,  in  this  sequestered  spot,  when  youth 
Gave  to  each  tale  the  holy  force  of  truth. 
Hare  I  long  linger*d,  while  the  roilk-maid  sung 
The  tragic  legend,  till  the  woodland  rung  ? 
That  tale,  so  sad !  which  still  to  memory  dear, 
From  its  swaet  source  can  call  the  sacred  tear. 
And  (loll*d  to  rest  stem  Reamn's  harsh  control) 
Steal  its  soft  magic  to  the  passive  soul. 
These  hallow*d  shades* — these  trees  that  woo  the 

wind, 
Recall  iu  faintest  features  to  my  mind. 

A  hundred  passing  years,  with  march  sublime, 

Have  swept  beneath  the  silent  wing  of  time. 

Since,  in  yon  hamlet's  solitary  shade, 

Reclusely  dwelt  the  far-famed  CliAon  Maid, 

The  beauteous  Margaret ;  (or  her  each  swain 

Confest  in  private  his  peculiar  pain. 

In  secret  sigh*d,  a  victim  to  des^iair, 

Nor  dared  to  hope  to  win  the  peerless  fair. 

No  more  the  shepherd  on  the  blooming  mead 

Attuned  to  gaiety  his  artless  reed ; 

No  more  entwined  the  pansied  wreath,  to  deck 

His  favorite  wether's  unpolluted  neck, 

Biit  listless,  by  yon  babbling  stream  reclined, 

He  mix'd  his  sobbings  with  the  passing  wind, 

Bemnan'd  his  helpless  love ;  or,  boldly  bent. 

Far  from  these  smihng  fields,  a  rover  went. 

O'er  distant  lands,  in  search  of  e.'yie.  to  roam, 

A  self-will'd  exile  from  his  native  home. 

Yet  not  to  all  the  maid  express'd  disdain ; 

Her  Bateman  loved,  nor  loved  the  youth  in  Tain. 

Full  of>,  low  whispering  o'er  these  arching  boughs, 

rhe  echoing  vault  responded  to  their  voi^-s. 

As  here,  deep  hidden  from  the  glare  of  day, 

Elnamoar'd  oft,  they  took  their  secret  way. 

Ton  bosky  dingle,  still  the  nistics  name ; 
"T  was  there  the  blushing  maid  confess'd  her  flame. 
Down  yon  green  lane  they  oft  were  seen  to  hie. 
When  evening  slumber'd  on  the  western  sky. 
That  blasted  yew,  that  mouldering  ^^-alnut  bare. 
Each  bears  mementoes  of  the  fait-d  pair. 

One  eve,  when  Autumn  loaded  every  breeia 
With  the  fallen  honors  of  the  mourning  trees. 
The  maiden  waited  at  the  accustom 'd  bower. 
And  waited  long  beyond  the  ap|iointed  hour. 
Yet  Bateman  came  not  ;^>'er  the  uxwdland  drear. 
Howling  portentous,  did  the  winds  career; 
And  bleak  and  dismal  on  the  leafless  woods. 
The  fitful  rains  nish'd  down  in  sullen  floods ; 
The  night  was  dark ;  as,  now  and  then,  the  gale 
Paused  for  a  moment, — Margaret  listen'd.  pale ; 
Bi^^mHigh  the  covert,  to  her  anxious  ear, 
NcMkstling  footstep  spoke  her  lover  near. 
Strange  fears  now  fill'd  her  breast, — she  knew  not 

why. 
She  sigh'd,  and  Bateman's  name  was  in  each  si 
She  hears  a  noise, — 't  is  he. — he  comes  at  last  ;- 
AUs !  *t  was  bat  the  gale  which  hurried  past : 
But  now  she  beam  a  quickening  footstep  sound, 
lightly  it  comes,  and  nearer  does  it  bound ; 
T  is  Raleman's  selC — he  springs  into  her  anna, 
T  is  be  that  daapa,  apd  chidea  her  Tain  alarna. 


**  Yet  why  this  silence  ? — ^I  haTe  waited  long 
And  the  cold  storm  has  yell'd  the  trees  among. 
And,  now  thou  'rt  here,  my  fears  are  fled— yet  spatl^ 
Why  does  the  salt  tear  moisten  on  thy  cheek  ? 
Say,  what  is  wrong  f*' — Now,  through  a  paitiQg 

cloud. 
Tile  pale  moon  peer'd  from  her  tempestuous  shroud. 
And  Bateman's  face  was  seen : — 't  was  deadly  whiles 
And  sorrow  seem'd  to  sicken  in  his  sight. 
**  Oh,  speak,  my  love ! "  again  the  maid  conjured ; 
**  Why  is  thy  heart  in  sullen  woe  immured  ?** 
He  raised  his  head,  and  thrice  essay'd  to  tell. 
Thrice  from  his  lips  the  unfinish'd  accents  fell 
When  thus,  at  last,  reluctantly  he  broke 
His  boding  silence,  and  the  maid  bespoke : 
"  Grieve  not,  my  love,  but  ere  the  mom  advance 
I  on  these  fields  must  cast  my  parting  glance. 
For  three  long  years,  fay  cruel  fate's  command, 
I  go  to  languish  in  a  foreign  land. 
Oh,  Margaret !  omens  dire  have  met  my  Tiew, 
Say,  when  far  distant,  wilt  thou  bear  me  tme  f 
Should  honors  tempt  thee,  and  should  riches  fee, 
Wouldst  thou  forget  thine  ardent  vows  to  me. 
And,  on  the  silken  couch  of  wealth  reclined. 
Banish  thy  fiiithful  Bateman  from  thy  mindf*' 

*«0h!  why,**  replies  the  maid,  **  my  faith  thus  proTet 
Canst  thou !  ah,  canst  thou,  then,  suspect  my  love  f 
Hear  me,  just  God !  if  from  my  traitorous  heart, 
My  Bateman's  fond  remembrance  e'er  shall  oari; 
If,  when  he  hail  again  his  native  shore. 
He  finds  his  Margaret  tme  to  him  no  more. 
May  fiends  of  hell,  and  eTery  power  of  dread, 
Cor\join'd,  then  drag  me  fnwi  my  peijured  bed. 
And  hurl  me  headlong  doHH  these  awful  steeps. 
To  find  deaenred  death  in  yonder  deeps!*' ' 

Thus  spake  the  maid,  and  from  her  finger  drew 

A  golden  ring,  and  broke  it  quick  in  two ; 

One  half  she  in  her  lovely  bosom  hides. 

The  other,  trembling,  to  her  love  confides. 

"  This  bind  the  vow.**  she  said ;  **  this  mystic  cbAia 

No  future  recantation  can  disarm ; 

The  right  vindictive  does  the  fates  involve; 

No  tears  can  move  it,  no  regrets  dissolve.'* 

She  ceased.  The  death-bird  gave  a  dismal  cry. 
The  river  moan'd,  the  wild  gale  whistled  by. 
And  once  again  the  lady  of  the  night 
Behind  a  heavy  cloud  withdrew  her  light. 
Trembling  she  view'd  those  portents  with  dismay, 
But  gently  Bateman  kiu'd  her  fears  away : 
Yet  still  he  felt  conceal'd  a  secret  smart. 
Still  melancholy  bodings  fill'd  bis  heart 

When  to  the  distant  land  the  youth  was  sped, 

A  lonely  life  the  moody  maiden  led. 

Still  would  she  trace  each  dear,  each  weU<known 

H-alk, 
Still  by  the  moonlight  to  her  love  would  talk. 
And  fkncy,  as  she  paced  among  the  tree^i. 
She  heard  his  whispers  in  the  dying  breeae. 
Thus  tu-o  years  glided  on  in  silent  grief; 
The  third  her  bosom  own'd  the  kind  relief: 
Absence  hadcool'd  her  love, — the  impoverish'd  dame 
Was  dwindling  fast,  when,  lo!  the  tempter  came ; 


part  of  tbs  Trsoi  is  eooMBooly  calkd     'i  k»  CtiAsB 

459 


•> 


OBKE  WHTFETS  POETICAL  WORKB, 


He  oflbi'd  wMlth.  and  aU  the  Jots  of  ldi», 
Ant'tbtf  weak  nmid  became  moUier^  wife! 
8bi  goiltjr  moDibi  had  mark'd  the  labe  ooe^  crinia. 
Whan  Batenan  hail'd  onoe  mora  hia  native  cUne. 
flafa  of  her  eonalancy,  elate  he  eame, 
The  hirely  partner  of  his  woak  to  claim  t 
light  waa  hia  heart,  aa  up  the  welMmown  mf 
Bi  beni  hii  atepa— and  aJlliia  thuaghia  wera  fqr* 
Oh!  who  can  paint  hia  agoniiing  tiuoea, 
Whao  on  hia  ear  the.&tal  newa  aroae ! 
ChUl'd  with  amaaement^    lenaelem  with  the  blow. 
Ha  alood  a  narUe  monument  of  woe ; 
TUU  eall*d  id  all  the  horron  of  deopalr. 
Ha  amoCe  hia  brow,  and  tore  hia  horrent  hair; 
Than  raih'd  impemoiia  from  the  dreadful  apot. 
And  aoqght  thoae  acenei  (by  memoiy  ne*ar  IbifoC), 
ThoM  aoenea,  the  witneai  of  their  gnmmg  lluie* 
And  now  like  witneaMa  of  Biaigaret*a  ihaniab 
T  waa  nights— he  lought  the  river^a  lonely  ihoce^  . 
And  traced  again  their  ftrmer  wanderingi  o*ar. 
Now-on  the  bank  in  ailent  grief  he  alood, 
And  gued  faitently  on  the  itealing  flood. 
Death  in  hiannenand  madneaiin  hia  eye, 
Eto  watdi'd  the  waten  aa  they  mnrmnr'd  by; 
Bade  the  baee  murderem  triumph  o*er  hia 
Pkapared  to  plnnge  into  the  wiasbning  wava. 
Ym  atili  he  itood  irreeolutely  bent. 
Religion  itemly  iCay*d  hia  raah  intmit 
Hb  knelt^-Cool  play*d  upon  hia  cheek  the  wind. 
And  fium'4  the  ftver  of  hia  maddening  mind. 
The  willowa  waved,  the  itream  it  aweetly  awept. 
The  paly  moonbeam  on  ita  aorftce  alepc. 
And  all  vraa  peac«^— he  ielt  the  funeral  calm 
O^ar  hia  rack*d  bOMm  ahed  a  gen^  balmt 
When  caadng  &r  behind  hit  atreaming  eye. 
He  saw  the  Grove, — in  fancy  saw  her  lie, 
JEg  Blargaret,  luH'd  in  Germain's '  arms  to  reef, 
And  all  the  demon  rose  within  his  breast 
Convulsive  now,  he  clench'd  his  trembling  hand. 
Cast  his  dark  eye  once  more  upon  the  land. 
Then,  at  one  spring,  he  spum'd  the  )rielding  bank, 
And  in  the  calm  deceitful  current  sank. 

Sad,  on  the  solitude  of  night,  the  sound. 
As  in  the  stream  he  plunged,  was  heard  around : 
Then  all  was  still — Uie  wave  was  rough  no  more. 
The  river  swept  as  sweetly  as  boibre ; 
The  vrillows  waved,  the  rouonboams  shone  serene. 
And  peace  returning  brooded  o'er  the  scene. 
« 

Now,  see  upon  the  perjured  &ir  one  hang 
Remorse's  glooms  aixl  never-ceasing  pang. 
Full  well  she  knew,  repentant  now  too  late, 
She  soon  must  bow  beneath  the  stroke  of  fate. 
But,  for  the  babe  she  bore  beneath  her  breast, 
Hie  offended  God  prolong'd  her  life  unblesL 
But  &st  the  fleeting  moments  roU'd  away. 
And  near,  and  nearer,  drew  the  dreaded  day ; 
fhat  day,  (bredoom'd  to  give  her  child  the  light, 
And  hurl  its  mother  to  the  shades  of  night 
The  oour  arrived,  and  from  the  wretched  wife 
The  guiltless  baby  struggled  into  life. — 
As  nignt  drew  on,  around  her  bed.  a  band 
i^  friends  and  kindred  kindly  took  their  stand ; 
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In  holy  pnyar  lliaf  Tpmifd  ttm 

Intent  to  expiate  bar  awfol  criu_ 

Their  pfayeia  weia  ftoMaaM-Aa  Aa  HUiiglit  ( 

A  heavy  ilaep  oppw'd  aaeh  mmtf  teaa. 

In  vain  they  atrove  agafaiac  ifaa  tf erwhabaiiv  load. 

Some  power  unseen  dieir  diawif  M'banmlai 

They  riept.  till  in  the  bloahmg  aaatam'dEf 

The  blooming  Morning  oped  her  dewy  eya; 

TTien  wakmg  wide  they  songht  the  iBvi^*4  bed. 

Bai,]o!  thehapleisMaigaretwaaflad; 

And  never  more  the  weeping  train  were  doom'd 

To  view  the  fthe  one,  in  the  deepa  amomb'd. 


Hie  neighboring  rustics  told,  that  in  the  night 
They  haard  inch  acreama  aa  fioae  them  with  afiigfal 
And  many  an  iniknt,  at  ita  mother's  haeaai; 
Started,  diamay'd,  flam  ita  onthinking 
And  even  now,  upon  the  heath  forloin. 
They  ahow  the  path  down  which  the  fidr 
By  tiie  fell  demons,  to  the  yawning  wava. 
Her  oam,  and  murder'd  lover's,  mataal  g;iava. 

Sndi  ia  die  tale,  ao  sad,  to  memory  dear. 
Which'  oft  in  youth  has  chann'd  my  Irrtentng  ear: 
That  tale,  which  bade  aw  find  redonbled  awacia 
In  the  drear  eilence  of  theae  dark  vetreaia; 
And  even  now,  with  melancholy  power. 
Adds  a  new  pleaanre  to  the  lonely  hoar. 
*Bfid  all  the  charms  by  magic  Nature  given 
To  thia  wild  spot,  this  sublunary  heaven. 
With  double  joy  enthusiast  Fancy  leans 
On  the  attendant  legend  of  the  soenea.  • 
Thia  sheds  a  feiry  lustre  on  the  flooda. 
And  breathea  a  mellower  gloom  upon  the  waodi 
Thia,  aa  the  distant  camract  swells  around. 
Gives  a  rumantic  cadence  to  the  sound  ; 
This,  and  the  deepening  glen,  the  alley  green. 
The  silver  stream,  with  sedgy  tufts  between. 
The  massy  rock,  the  wood-encomposs'd  lean. 
The  broom-clad  islands,  and  the  nodding  trees. 
The  lengthening  vista,  and  the  present  gkiom. 
The  verdant  pathway  breathing  waste  perfume ; 
These  are  thy  charms :  the  jo>-s  which  these  impart 
Bind  thee,  blest  Clifton !  close  around  my  heart 

Dear  Native  Grove !  where'er  my  deviooa  track. 

To  thee  will  Memory  lead  the  wanderer  back. 

Whether  in  Amo's  polish'd  vales  I  stray. 

Or  where  ** Oswego's  swamps'*  obstruct  the  day; 

Or  wander  lone,  where,  wildering  and  wide. 

The  tumbling  torrent  laves  Si.  Goihard'a  side ; 

Or  by  old  Tejo's  classic  margent  muse. 

Or  stand  entranced  with  Pyrennean  viewa ; 

Still,  still  to  thee,  where'er  my  iboistepa  roaBt 

My  heart  shall  point,  and  lead  the  wanderer 

When  Splendor  ofllers,  and  when  fiune  incites^ 
I  'II  pause,  and  think  of  all  thy  dear  delighia. 
Reject  the  boon,  snd,  weaned  with  the  change. 
Renounce  the  wish  which  first  induced  to  range; 
Turn  to  these  scenes,  these  weU-knowa 

more, 
Trace  once  again  old  Trent's  romantie  shoca. 
And,  tared  with  worlds^  and  all  their  busy  ways, 
Here  waate  the  little  remnant  of  my  ilays. 
But,  if  the  .Fates  should  this  last  wish  deny, 
I  And  doom  me  on  some  ihreign  ahoia  to  die : 
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Oh !  should  it  pleaie  the  world't  «iipemal  King, 
That  weltering  wtYet  my  funeral  dirge  thtll  ting ; 
Or  that  my  com  ahould,  on  tome  desert  strand, 
Lie  strctch'd  beneath  the  SimGoni's  blasting  hand ; 
Still,  though  unwept  I  find  a  stranger  tomb, 
My  uprite  shall  wander  through  this  favorite  gloom, 
Ride  on  the  wind  that  sweeps  the  leafless  grove. 
Sigh  on  the  wood<blast  of  the  dark  alcove. 
Sit.  a  lorn  apectre,  on  yon  well-known  grave, 
And  mix  ita  meanings  with  the  desert  wave. 


GONDOUNE. 

A  BALUID. 

The  night  it  was  still,  and  the  moon  it  shone 

Serenely  on  the  sea. 
And  the  waves  at  the  foot  of  the  rifled  rock 

They  murmur'd  pleasantly. 

When  Gondoline  roam'd  along  the  shore, 

A  maiden  full  fair  to  the  sight ; 
Though  love  had  made  bleak  the  roee  on  her  cheek. 

And  tum*d  it  to  deadly  white. 

Her  thouirhts  they  were  drear,  and  the  silent  tear 

It  filPd  her  faint  blue  eve. 
As  oft  she  heard,  in  Fancy's  ear. 

Her  Bertrand  M  dying  sigh. 

Her  Rertrand  was  the  bravest  youth 

Of  all  our  good  King's  men. 
And  he  was  gone  to  the  Holy  Land 

To  fight  the  Saracen. 

And  many  a  month  had  pass'd  away. 

And  many  a  rolling  year, 
But  nothinit  the  maid  from  Palestine 

Could  of  her  lover  hear. 

Full  ofl  i^e  vainly  tried  to  pierce 

The  Ocean's  misty  fiice ; 
Full  ofl  she  thought  her  lover's  bark 

She  on  the  wave  could  trace. 

A'J  every  night  she  placed  a  light 

In  the  hii^h  rock's  lonely  tower, 
T  •  gtiide  her  lover  to  the  land. 

Should  the  murky  tempest  lower. 

But  now  despair  had  seized  her  breast. 

And  sunken  in  her  eye : 
-  Oh  f  tell  me  but  if  Bertrand  live, 

And  I  in  (leare  will  die." 

She  wantler'd  o'er  the  lonely  shore. 

The  Curlew  screnm'd  obove, 
&A  heard  the  scream  with  a  sickening  heart 
^^  Much  boding  of  her  love. 

Vet  still  she  kept  her  lonely  way, 

And  this  was  all  her  cry, 
«0h.  tell  me  but  if  Bertrand  live. 

And  I  in  peace  shall  die." 

And  now  she  came  to  a  horrible  rifl. 

All  in  the  rock's  hard  side, 
A  bleak  and  blasted  oek  o'enipread 

The  cavern  yawning  wide. 
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And  pendent  from  ita  dismal  top 
The  deadly  nightshade  hung; 

The  hemlock  and  the  aconite 

Across  the  mouth  wera  flung. 

And  all  within  was  dark  and  drear, 

And  all  without  was  calm ; 
Tet  Gondoline  enter'd,  her  soul  upheld 

By  some  deep-working  charm. 

And  as  she  enter'd  the  cavern  wide. 
The  moonbeam  gleamed  pale. 

And  she  saw  a  snake  on  the  craggy  rock 
It  clung  by  its  slimy  tail. 

Her  foot  it  slipp'd,  and  she  stood  agfaaal. 

She  trod  on  a  bloated  toad ; 
Tet,  still  upheld  by  the  secret  chaim. 

She  kept  upon  her  road. 

And  now  upon  her  frozen  ear 

Mysterious  sounds  arose ; 
So,  on  the  mountain's  piny  top, 

The  blustering  north  wind  blowa. 

Then  furious  peals  of  laughter  load 

Were  heard  with  thundering  aound. 

Till  they  died  away  in  soft  decay. 
Low  whispering  o'er  the  ground. 

Yet  still  the  maiden  onward  went, 

7*he  charm  yet  onward  led. 
Though  each  big  glaring  ball  of  sight 

Seem'd  bursting  from  her  head. 

But  now  a  pale  blue  light  she  saw. 

It  from  a  distance  came. 
She  fhllow'd,  till  upon  her  sight. 

Burst  full  a  flood  of  flame. 

She  stood  appall'd  ;  yet  still  the  charm 

Upheld  her  sinking  soul ; 
Yet  each  bent  knee  the  other  smote. 

And  each  wild  eye  did  rolL 

And  such  a  sight  as  she  saw  there. 

No  mortal  saw  before. 
And  such  a  sight  as  she  saw  there. 

No  mortal  shall  see  more. 

A  burning  caldron  stood  in  the  midst. 
The  flame  was  fierce  and  high. 

And  all  the  cave  so  wide  and  long 
Was  plainly  seen  thereby. 

And  round  about  the  caldron  stout 
Twelve  wilher'd  witches  stood; 

Their  waiHts  were  bound  with  living  makes 
And  their  hair  was  stifl*  with  blood. 

Their  hands  were  gory  too ;  and  red 
And  fiercely  flamed  their  eyes. 

And  they  were  muttering  indistinct 
Their  hellish  mysteries. 

And  suddenly  they  join'd  their  hands. 

And  uttfr'd  a  j^iwus  cry. 
And  round  about  the  caldron  stout 

They  danced  right  merrily. 
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And  now  they  itopt ;  and  Mch  pnpartd 
To  tell  what  iImi  had  done. 

Sinea  last  the  Ladjr  of  the  night 
Har  waning  eooiaa  had  ran. 

BaUad  a  loek  iiood  Ooodolma 
Tliiek  waeda  her  ftce  did  ▼oil, 
•ba  laanad  ftaifbl  fimeaider, 
To  hear  the  diaadfal  tale 


The  flrat  amae  i  She  aaid  ahe'd 
Rare  apoit  ainee  the  Mind  cat 

ttf^d  bean  to  aea  in  a  leakf  aieve. 
And  a  jorial  stonn  had  biew'd. 


eaird  amond  the  winged  winda» 
And  raiaed  a  devUiih  rant ; 
And  ahe  langh'd  ao  krad,  the  peak  wain  haavi 
Foil  fifteen  leaguea  abont. 

She  aaid  there  waa  a  little  baili 

Upon  the  roaring  waTO, 
And  diera  waa  a  woman  there  who'd  beaa 

To  aae  har  hoahand*!  grave. 

Ami  ibe  bad  got  a  child  in  h^  nnw^ 

If  WW  bar  only  ehild. 
Aad  oft  italittle  inliint  pranka 

Her  heaTf  heart  beguiled. 

Aad  diere  waa  too,  in  that  Mine  bark* 

A  &ther  and  hit  ion ; 
The  lad  waa  aicUf ,  and  the  aire 

Waa  f^  and  vma-begoQo. 

And  when  the  tempeat  wated  ttroog. 

And  the  bark  could  no  more  it  'bide, 
She  Mid  it  was  jovial  fun  to  hear 

How  the  poor  devils  cried. 

The  mother  claap'd  her  orphan  child 

Unto  her  breast,  and  wept ; 
And  sweetly  folded  in  her  arms. 

The  careless  baby  slept. 

And  she  told  how,  in  the  shape  o'  the  wind. 

As  manfully  it  roar'd, 
8he  twisted  her  hand  in  the  infant's  hair 

And  threw  it  overboard. 

And  to  have  seen  the  mother's  panga 

T  was  a  glorious  sight  to  see ; 
The  crow  could  scarcely  hold  her  down 

From  jumping  in  the 


The  hag  held  a  lock  of  the  hair  in  bar  hand. 

And  it  was  soft  and  fitir : 
h  most  have  been  a  lovely  child. 

To  have  had  such  lovely  hair. 

4nd  she  said,  the  father  in  hia  arma 

He  held  his  sickly  son, 
4nd  his  dying  throes,  they  fast  arooa^ 

His  pains  were  nearly  done. 

And  she  throttled  the  youLi  with  her  sinewy  hnndi, 

And  hia  fuce  grew  deadly  blue: 
ind  his  father  ho  tore  his  thin  grey  hair. 

And  kMed  the  Uvid  hue^ 


And  tbcn  riM  told,  bow  riM  band  •  hate 
In  tbn  hark,  and  il  fift'd  nw^t 

And  ^t  WW  fare  to  bear,  bow 
And  awM  did  row  and  pny. 


The  man  and  wboMBi  tbey 

llie  Milon  their  atringtb  did  nijgei 

Bnt  the  biUowa  that  beat  weraibeirwiBdhnriiwl 
And  the  winds  song  their  fimanl 

She  threw  the  faiiBnt*k  hair  m  ihe  fb% 

The  rad  flame  flamed  high. 
And  round  about  the  oaldronsiout 

They  danced  light 


llie  aeoood  begun :  She  Mid  ahe  had  dn«e 
llw  taak  that  Qneen  Heoaia  bnd  aw 

And  that  the  deviU  the  &ther  ef  eril. 
Had  never  noeomplish'd  a  bettai; 

She  Mid.  there  ww  an  aged  woman, 
And  she  had  a  daughter  lair. 

Whose  evtt  habin  fdl'd  her  heart 
With  fluamy  and 


The  daughter  had  a  paramoor, 

A  wicked  man  ww  be. 
And  oft  the  woman  him  i^iwi 

Did  mnrmnr  grievously. 

And  the  hag  had  woik'd  the  dangbSar  up 

To  murder  ber  old  aMtber, 
That  then  ahe  might  eeiw  en  afl  bar  faudi 

And  wanton  wi|h  her  Infer. 

And  one  night  w  the  old  woman 

Was  sick  and  ill  in  bed. 
And  pondering  sorely  on  the  life 

Iler  wicked  daughter  led, 

She  heard  her  footstep  on  the  floor. 
And  she  raised  her  pallid  head. 

And  she  saw  her  daughter,  with  a  knile. 
Approaching  to  her  bed. 

AimI  Mid,  My  child.  I  'm  veiy  ill« 

I  have  not  long  to  live. 
Now  kiss  my  cheek,  that  ere  I  die 

Thy  sins  I  may  forgive. 


And  the  murderess  bent  to  kisa  her  cheek. 

And  she  lifU)d  the  sharp  bright  knife. 
And  the  mother  mw  her  full  intent. 

And  hard  she  begg'd  for  life. 

But  prayen  would  nothing  her  avail. 

And  she  scream'd  aloud  with  fear. 
But  the  houM  was  lone,  and  the  piercinf 

Could  reach  no  human  ear. 

And  though  that  she  was  sick  and  old. 
She  straggled  hard  and  Ibo^t ; 

The  murderess  cut  three  fingers  throogb 
Ere  she  could  reach  her  threat 

And  the  hag  she  held  the  fbigen  np^ 
The  skin  wos  mangled  sore. 

And  they  all  agreed,  a  nobler  deed 
Ww  never  done  befiiin. 
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And  the  threw  tbe  fingera  in  the  fire, 
The  red  flame  flamed  high. 

And  round  about  the  caldron  ttoat 
They  danced  right  merrily. 

The  third  arose :  Sie  said  the  *d  been 

To  Holy  Paleatine ; 
And  seen  more  blood  in  one  short  day. 

Than  they  had  all  leen  in  nine. 

Now  Gondoline,  with  fearful  ttepa. 

Drew  nearer  to  the  flame. 
For  much  she  dreaded  now  to  hear 

Iler  haplen  lover't  name. 

Hm  hag  related  then  the  tporta 

Of  that  eventful  day, 
When  on  the  well-contested  field 

Full  fifloen  thousand  lay. 

She  said  that  she  in  human  gore 
Above  the  knees  did  wade. 

And  that  no  tongue  could  truly  tell 
The  tricks  she  there  had  play*d. 

There  was  a  gallant-featured  youth. 

Who  like  a  hero  fought ; 
lie  kisB'd  a  bracelet  on  h^  wrist. 

And  every  danger  sought. 

And  in  a  vosaaVs  garb  disguised, 

Unto  the  knight  she  sues. 
And  tells  him  she  from  Britain  comet. 

And  brings  unwelcome  news. 

That  three  days  ere  she  had  embark'd, 
Hts  love  had  given  her  hand 

Unto  a  wealthy  Thane,  and  thought 
Him  dead  in  holy  land. 

AimI  to  have  seen  how  he  did  writhe 
When  this  her  tale  she  told. 

It  would  have  made  h  wizard's  blood 
Within  his  heart  run  cold. 

Then  fierce  he  spurr'd  his  warrior  steed. 
And  sought  the  bottle's  bed  : 

And  soon,  all  mangled  o'or  with  wounds, 
lie  €m  the  cold  turf  bled. 

And  from  his  smoking  corse  she  tore 
His  head,  half  clove  in  two, — 

She  ceased,  and  from  beneath  her  garb 
The  bloody  trophy  drew. 

The  eyes  were  starting  from  their  socks. 
The  mouth  it  ghastly  grinn'd. 

And  there  uas  a  gosh  across  the  brow, 
The  scalp  was  nearly  skinn'd. 


BcRTB  ANn's  Head!  !  With  a  terrible aercam, 
The  maiden  gave  a  spring. 
And  from  her  fearful  hiding-place 
She  fell  into  the  ring. 

rhe  lights  they  fled — the  caMroa  sunk. 

Deep  thunders  shook  the  dome. 
And  hollow  peals  of  bughter  came 

Raaotuiding  through  the  gloom. 


Insensible  the  maiden  lay 

Upon  the  hellish  ground, 
And  still  mysterious  sounds  were  heard 

At  intervals  around. 

She  woke— she  half  aroser— and  wild. 

She  cast  a  horrid  glare : 
The  sounds  had  ceased,  the  lighla  bad  fled 

And  all  was  stillneis  there. 

And  through  an  awning  in  the  rock. 

The  moon  it  sweetly  shone. 
And  show'd  a  river  in  the  cave 

Which  dismally  did  moan. 

The  stream  was  black,  it  sounded  deep^ 
As  it  rush'd  the  rocks  between, 

It  ofler'd  well,  for  madness  fired 
The  breast  of  Condoling 

She  plunged  in,  the  torrent  moan*d 
With  its  accuslom'd  sound. 

And  boUow  peals  of  laughter  loud 
Again  rebellowed  round. 

The  maid  was  seen  no  more. — But  oft 
Her  ghost  is  known  to  glide. 

At  midnight's  silent  solemn  hour. 
Along  the  ocean's  side. 


LINES 

WRITTEN  CM  A  StJETEY  OF  TIIB  HEATENl,  IN  TBI 
MORNING  BEFORE  OAT-BREAK. 

Ye  many  twinkling  stars,  who  yet  do  hold 

Your  brilliant  places  in  the  sofa4e  vault 

Of  night's  dominions ! — Planets,  and  central  orhB 

Of  other  systems ; — big  as  the  burning  sun 

Which  lights  this  nether  globe, — ^yet  to  our  ey* 

Small  as  the  glow* worm's  lamp !— To  you  I  raise 

My  lowly  orisons,  while,  all  bewilder'd. 

My  vision  strays  o'er  your  etherial  hosts ; 

Too  vast,  too  boundless  for  our  narrow  mind, 

Warp'd  with  low  prejudices,  to  unfold. 

And  sagely  comprehend,  thence  higher  soaring. 

Through  ye  I  raise  my  solemn  thoughts  to  Him, 

The  mighty  Founder  of  this  wondrous  roaae. 

The  great  Creator !  Him !  who  now  sublime. 

Wrapt  in  the  solitary  aropUtude 

Of  boundless  spoce,  above  the  rolling  sphere 

Sits  on  his  silent  throne,  and  meditates. 

The  angelic  hosts,  m  their  inferior  Heaven, 
Hymn  tu  the  golden  harps  his  praise  sublime. 
Repeating:  loud.  '*The  Ix>rd  our  God  is  great!** 
In  varied  harmonics. — ^The  glorious  sounds 
Roll  o'er  the  air  serene. — The  iEoIiun  spheres. 
Harping  along  their  viewless  boundaries 
Catch  the  full  note,  and  cry,  **  The  Lord  is  great  !** 
Responding  to  the  Seraphim. — 0*er  all. 
From  orb  to  orb,  to  the  remotest  verge 
Of  the  created  world,  the  sound  is  borne. 
Till  the  whole  universe  is  full  of  Hul 

Oh !  *t  is  this  heavenly  harmony  which  now 
In  fiuicy  strikes  upon  my  listening  ear, 
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And  thriUi  mj  inmoit  loaL^  It  bidi  me  wnBm 
On  the  vain  world,  and  all  its  bustling  earea. 
And  give*  a  thadowy  glimpae  of  future  bUib 
Oh !  what  if  man.  vthloi  at  ambitaop*a  height, 
What  even  are  kingi,  when  balanced  in  the  Male 
Of  theae  ttapendoua  workls !  Abaighlj  God! 
Tlwa,  the  dread  Author  of  these  wondfoos  woila! 
8qrt  cuMt  Thou  caat  on  me,  poor  passing  woni. 
One  look  of  kind  benevolence ?— Thoa  can*8t; 
For  Thou  art  full  of  univeml  love, 
And  in  thy  boandleai  goodness  wilt  impart 
Thy  beams  as  well  id  me  as  to  the  proud. 
The  pageant  inaeeis  of  •  glittering  hoar. 

Oh!  when  reflecting  on  these  truths  sublime. 
How  inagnificant  do  all  the  joys, 
The  gau^  and  honon  of  the  woiid  appear! 
How  vain  ambition  }<*-Why-  has  my  wakefol  lamp 
Ootwateh'd  the  slow-paced  nightT— Why  on  the  page* 
TIm  schoohnan*s  labor'd  page,  have  ^  emp&oy*d 
Tim  horn  devoted  by  the  world  to  rest. 
And  needfol  id  recruit  exhausted  nature  ? 
Say,  can  the  voice  of  narrow  Fame  repay 
The  km  of  health  ?  or  can  the  hope  of  gloiy 
Loud  a  new  throb  unto  my  languid  heart. 
Gold,  even  now,  my  leverbh  aching  brow. 
Relume  the  fires  of  this  dcepeunken  eye. 
Or  paint  new  oolors  on  this  pallid  cheek? 


Say,  foolish  one— can  that  unbodied  fiime. 
For  which  thou  barterost  health  and  happiness, 
8ay,  can  it  soothe  the  slumben  of  the  gmve  ? 
Give  a  new  aest  to  bliss,  or  chase  the  pangs 
Of  everlaating  poniriiment  condign  f 
Alas !  how  vain  are  mortal  man's  desires ! 
How  fruitleM  his  purauits !  Eternal  God ! 
Guide  thou  my  footsteps  in  the  way  of  truth, 
And  oh !  assist  me  so  to  live  on  earth, 
rhat  I  may  die  in  peace,  and  claim  a  place 
In  thy  high  dwelling. — All  but  thu  is  folly. 
The  vain  illusions  of  deceitful  life. 


LINES, 

SUPPOSED  TO  BE  SPOKEN  BY  A  IX>VER  AT  THE 
GRAVE  OP  HIS  MISTRESS. 

OCCASIONKD  BY  A  SrTUATlGN  IN  A  ROMAJfCK. 

Mart,  the  moon  is  sleeping  on  thy  grave. 

And  on  the  turf  thy  lover  sad  ii  kneeling. 

The  big  tear  in  his  eye. — Mary,  avi-ako, 

F'rom  ihy  dark  house  arise,  and  bless  Iiis  sight 

Cm  the  pale  moonbeam  gliding.   Soft,  and  low. 

Pour  on  the  silver  ear  of  night  thy  tale. 

Thy  whisper'd  tale  of  comfort  and  of  love, 

7o  soothe  thy  £d>^'ard*s  lorn,  distracted  soul. 

And  cheer  his  breaking  heart — Come,  as  thou  didst. 

When  o'er  the  barren  moors  the  nij^ht'Wind  howl'd. 

And  the  deep  thunders  shook  the  ebon  throne 

Of  the  siartlni  night, — Oh !  then,  as  lone  reclining, 

I  iisten'd  sadly  to  the  dismal  storm, 

l*ho!i  on  the  lambent  lightnings  wild  careering 

Didst  strike  my  moody  eye ;— dead  pole  Ihou  wert. 

Yet  iKuwing  lovely. — Tlion  didst  smile  upon  me, 

And.  oh !  thy  voice  it  mse  so  musical. 

Bet  wilt  the  hollow  pauses  of  the  storm. 


That  at  the  sound  the  wmds  foifal  to  mw^ 
And  the  stem  demon  of  the  tempcat,  ehnm'd. 
Sank  on  his  rocking  throne  to  siUl  rapnasL 
Lock'd  in  the  anas  of  ailenoa. 

Spirit  oTlMr! 
My  only  love! — O!  now  agam  aiiM, 
And  let  once  more  thia/fXky  neoeals  ftll 
SoA  on  my  listening  ear.'  The  night  ■  enim. 
The  gloomy  wiltows  wave  in  sinking  cadcom 
With  the  stream  that  sweeps  below.  Oi  vinelj  awaUk^ 
Oi  the  still  air,  the  dislnnt  waterfall 
Mingles  its  melody  ^— and,  high  above^ 
The  pensive  empress  of  the  solemn  njgh^ 
Fitful,  emetging  finm  the  rapid  clouds, 
Shows  her  chaste  fore  in  the  meridian  sky. 
No  wicked  elves  upon  the  WariotA-kmcB 
Dare  now  assemble  at  their  mystic  revels; 
It  is  a  night,  when  from  their  primroan  bad^ 
The  gentle  ghosts  of  injured  innocents 
Are  known  lo  riae  and  wanderon  the 
Or  take  their  stand  fay  the  oppressof^e 
And  strike  grim  terror  ip  his  guilty  sodL 
The  spirit  of  my  love  niiglu  now  awnksb 
And  hold  its  custom'd  converM. 

Mnyt  lo! 
Hiy  Edward  kneels  npim  thy  verdant  gmwm. 
And  calls  upon  thy  nanie^— The  fameaa  that  hlai«i 
On  his  wan  cheek  will  aoon  sweep  over  hoa 
In  solemn  music,  a  funereal  dirge. 
Wild  and  most  sorrowful. — His  cheelk  is  pnbi 
The  worm  that  play'd  upon  thy  yooihlul  bloo^ 
It  canker'd  green  on  Us^Now  lost  he  Unod^ 
The  ghost  of  what  be  W88,  and  the  cold  dew 
Which  bathes  his  aching  temples  givea  anie  cbm 
Of  speedy  dissolutionv-^— Mary,  soon 
Thy  love  will  lay  his  pallid  cheek  to  thine. 
And  sweetly  will  he  sleep  with  thee  in  death. 


MY  STUDY. 

A  LETTKE  IN  HUDIIRASTIO 

You  bid  me,  Ned,  describe  tlie  place 
Where  I,  one  of  the  rhyming  race. 
Pursue  my  studios  can  amore. 
And  u-anton  with  the  Muse  in  gk»y 
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Well,  figure  to  3roor  senses  straight 

Upon  the  house's  topmost  height, 

A  closet,  just  six  feet  by  four. 

With  whitc-wash*d  vnik  and  plastet 

So  nobly  large,  *t  is  scarcely  able 

To  admit  a  single  chair  and  table ; 

And  (lest  the  Muse  should  die  with  eeMi 

A  smoky  grate  my  fire  to  hold. 

So  wondrous  small,  *t  would  much  it 

To  melt  the  ice-drop  on  one's  nose ; 

And  yet  so  big.  it  covers  o'er 

Full  half  the  spacious  room  and 

A  window  vainly  stufl^d  about. 
To  keep  November's  breeises  out, 
Sn  crazy,  that  the  panes  proclaim 
That  suuii  they  mean  to  leave  the  fi 

My  furniture  I  sure  may  crack-— 
A  broken  chair  withoot  a  back ; 
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A  table  vi^tnting  just  two  legi, 

One  end  sustain'd  by  wooden  pegi ; 

A  desk— of  that  1  am  not  fervent. 

The  work  oC,  Sir,  your  humble  servant, 

fWbo,  though  I  say't,  am  no  such  fumbler); 

A  glass  decanter  and  a  tumbler, 

Frhii  which  my  night-parrh'd  throat  I  lave, 

Laiurious,  with  the  limpid  wave. 

A  cheat  of  drawers,  in  antique  sections, 

And  saw*d  by  me  in  all  directions ; 

So  small,  Sir,  that  whoever  views  'em 

Swears  nothing  but  a  doll  could  use  'em. 

To  these,  if  you  will  add  a  store 

Of  oddities  upon  the  floor, 

A  pair  of  globes,  electric  balls. 

Scales,  quadrants,  prisms,  and  cobblers*  awls. 

And  crowds  of  books,  on  rotten  shelves. 

Octavos,  folios,  quartos,  twelves ; 

I  think,  dear  Ned,  you  curious  dog, 

You*ll  have  my  earthly  catalogue. 

But  stay, — I  nearly  had  left  out 

My  bellows,  destitute  of  snout ; 

And  on  the  walls, — Good  Heavens!  why  there 

1  *ve  kuch  a  load  of  precious  ware. 

Of  heads,  and  coins,  and  silver  medals 

And  organ  works,  and  broken  iiedals, 

(For  I  was  once  a-building  music. 

Though  soon  of  that  employ  I  grew  sick); 

And  skeletons  of  laws  which  shoot 

All  out  of  one  primordial  root ; 

That  you,  with  such  a  sight,  would  swear 

Confusion's  self  had  settled  there. 

There  stands,  just  by  a  broken  sphere, 

A  Cioero  without  an  ear, 

A  neck,  on  which,  by  logic  good, 

I  kno^  for  suro  a  head  (nice  stood ; 

But  who  it  was  the  able  master 

Had  moulded  in  the  mimic  plaster. 

Whether  't  was  Pope,  or  Coke,  or  Bum, 

I  never  yet  could  justly  learn : 

But  knowing  well,  that  any  head 

Is  made  to  answer  for  the  dead. 

(And  sculptors  first  their  (aces  frarae. 

And  aAer  pitch  upon  a  name, 

Nor  think  it  aught  of  a  misnomer 

To  christen  Chaucer's  busto  Homer, 

Because  they  both  have  beards,  which,  jrou  koow. 

Will  mark  them  well  from  Joan  and  Juno), 

For  some  great  man,  I  could  not  tell 

But  Neck  might  answer  just  as  well. 

So  perrh'd  it  up,  oil  in  a  row 

With  Chatham  and  with  Cicero. 

Then  all  around,  in  just  degree, 
A  range  of  portraits  you  may  see 
Of  mighty  men.  and  eke  of  women, 
Who  are  no  whit  inferior  to  men. 

With  these  fair  dames,  and  heroes  round, 

I  call  my  garret  classic  ground. 

For  though  confined,  't  will  well  contain 

The  i<leal  flights  of  Madam  Brain. 

No  dungeon's  walls,  no  cell  confined. 

Can  cramp  the  energies  of  mind ! 

Thus,  though  my  heart  may  seem  so  small 

I  *ve  friends,  and  *t  will  contain  them  all ; 
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And  should  it  e'er  become  so  cold 
That  these  it  will  no  longer  hold, 
No  more  may  Heaven  her  blessings  give, 
I  shall  not  then  be  fit  to  live. 


TO  AN  EARLY,  PRIMROSE. 

Mild  ofi&pring  of  a  dark  and  sullen  sire ! 
Whose  modest  form,  so  delicately  fine, 

Was  nursed  in  whirling  storms. 

And  cradled  in  the  winds. 

Thee,  when  young  Spring  first  questioa'd  Winiaff^a 

sway. 
And  dared  the  snirdy  blusterer  to  the  fight. 

Thee  on  this  bank  he  threw 

To  mark  his  victory. 

In  this  low  vale  the  promise  of  the  year. 
Serene  thou  openest  to  the  nipping  gala, 

Unnoticed  and  alone. 

Thy  tender  elegance. 

So  virtue  blooms,  brought  forth  amid  the  wtamm 
Of  chill  adversity :  in  some  lone  walk 

Of  life  she  rears  her  head, 

Obscure  and  unobserved ; 

While  every  bleaching  breese  that  on  her  blowi 
Chastens  her  spotless  purity  of  breast. 

And  hardens  her  to  bear 

Serene  the  ills  of  life. 


SONNET. 

TO   THE   RIVEE   TRENT. — WRITTEN   CM   RSCOVXtT 
FROM   SICKNESS. 

Once  more,  oh  Trent  !  along  thy  pebbly  marfa 

A  pensive  invalid,  reduced  and  pale. 
From  the  close  sick>room  newly  let  at  larga. 

Wooes  to  his  wan-worn  cheek  the  pleasant  gala 
O!  to  his  ear  how  musical  the  tale 

Which  fills  with  joy  the  throstle's  little 
And  all  the  sounds  which  on  the  frerii 

How  wildly  novel  on  his  senses  ffoat! 
It  was  on  this  that,  many  a  sleepless  night. 

As,  lone,  he  watch 'd  the  taper's  sickly  gU 
And  at  his  casement  heard,  with  wild  affright. 

The  owl's  dull  wing  and  melancholy  scream. 
On  this  he  thought,  this,  this,  his  sole  deaira. 
Thus  once  again  to  hear  the  warbling  woodland  dwif 


SONNET. 


Give  me  a  cottage  on  some  Cambrian  wild. 

Where,  fiir  from  cities.  I  may  spend  my  days. 
And,  by  the  beauties  of  the  scerM»  beguiled 

May  pity  man's  pursuits,  and  shun  his  waya. 
While  on  the  rock  I  mark  the  browsing  goat. 

List  to  the  mountain>lorrent's  distant  noisa 
Or  the  hoarse  bittern's  solitary  note, 

I  shall  not  want  the  world's  delusive  joys , 
But  with  my  little  scrip,  my  book,  my  lyre. 

Shall  think  my  fot  complete,  nor  covet  mor« , 
And  when,  with  time,  shall  wane  »he  vital  fii«. 

1 11  raise  my  pilk>w  on  the  dasert  sboia 
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And  lay  me  down  to  rest  where  the  wild  wave 
Shall  make  tweet  music  o*er  my  lonely  grave. 


SONNET. 


•orrosKD  TO  have  been  addressed  bt  a  female 

LUNATIC  TO  A  LADY. 

Ladt,  thoa  weepest  for  the  maniac's  woe. 

And  thoa  art  fair,  and  thou,  like  me,  art  yoimg : 
Oh !  may  thy  bosom  never,  never  know 

The  pangs  with  which  my  wretched  heart  is  wrung. 
I  bad  a  mother  once, — a  brother  too — 

(Beneath  yon  yew  my  father  rests  his  head :) 
I  had  a  lover  once,— and  kind  and  true, 

Bat  mother,  brother,  lover,  all  are  fled ! 
Vet,  whence  the  tear  which  dims  thy  lovely  eye  ? 

Oh !  gentle  lady — ^not  for  me  thus  weep. 
The  green  tod  soon  upon  my  breast  will  lie. 

And  toft  and  lound  will  be  my  peaceful  sleep. 
Go  thou  and  pluck  the  roses  while  th  y  bloom — 

My  hopes  lie  buried  in  the  silent  tomb. 


SONNET. 


•tFTPOSBD  TO  BE  WRITTEN  BY  THE  UNHAPPY  POET, 
DERMODT,  IN  A  STORM,  WHILE  ON  BOARD  A  BHIP 
111  HIS  majesty's  SERVICE. 

Lo !  o'er  the  welkin  the  tempestuous  clouds 
Succetsive  fly,  and  the  loud-piping  wind 

Rockt  the  poor  sea-boy  on  the  dripping  shrouds ; 
While  the  pale  pilot,  o'er  the  helm  reclined, 

Lbts  to  the  changeful  storm,  and  ns  he  plies 
His  wakeful  task,  he  oft  belhinkfl  him  9nd, 
Of  wife,  and  litllo  home,  and  chubby  lad. 

And  the  half-strangled  tear  bedews  his  eyes. 

1,  on  the  deck,  musing  on  themes  forlorn. 

View  the  drear  tempest,  and  ihe  ya\Miing  deep. 
Nought  dreading  in  the  green  sea's  caves  to  sleep; 

For  not  for  me  shall  wife  or  children  mourn. 

And  the  wild  winds  shall  ring  my  funeral  knell. 

Sweetly,  as  solemn  peal  of  pious  passing-belL 


SONNET. 
THE  WINTER  TRAVELLER. 

God  help  thee.  Traveller  I  on  thy  journey  far; 
The  wind  i«  bitter  keen, — ihe  snow  o'crlays 
The  hidden  pils.  and  danjrerous  hollow  ways, 
And  darkness  will  involve  thee. — No  kind  star 
'J'o-night  will  guide  ihee,  Travollor, — and  the  war 
Of  winds  and  elomonts  on  thy  head  will  break, 
And  in  thy  agonizing  ear  the  shriek 
Of  spirit*  now  ling  on  their  stormy  car, 
Will  often  ring  apjxilling — I  portend 

A  dismal  night — and  on  my  wakeful  bed 
Thoughts,  Traveller,  of  thco,  will  fill  my  head. 
And  him  who  rides  where  winda  and  waves  contend, 
And  strives,  nnle  cradled  on  the  seas,  to  gtiide 
His  lonely  bark  through  the  tempestuous  tide. 


1  Titii  UuatoiTitin  had  its  ri«c  from  nn  c]f>frant  Sonnet,  "oc- 
fmo'ibA  bf  feeing  a  roung  Femiik  Lunatic,"  written  bj  Bits. 
LoflV.  snd  pobJiahed  i»  thf>  Muolhly  Mirror 


SONNET. 
BY  CAPEL  LOFFT.  ESO. 


Tbif  Sonnet  was  addresMd  to  ths  Author  of  this  Vohmn,  lai 
was  oGcaaioned  br  sereral  littla  Qoatorzaina,  tmmmomteni 
Sonoeta.  which  he  published  in  the  Mooihly  Mirror.  He  begs 
teave  to  return  his  thanks  to  the  much-rotpeeted  writer,  far 
the  permiaston  ao  politely  granted  to  insert  it  here,  and  far  Ihs 
good  opinion  he  has  been  pleaaed  toexpreasof  hiaprodi 


Te,  whose  aspirings  court  the  muse  of  lays, 
**  Severest  of  those  orders  which  belong. 
Distinct  and  separate,  to  Delphic  acmg,'* 
Why  shun  the  Sonnet's  undulating  maze  t 
And  why  its  name,  boast  of  Petrarchian  days. 

Assume,  its  rules  disown'd  t  whom  from  the  throng 
The  muse  selects,  their  ear  me  charm  obey 
Of  iu  full  harmony : — they  fear  to  wrong 
The  Sonnet,  by  adorning  with  a  name 

Of  that  distinguish'd  import,  lays,  though  sweet, 
Yet  not  in  magic  texture  taught  to  me^ 
Of  that  so  varied  and  pecuUar  frame. 
O  think !  to  vindicate  its  genuine  praise 
Those  it  beseems,  whose  Lyre  a  fitvoring  infiidii 
sways. 


SONNET. 

R SCANT ATOItr,   IN   tSPLT   TO    THE   FOft BOOCCfl 
ELEGANT   ADMONITION. 

Let  the  sublimer  muse,  who,  wrapt  in  night. 
Rides  on  the  raven  pennons  of  the  storm. 
Or  o'er  the  field,  with  purple  havoc  warm. 
Lashes  her  steeds,  and  sings  along  the  fight. 
Let  her,  whom  more  ferocious  strains  delight. 
Disdain  the  plaintive  Sonnet's  little  form. 
And  scorn  lo  its  wild  cadence  to  conform 
The  impetuous  tenor  of  her  hardy  flight 
But  me,  far  lowest  of  the  cylvan  train. 

Who  wake  the  wood-nymphs  from  the  forest  shad* 
With  wildest  song ; — Me,  much  behoves  thy  aid 
Of  mingled  melody  lo  grace  my  strain. 
And  give  it  power  to  please,  as  soft  it  flows 
Through  the  smooth  murmurs  of  thy  frequent  clost 


SONNET. 

ON  IIEARINQ  THE  SOl'XM  OF  AN  .COLIAN  HAEP 

So  ravishingly  soH  upon  the  tide 
Of  the  infuriate  gust  it  did  '^reer. 
It  might  have  soothed  its  nigge<l  chartoteeft 

And  sunk  him  to  a  zephyr; — then  it  died. 

Melting  in  melody  : — and  I  do«crie<l. 

Borne  to  Komc  wizard  stream,  the  form  appear 
Of  Dniid  sage,  u  ho  on  the  far-oflf  ear 

Pour'd  his  lone  song,  to  which  the  surge  replied- 

Or  thought  I  heanl  the  haplet«  pilgrim's  knelU 
liOHt  in  some  wild  enchanted  forest's  bounds. 
By  unseen  Ix^ings  sung ;  or  are  these  sounds 

Such,  as  't  is  said,  at  night  are  known  to  swell 

By  startled  t-hepherd  on  the  lonely  heath. 

Keeping  his  uight-watch  sad,  portending  death  7 
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SONNET. 

What  art  thou,  Mightt  One!  and  where  thy  teat 7 
Thou  brood««t  on  the  calm  that  cheera  the  laada. 
And  thou  dost  bear  within  thine  awful  handa 

The  roUing  thunders  and  the  lightnings  fleet ; 

Stem  on  thy  dark-wrought  car  of  cloud  and  wind. 
Thou  guideflt  the  northern  tlorm  at  night'a  dead 

noon, 
Or  on  the  red  wing  of  the  fierce  MonaooD, 

Disturb'tt  the  sleeping  giant  of  the  Ind. 

In  the  drear  silence  of  the  polar  span 
Doat  thoii  repose  ?  or  in  the  solitude 

Of  Riltry  tracts,  where  the  lone  caravan 
Hears  nightly  howl  the  tiger's  hungry  brood  f 

Vam  thought !  the  confinee  of  his  throne  to  trace, 

Who  glow*  through  all  the  fields  of  boundless  space. 


A  BALLAD. 


Bk  hush'd,  be  bush'd,  ye  bitter  winds! 

Ye  pelting  rainii,  a  little  rest ; 
Lie  atill,  lie  still,  yo  busy  thoughts. 

That  wring  ^ith  grief  my  aching  breast 


Oh !  cruel  was  my  fiuthless  love. 
To  triumph  o'er  an  artless  maid ; 

Oh !  cruel  was  my  fiiithlera  love. 
To  leave  the  breast  by  him  betray'd. 

When  exiled  from  my  native  home, 
Ue  should  have  wiped  the  bitter  tear; 

Nor  left  me  faint  and  lone  to  roam, 
A  hean^ck,  weary  wand'rer  here. 

My  child  moans  sadly  in  my  arms. 
The  winds  thoy  will  nol  let  it  sleep : 

Ah,  Uttle  knovs-s  the  hapless  babe 
What  makes  its  wretched  mother  weep! 


Now  lie  thee  still,  my  infant  dear, 
1  cannot  bear  thy  sobs  to  see. 

Harsh  ia  thy  fiither,  little  one. 
And  never  will  he  shelter  thee. 

Oh,  that  I  were  but  in  my  grave, 

And  winda  were  piping  o'er  me  loud. 

And  thou,  my  poor,  my  orphan  babe, 
Wert  nestling  in  thy  mother's  shroud! 


THE  LULLABY 

or  A  riM AUC  CONVICT  TO  HER  CHILD,  THE  NIGHT 
PREVlOUa  TO  EXECUTION. 

Sleep,  Baby  mine,'  enkerchie(\  on  my  bosom. 
Thy  cries  they  pierce  again  my  bleeding  breaat ; 

Sleep,  Baby  mine,  not  long  thou'lt  have  a  mother 
To  lull  thee  fondly  in  her  arms  to  reat. 

Baby,  why  dost  thou  keep  this  sad  complaining. 
Long  from  mine  eyes  have  kindly  slumbers  fled{ 

Hush.  hush,  my  babe,  the  night  is  quickly  waning. 
And  I  would  fain  compose  my  aching  head. 

Pbor  wayward  wretch!  and  who  will  heed  thy  weej^ 
ing. 

When  soon  an  outcast  on  the  world  thoult  be  f 
Who  then  will  soothe  thee,  when  thy  mother's  aleeping 

In  her  low  grave  of  shame  and  infamy  f 

Sleep,  baby  mine — ^To>morrow  I  must  leave  thee. 
And  I  would  snatch  an  interval  of  rest : 

Sleep  these  last  nMHuents,  ere  the  laws  bereave  thee, 
For  never  more  thou  'It  press  a  mother's  breast. 


1  Sir  Philip  Sdoer  has  a  poom  beginninff,  "fiBoep,  baby 


^oems  of  »  later  Sate* 


EXTEMPORANEOUS  VERSES. 


tmm  were  compoMid  extempore  mmmi  afksr  tb«  paMtea- 
of  **Cbftt>n  Grove,"  io  ihe  prewooe  of  an  aeqoakiUUKe 
wbodooblad  the  autbor'i  abibiy  to  write  poetry. 


Thou  baae  repiner  at  another's  joy, 

Whoae  e>'e  turns  green  at  merit  not  thine  own. 
Oh,  iar  away  from  generous  Britons  fly. 
And  find  in  meaner  climes  a  fitter  throne. 
Away,  away ;  it  shall  not  be, 
lliou  shalt  not  dare  defile  our  plains ; 
The  truly  genorotia  heart  disdains 
Thy  meaner,  lowlier  fircn,  while  he 
loyi  at  another's  joy.  aild  amiles  at  othera'  jollity. 

Triumphant  monster!  though  thy  schemea  auoceed; 
hud  in  Acheron,  the  brood  of  night, 


Yet,  but  a  little  while,  and  nobly  freed. 

Thy  happy  victim  will  emerge  to  light; 
When  o'er  his  head  in  silence  that  repooes 

Some  kindred  soul  shall  come  to  drop  a  tear, 
Then  will  hia  last  cold  pillow  turn  to  roaca. 

Which  thou  liadat  planted  with  the  thorn  severe { 
Then  will  thy  baseness  stand  confest,  and  all 

Will  curse  the  ungen'roiis  fate,  that  bade  a  Poet  iail 

•         •         •         •         • 

Yet,  ah !  thy  arrou-s  are  too  keen,  too  sore : 

Couldst  thou  not  pitch  upon  another  prey  f 
Alas!  in  robbing  him  thou  robb'at  the  poor, 

Who  only  boast  what  thou  v^tMiidst  take  away 
See  the  lorn  Bard  at  midnight-aiudy  aitting. 

O'er  his  pale  features  streams  his  dying  lamp ; 
While  o'er  fond  Fancy's  {lale  perspective  flittin§ 

Successive  forms  their  fleet  ideas  stamp. 
Yet  say,  is  bliss  upon  his  brow  imi>rest  ? 

Doee  jocund  Health  in  thought's  siill  manaion  Uveff 
Lo,  the  coM  dews  that  on  his  temples  reat. 

Thai  abort  quick  sigh — their  tad  reaponaes  giTP 
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Andcamt  tfaoa  rob  a  Poet  of  hk  «mff 
SoAtch  ftom  Um  btid  hk  trivial  mead  of  pnise? 

Small  are  hk  gaina,  nor  doca  be  boU  themlongt 
Then  leave,  oh,  leave  lum  to  eqjojr  hk  laya 

While  yet  he  Uvea— for,  to  hk  meriia  joat. 
Though  fatnre  agea  join,  hk  lame  id  nke» 

Will  the  loud  trump  awake  hk  odd  miheedhfig  dott 

•  •  • 


TO  POEST. 


jmNinBD  TO  CAPBL  lom. 


.  10, 1805. 

Yn,  my  atray  atepa  have  wandered,  wandevtd  for 
From  thee,  and  long,  hearteoochiqg  Poeay! 
And  many  a  flower,  which  in  the  paming  time 
My  heart  hath  regiater'd,  nipp*d  hy  the  AiH 
Of  undeeenred  neglect,  hath  ■hrank  and  died. 
Hearfreooching  Poeay  I — though  thou  haat 
To  hover  o*er  the  many-voiced  itringa 
Of  niy  kmg  alent  Ijrre,  yet  thou  canat  atill 
Gall  the  warm  tear  firom  ita  thrice-haUow'd  oeU« 
And  with  recalled  ioMgea  of  Uia 
Warn  my  reluctant  heart— Yea,  I  would  throw. 
Once  BBore  would  throw,  a  quick  and  hurried  hand 
0*er  the  responding  chorda; — It  hath  not  otoaed  t 
It  cannot,  will  not  ceaae ;  the  heavenly  warmth 
Playa  round  my  heart,  and  mantles  o*er  niy  cheek ; 
StiU,  though  unbidden,  playa^— Fair  Poeay! 
Th»  aummer  and  the  spring,  the  wind  and.  rain. 
Sunshine  and  atorm,  with  various  inlerchange. 
Have  mark'd  full  many  a  day,  and  week,  and  month. 
Since  by  dark  wood,  or  hanJet  lar  rstired 
SpelUtrock,  with  thee  I  kiiter'd.^ — Soiteresa! 
I  cannot  burst  thy  bonds ! — It  k  but  lift 
Thy  blue  eyes  to  that  deep-bespangled  vault. 
Wreathe  thy  enchanted  tresses  round  thine  arm. 
And  mutter  some  obscure  and  charmed  rhyme. 
And  I  could  follow  thee,  on  thy  night's  work. 
Up  to  the  regions  of  thrice-chasten'd  fire, 
Or  in  the  caverns  of  the  ocean-flood, 
Thrid  the  light  mazes  of  thy  volant  foot 
Yet  other  duties  call  me,  and  mine  ear 
Must  turn  away  from  the  high  minstrelsy 
Of  thy  soul-trancing  harp,  unwillingly 
Must  turn  away ;  there  are  severer  strains 
(And  surely  they  are  sweet  as  ever  smote 
The  car  of  sfNrit,  from  this  mortal  coil 
Released  and  disembodied),  there  are  strains. 
Forbid  to  all,  save  those  whom  solemn  thought. 
Through  the  probation  of  revolving  years. 
And  mighty  convene  with  the  spirit  of  truth. 
Have  purged  and  purified. — To  these  my  soul 
'   Aspireth ;  and  to  this  suhlimer  end 
J  gird  myself,  and  climb  the  toilsome  steep 
With  patient  expectation. — Yea,  sometimes 
Foretaste  of  bliss  rewards  me ;  and  sometimea 
Spirits  unseen  upun  my  Pjotstcps  wait. 
And  minister  fetran(;e  music,  which  doth  seem 
Now  near,  now  distani,  now  on  high,  now  low. 
Then  swelling  from  all  sides,  with  bliss  complete 
And  full  fruition  filling  all  the  soul. 
(Surety  such  ministry,  though  rare,  may  soothe 
The  steep  avcent,  and  cheat  the  lossitiule 
Of  toil ;  ami  but  that  my  fond  heart 
Reverts  to  day-dreams  ^f  the  summer  gone  { 


When  by  dear  fountain,  or  embowered  hnkaa^ 

I  lay  •  Ikticas  muser,  priaing,  for 

Above  all  other  lore,  the  poet's  theme; 

But  for  such  reoollectiona,  I  could  bnra 

"Mf  stubborn  apirit  for  the  arduoua  patk 

Of  acience  imregreuing ;  /cjre  a&r 

Philosophy  upon  bar  ateepeat  hei^bt. 

And  with  bold  step,  and  resolute  attempt 

Pursue  her  to  the  innermoat  reooa. 

Where  thioned  in  light  she  sits,  tha  QnMQ«riViiA 


ODE 
AODRE8BED  TO  R.  FOBEU, 
Ob  si  list  Esgiayiaas  tnm  kb 

MioirrT  magician !  who  on  Toraeo^k  brow. 
When  sullen  tempeata  wmp  the  throoa  ef 
Art  wont  to  sit  and  catch  the  gleam  of  Nghl 

That  shoots  athwart  the  gkiom  opaque  bdow; 

And  listen  to  the  distant  death-ahrkk  kng 

From  lonely  mariner  foundering  in  &•  dM|^ 
Which  riMa  sbwiy  up  the  roclqr  etcem 

While  the  weird  sisteis  vreave  the  honid 
Or  when  along  the  liquid  aky 
Serenely  chaunt  the  orbs  on 
.  Doat  love  to  sit  in  muriog  tranes» 
And  mark  the  iwrthem  meteor'a 
(While  for  below  the  fitfol  oar 
Flings  ita  foint  pausea  eo  Ike  sleepy 
And  Ikt  the  muaic  of  the  breeae^ 
That  sweeps  by  fita  the  bending  aeaa; 
And  often  bears  with  andden  awell 
The  shipwrecked  sailor*a  funeral  kudl. 
By  the  spirits  sung,  who  keep 
Their  night-watch  on  the  treacherotia  deep^ 
And  guide  the  wakeful  helmsman's  eye 
To  Helico  in  northern  sky : 
And  there,  upon  the  rock  inclined 
With  mighty  visions  fill'st  the  mind. 
Such  as  bound  in  magic  spell 
Him '  who  grasp'd  the  gates  of  Hell, 
And,  bursting  Pluto's  dark  domain. 
Held  to  the  day  the  terrors  of  hk  reign 

Genius  of  Horror  and  romantic  awe ! 

Whose  eye  explores  the  secrets  of  the  deep^ 
Whose  power  can  bid  the  rebel  fluids  creep 

Can  force  the  inmost  soul  to  own  its  law , 
Who  shall  now.  sublimest  spirit. 
Who  shall  now  thy  wand  inherit. 
From  him*  thy  darling  child  who  beat 
Thy  shuddering  images  exprest  ? 
Sullen  of  soul,  and  stem  and  proud. 
His  gloomy  spirit  spum'd  the  crowd. 
And  now  he  lays  his  aching  head 

In  the  dark  mansion  of  the  silent  dead. 

Mighty  magician !  l(mg  thy  wand  haa  lain 

Buried  beneath  the  unfathomable  deep ; 

And  oh !  for  ever  must  its  efibrta  sleep  I 
May  ncno  the  m>*Htic  sceptre  e'er  regain  t 

Oh  yes,  'tk  hk ! — thy  other  son ; 

He  throws  the  dark-wrought  tunic  ou 


1  Dsnie. 
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FiMMlin  wtven  thy  wtnd,^ — again  they  riia. 
Again  thy  'wildering  ibrnw  •aluteourrmviah'deyet; 
Him  didst  thou  cradle  on  the  diay  steep 

Where  round  hb  heed  the  volley'd  lightnings  flung. 
And  the  loud  winds  that  round  his  pillow  rung, 
Woo'd  the  stem  infant  to  the  arms  of  sleep. 

Or  on  the  highest  top  of  Teneriffe 
Seated  the  fearless  hoy,  and  bade  him  look 

Where  &r  below  the  weather-beaten  ddff 
On  the  gulf^bottoro  of  the  ocean  strook. 
llkoo  mark'dst  him  drink  with  ruthless  ear 

The  death-sob,  end,  disdaining  rest, 
Thoa  saw*st  how  danger  fired  his  breast, 
Ap4  in  his  young  hand  oouch'd  the  visionary  spear. 
Then,  Superstition,  at  thy  call, 
3b.e  bore  the  boy  to  Odin*s  Hall, 
And  set  before  his  awe-struck  sight, 
'fhe  savage  feast,  and  spectred  fight ; 
And  summoned  from  his  mountain-tomb 
The  ghastly  warrior  son  of  gloom. 
His  fabled  Runic  rhymes  to  sing, 
While  fierce  Hresvelger  flapp'd  his  wing ; 
Thou  show'dst  the  trains  the  shepherd  sees. 
Laid  on  the  stormy  Hebrides, 
Whkh  on  the  mists  of  evening  gleam 
Or  erowd  the  foaming  desert  stream : 
Lastly  her  storied  hand  she  waves. 
And  lays  him  in  Florentian  caves ; 
There  milder  fiiUes,  lovelier  themes. 
Enwrap  his  soul  in  heavenly  dreams, 
There  Pity's  lute  arrests  his  ear. 
And  draws  the  hali^reluctant  tear ; 
And  now  at  noon  of  night  he  roves 
Along  the  embowering  moonlight  groves, 
And  as  from  many  a  cavem*d  dell 
The  hollow  wind  is  heard  to  swell. 
He  thinks  some  troubled  spirit  sighs ; 
And  as  upon  the  turf  he  lies. 
Where  sleeps  the  silent  beam  of  night. 
He  sees  below  the  gliding  sprite. 
And  heais  in  Fancy's  organs  sound 
Aerial  music  warbling  round. 

Taste  lastly  comes  and  smoothes  the  whole, 
And  breathes  her  polish  o'er  his  soul ; 
Glowing  with  wild,  yet  chasten'd  heat. 
The  wondrous  work  is  now  complete. 
The  Pbet  dreams : — ^The  shadow  dies. 
And  fainting  fast  its  image  dies. 
But,  lo !  the  Painter's  magic  force 
Arrests  the  phantom's  fleeting  course ; 
It  lives — it  livee— the  canvas  gk>WB, 
And  tenfold  vigor  o'er  it  ftowa. 

rhe  Bard  beholds  the  w<vk  achieved. 
And  as  he  sees  the  shadow  rise. 
Sublime  before  his  wtuxiering  eyes. 

Starts  at  the  image  his  ovtn  mind  coneeived. 


ODE 
ADDRE8BED  TO  THE  EARL  OP  CAEUBLB,  K.O. 

I. 
RxTiRCift,  remote  from  human  noise. 

An  humble  Poet  dwelt  serene; 
His  kit  was  lowly,  yet  his  joys 
Were  manifolH,  I  ween. 

SP 


He  laid  him  by  the  brawling  brook 
At  eventide  to  ruminate. 

He  waich'd  the  swallow  skimming  rounds 
And  mused,  in  reverie  profound. 
On  wajrward  man's  unhappy  state. 
And  pooder'd  much,  and  pauied  on  deeds  of  anoien 
date. 

n.  L 

"  Oh.  *t  was  not  always  thus,'*  he  cried ; 

**  There  was  a  time,  when  Genius  daim'd 
Respect  from  even  towering  Pride, 

Nor  hung  her  head  ashamed : 
But  now  to  Wealth  alone  we  bow ; 

The  titled  and  the  rich  alone 
Are  honor'd,  while  meek  Merit  pines. 
On  Penury's  wretched  couch  reclines, 
Unheeded  in  his  dying  moan. 
As  overwhelm'd  with  want  and  woe,  he  sinks  un- 
knouiL 

in.  1. 

''Yet  was  the  Muse  not  always  seen 
In  Poverty's  dejected  mien. 
Not  always  did  repining  rue» 
And  misery  her  steps  pursue. 
Time  was,  when  nobles  thought  their  titles  graced 
By  the  sweet  honors  of  poetic  bays. 
When  Sidney  sung  his  melting  song, 
When  Sheflield  join'd  the  harmonious  throni^ 
And  Lyttleton  attuned  to  love  his  laya. 

Those  days  are  gone — alas,  for  ever  gone ! 

No  more  our  nobles  love  to  grace 
Their  brows  with  anadems,  by  genius  woo. 
But  arrogantly  deem  the  Muse  as  base ; 
How  diflerent  thought  the  sires  of  this  degenermis 
race'** 

1.9. 

Thus  sang  the  minstrel : — still  st  eve 

The  upland's  woody  shades  among 
In  broken  measures  did  he  grieve. 

With  solitary  song. 
And  still  his  theme  was  aye  the  same. 

Neglect  had  stung  him  to  the  core ; 
And  he  with  pensive  joy  did  love 
To  seek  the  still  congenial  grove. 

And  muse  on  all  his  sorrows  o'er, 
And  vow  that  he  would  join  the  abjured  wutid  no 

more. 

n.  2. 

But  human  vows,  how  frail  diey  be ! 

Fame  brought  Carlisle  into  his  view 
And  all  amazed,  he  thought  to  see 

The  Augustan  age  anew 
Fill'd  with  wild  rapture,  up  he  roae 
No  more  he  ponders  on  the  woee , 
Which  erit  he  felt  that  forward  goes 

Regrets  he  'd  sunk  in  impotence. 
And  hails  the  ideal  day  of  virtuous  eminence 

III.  2. 
Ah !  silly  man,  yet  smarting  sore. 
With  ills  which  in  the  work!  he  bore, 
Again  on  futile  hope  to  rest. 
An  unsubstantial  prop  \t  best. 
And  not  to  know  one  swaltow  bmIms  no 
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Ab !  non  ke'Il  find  the  brillhuit 
Which  flMh*d  •rroai  the  henuiphart, . 
lUimining  the  darfcocM  1hK% 

Was  bat  m  nngle  eolitvy  btam. 
While  ell  eroand  itmun*d  in  'eutoned  nighL 

8dU  leeden  Ignoiance  reigne  wwneb 
In  the  fiike  oo«irt*t  delinive  height, 

And  only  one  Caiiitle  it  teen. 
To  illnme  tbs  heavy  gloom  with  pore  and  ttea4y 

light 


D£SCIUFTIOX  OF  A  SUMBfEITS  EVE. 

I>ow!f  the  niltry  aro  of  day 

The  baming  wheeb  hare  niged  dwir  mj. 

And  eve  along  the  wettern  ■kioa 

8pre^  her  intermingling  dyea. 

Down  the  dcefv  the  miry  lane. 

Creaking  cornea  the  empty  wain. 

And  driver  on  the  thafUhorw  atta. 

Whistling  now  and  then  by  fits ; 

And  oft.  with  his  accustom'd  ctJl, 

Urging  on  the  sluggish  Ball. 

The  bam  is  still,  the  master's  gone^ 

And  thresher  puts  his  jacket  on. 

While  Dick,  opon  the  ladder  tail. 

Nails  the  dead  kite  to  the  wall. 

Here  eomea  shepherd  Jaek  at  last. 

He  has  penn*d  the  sheep-cote  ftst. 

For  'twas  bat  two  nights  before, 

A  lamb  was  eaten  on  die  moor: 

Hia  empty  wallet  Rmter  carries. 

Now  fer  Jack,  when  near  home,  tairiesL 

With  lolling  tongoe  he  runs  to  try 

If  the  hofM-trough  be  not  dry. 

The  milk  is  settled  in  the  pens. 

And  Slipper  meMet  in  the  cans ; 

In  the  hovel  carts  are  wheel'd. 

And  both  the  colts  are  drove  a-field; 

The  horves  ai  e  all  bedded  up. 

And  the  ewe  is  with  the  tup. 

The  snare  for  MiBter  Fox  is  wt, 

Tlie  leaven  laid,  the  thatching  wet. 

And  Bern  has  slinkM  away  to  talk 

With  Roger  in  the  holly-walk. 

Now.  on  Lte  settle  all,  but  Bess, 
Are  set  to  eat  their  supper  moM ; 
And  little  Tom,  and  roguish  Kate, 
Are  swinging  on  the  meadow  gate. 
Now  they  chat  of  various  things, 
Of  taxes,  ministers,  and  kings. 
Or  elue  tell  all  the  village  news. 
How  madam  did  the  squire  refuse ; 
How  parson  un  his  tithes  was  bent. 
And  landlord  oil  dwtrain'd  ibr  renL 
Thus  do  they,  till  in  the  sky 
fhe  (lale-eyed  moon  ii  mounted  high. 
And  from  the  alehouse  dnmken  Ned 
Hsd  reePd — then  hasten  all  to  bed. 
The  raistrjss  seen  that  lazy  Kate 
The  happing  coal  on  kitchf^n  gmte 
Hull  laid — while  maiiter  goes  throughout, 
SeeM  fihutters  fast,  the  mastiff  out, 
Tlie  candles  rafe,  the  hearths  all  d^ar. 
*nd  nought  firom  thievea  or  fire  to  (eari 


Then  both  to  bed  together  ereep^ 
And  Join  the  general  tnop  of  alae|k 


TO  contemflation 

Comb,  peoaive  aaga,  who  k^  V  to  ^  «H» 
In  aome  retired  Tjipponian  ocU 
Where,  6r  fiom  noiae  and  riot  tv^ 
Rmdm  aeqneater'd  SoUti^ 
Come,  and  o'er  my  kmging  aonl 
Throw  thy  dark  and  russet  stole, 
And  open  to  my  duteous  eyea 
The  volome  of  thy  niystcriea. 

I  will  meet  thee  on  the  hill, 
Whersb  vrith  printleas  fi^oislepa^  atill 
The  morning,  in  her  buakin  grey. 
Springs  upon  her  eastern  way ; 
While  the  frolic  lephyn  atir. 
Playing  with  the  gossamer. 
And,  on  ruder  pinkms  borne. 
Shake  the  dew-drops  from  the  ihois. 
Therob  aa  o'er  the  fielda  we 
Brushing  with  hasty  feet  the 
We  will  startle  fiom  her  neat 
The  lively  lark  with  speckled 
And  hear  the  floating  dooda  among. 
Her  gale-transported  matin  aof^. 
Or  on  the  upland  stile  embower'd. 
With  fragrant  hawthorn  snowy  flowartt 
Will  sauntering  sit.  and  listen  atiU 
To  the  herdaman's  oaten  quill. 
Wafted  from  the  plain  below ; 
Or  the  heifer*s  frequent  low ; 
Or  the  milkmaid  in  the  grove. 
Singing  of  one  that  died  lor  love : 
Or  when  the  noontide  heats  oppress. 
We  will  seek  the  dark  recew. 
Where,  in  the  embower'd  Irannlucent 
The  cattle  shun  the  sultry  beam. 
And  o'er  us,  on  the  marge  reclined. 
The  drowHy  fly  her  horn  shall  wind. 
While  Echo,  from  her  oncient  oak. 
Shall  answer  to  the  wt>odmau*s  stroke 
Or  the  little  peasant's  song. 
Wandering  lone  the  glens  among. 
His  artless  lip  with  berries  dyed. 
And  feet  through  ragged  shoes  descried 

But,  oh !  when  evening's  virgin  quem 
Sits  on  her  fringed  throne  serene. 
And  mingling  whisftern,  rising  near. 
Steal  on  the  still  repra^ing  ear: 
While  dwtant  brooks  decaying  round. 
Augment  the  mix'd  dissolving  sound. 
And  the  zephyr,  flitting  by. 
Whispers  mj-stic  harm«>ny. 
We  will  seek  the  woody  lane. 
By  the  hamlet,  on  the  plain. 
Where  the  weary  rustic  nigh 
Shall  whistle  his  wild  melody. 
And  the  crenkin;;  wicket  of! 
Shall  echo  from  the  neighboring  croft ; 
And  as  we  trace  the  green  path  lone. 
With  moss  and  rank  weeds  overgrown. 
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We  will  muM  on  pensive  lore 
Till  die  full  wul,  brimming  o'er. 
Shall  in  our  upcum*d  eyes  appear, 
Embodied  in  a  quivering  tear : 
Or  eke,  serenely  silent,  set 
By  the  brawling  rivililet. 
Which  on  its  calm  unruffled  breast. 
Bears  the  old  mossy  arch  impresa'd. 
That  clasps  its  secret  stream  of  gloss 
Half  hid  in  shrubs  and  waving  grass. 
The  wood-nymph's  lone  secure  retreat, 
Unpress'd  by  iawn  or  sylvan's  feet. 
We'll  watch,  in  eve's  etherial  braid. 
The  rich  vermilion  slowly  fikde ; 
Or  catch,  fiunt  twinkling  from  afar. 
The  first  glimpse  of  the  eastern  star. 
Fair  Vesper,  mildest  lamp  of  light. 
That  heralds  in  imperial  night ; 
Meanwhile,  upon  our  wandering  ear. 
Shall  rise,  though  low,  yet  sweetly  clear. 
The  distant  sounds  of  pastoral  lute. 
Invoking  soA  the  sober  suit 
Of  dimmest  darkness — fitting  well 
With  love  or  sorrow's  pensive  spell 
(So  ent  did  music's  silver  tone 
Wake  slumbering  Chaos  on  his  throne). 
And  haply  then,  with  sudden  swell. 
Shall  roar  the  distant  curfow-bell. 
While  in  the  castle's  mouldering  tower 
The  hoisting  owl  is  heard  to  pour 
Her  melancholy  song,  and  scare 
Dull  Silence  brooding  in  the  air. 
Meanwhile  her  dusk  and  slumbering  car 
Black-suited  Night  drives  on  from  far. 
And  Cynthia,  'merging  from  her  rear, 
Arrests  the  waxing  darkness  drear. 
And  summons  to  her  silent  call. 
Sweeping  in  their  airy  pall. 
The  unshrivcd  ghosts  in  iairy  trance. 
To  join  her  moonshine  murrice^lance : 
While  around  the  mystic  ring 
The  shadowy  shapes  clastic  spring. 
Then  with  a  passing  shriek  they  fly. 
Wrapt  in  mi«is,  along  the  sky. 
And  ofk  are  liy  the  shepherd  seen. 
In  his  lone  night-watch  on  the  green. 


Then,  hermit,  let  as  turn  our  feet 

To  the  l<)w  abliey's  still  retreat, 

Knibower'd  in  the  distant  glen. 

Far  from  the  haunts  of  busy  men. 

Where,  as  we  sit  upon  the  tomb. 

The  elow-worm's  light  may  gild  the  gloom. 

And  show  lo  Fancy's  saddest  eye. 

Where  some  lost  hem's  ashes  lie. 

And  (ih !  at  through  the  mouldering  arch. 

With  ivy  fill'd  and  weeping  Uirch. 

The  nicht-trale  whisper*  sadly  clear, 

S(>eakiii<;  ilroar  things  to  Fancy's  ear. 

We'll  liold  communion  with  the  shade 

or  si>me  dee;>-wailing  niin'd  maid— - 

Or  call  the  ghost  of  Spenser  down. 

To  tell  of  woe  and  Fortune's  frowu; 

And  bid  us  cast  the  eye  of  hope 

Beyond  this  bod  world's  narrow  aropa. 


Or  if  these  joys,  to  us  denied. 

To  linger  by  the  forest's  side ; 

Or  in  the  meadow,  or  the  wood, 

Or  by  the  lone  romantic  flood ; 

Let  us  in  the  busy  town. 

When  sleep's  dull  streams  the  people  drowi. 

Far  from  drowsy  pillows  flee. 

And  turn  the  church's  massy  key ; 

Then,  as  through  the  painted  glass 

The  moon's  fidnt  beams  obscurely  peai; 

And  darkly  on  the  trophied  wall. 

Her  faint  ambiguous  shadows  &I1 ; 

Lot  us,  while  the  faint  winds  wail. 

Through  the  long  reluctant  aisle. 

As  we  pace  with  reverence  meet. 

Count  the  echoings  of  our  feet : 

While  from  the  tombs,  with  confesi*d 

Distinct  responds  the  voice  of  death 

If  thou,  mild  sage,  wilt  condescend 

Thus  on  my  footsteps  to  attend. 

To  thee  my  lonely  lamp  shall  bun. 

By  fallen  Genius'  sainted  urn. 

As  o'er  the  scroll  of  Time  I  pore. 

And  sagely  spell  of  ancient  lore. 

Till  I  can  rightly  guess  of  all 

That  Plato  could  to  memory  call, 

AikI  scan  the  formless  views  of  things 

Or  with  old  Egypt's  fetter'd  kings, 

Arrange  the  mystic  trains  that  shine 

In  night's  high  philosophic  mine ; 

And  to  thy  name  shall  e'er  bekt)^ 

The  honors  of  imdying  song. 


ODE 

TO  THK  GB.f  lUB  OP  tOMANCfB. 

On !  ,thou  who,  in  my  early  youth. 
When  fancy  wore  the  garb  of  truth, 
Wert  wont  to  win  my  infant  feet. 
To  some  retired,  deep-fabled  seat. 
Where  by  the  brooklet's  secret  tide. 
The  midnight  ghost  was  known  lo  glide 
Or  lay  me  in  some  lonely  glade. 
In  native  Sherwood's  forest  shade. 
Where  Robin  Hood,  the  outlaw  bold. 
Was  wont  his  sylvan  courts  to  hold ; 
And  there,  as  musing  deep  I  lay. 
Would  steal  my  little  soul  away. 
And  all  thy  pictures  represent. 
Of  siege  and  solemn  tournament ; 
Or  bear  me  to  the  magic  scene 
Where,  clad  in  greaves  and  gaberdine. 
The  warrior  knight  of  chivalry 
Made  many  a  flerce  enchanter  flee. 
And  bore  the  high-bom  dame  away. 
Long  held  the  fell  magician's  pr^y 
Or  of\  would  tell  the  shuddering  tale 
Of  murders,  and  of  goblins  pale 
Haunting  the  guilty  ImnnrN  side 
(Whoso  floors  with  secret  bkwd  were  d>'ecU, 
Which  o'er  the  vaulted  corridor 
On  stormy  nights  \%ere  heard  to  roar. 
By  old  domestic,  waken'd  wide 
fif  the  angry  winds  that  chide ; 
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Or  dM  Ihe  myHie  tale  fpould  tell 
Of  OiModeeve,  or  of  BliM-Baaid  ML 


THE  aAVOTAIOyB  RETURIC 

Ob!  fondw kllw welUDiovm ipol, 

Mjr  detr,  mgr  loQs4oit  natiTt  hone! 
Ob!  wtkoHM  k  joo  litde  eo(^ 

When  I  riisU  rat,  00  mora  to  mm ! 
Ob!  I  kiTO  tmYoU'd  6r  and  wido, 

O^or  nutf  m  diotant  fimigB  lud; 
Eoeh  plaoo*  ooch  pRmneo  I  kiTo  trlod. 

And  lonf  and  danoed  oqr  Miabtndi 
Bol  dU  their  danni  eoold  noc  pravail 
To  atoil  ny  hevt  fiom  yoodor  Yak. 

or  dlMHit  olfaDM  die  ftbo  raport 
.    Allorad  BM  fiom  oqr  native  land ; 
It  bade  me  rove— mj  aole  npport 

Bfy  ejmbab  and  my  ntaband. 
The  woody  deU»  the  hanging  rock. 

The  chMBOii  aldpping  o'er  the  bn^m; 
The  plain  ■dom'd  vriih  many  a  flodu 

And,  oh!  •  thowand  mora  delicti. 
That  meed  yoo  dear  beloved  ratraat, 
Bmio  nachwraid  won  my  weaiy  fteC 


How  mA  letuin'd*  with  wandering  tiredt 
.    Ho  mora  my  little  hone  I'll  leave; 
And  many  a  tale  of  what  I've  eeen 

&all  while  away  the  winter's  eve. 
Oh!  I  have  wandef'd  &r  and  wide, 

O^er  many  a  dirtant  iireign  land ; 
Each  place,  eech  province  I  have  tried. 

And  eiing  and  danced  my  nraband ; 
Bat  all  their  charmi  could  not  prevail. 
To  iteal  my  heart  Irom  jronder  vale. 


LINES, 

Wifllm  iiptoiaptu,  on  raadinff  the  fdlowinff  pa— g»  in  Mr 
OaptI  Lofll'i  bMaliful  and  intecwtinff  Prefaoa  to  NnthanMl 
Bloomfldd'i  Poeow,  just  pablwhed.— **It  ha*  a  mixture  of 
tlw  aportiva,  which  deepeu  the  imprearion  of  Ita  meUnchobr 
doaa.  1  coold  hava  wiahed,  aa  I  have  aaid  in  a  abort  nota, 
taa  eooolnaioo  had  been  otherwiae.  The  aoun  of  life  leas 
oflbnd  mj  taate  than  ita  aweeta  deBcht  it.** 

Go  to  the  raging  tea,  and  eay,  **  Be  atill !" 
Bid  the  wild  lawlem  winda  obey  thy  will ; 
Praach  to  the  atonn,  and  reaaon  with  despair, 
But  tell  not  misery's  son  tkat  life  is  fair. 

Thua,  who  in  Plenty's  lavwh  lap  hast  roird. 
And  every  year  with  new  delight  hast  lold, 
Thun,  who  recumbent  on  the  laoquer'd  barge. 
Hast  dropt  down  joy's  gay  stream  of  pleasant  maige, 
Tkau  may'st  extol  life's  calm,  untroubled  sea — 
TIm  storms  of  misery  never  buist  on  tkee. 

Go  to  the  mat,  where  squalid  Want  reclines. 
Go  to  the  shade  obscure,  where  Merit  pines ; 
Abide  with  him  whom  Penury's  charms  control, 
And  hind  the  rising  yearnings  of  hb  soul ; 
Hurvey  hia  sleepless  couch,  and  sfandii^  Ihero, 
Tall  the  poor  pidiid  wretch  thai  life  is  fair  i 


Fnm  then  the  lobely  pillow  of  Ui 
And  «k  why  sleep  his  languid  eyei  tei  Ml 
Merit  hia  dew'd  temples,  and  his  hiif  Mi 
Hia  trambling  nortrib,  and  hlide«»danm 
Ifis  muttering  mouth  oooioried  iriui  dniri 
And  ask  if  Geniua  ooiild  inheUl 

Oh,  yea!  thai  annhen  eye  vriA  fte 
And  mya  of  light  from  its  full  drdei  ottaamMs 
But  now  N^gleet  haa  along  him  to  the  eoia^ 
And  Hope's  wild  mptorea  thrill  hia  hriaat  no  moa 
Dooastie  aqgosh  winds  hie  vitale  round. 
And  added  Grief  compeli  him  to  the  gnoid. 
Lo!  o'er  hb  menly  fimn,  dee^rM  and  wen. 
The  shades  of  death  vnth  gradual  atepa  aieal  on; 
And  the  pale  mocber,  pining  to  dccqrt 
Weepa  6r  her  boy  her  wreiehad  lifr  nway. 


Go»  chad  of  iatnne !  to  his  eaily  grave. 
When  o'er  his  heed  ofascura  dm  rank 
Behold  the  heaii>wrung  parent  lay  her  bead 
On  dm  oold  turi;  and  ask  to  sbaro  hie  bad. 
Go,  ebild  of  Fortune,  take  thy  Iobbod  1b*% 
And  teU  UB  then  tlmt  HA  is  wemirm»Jmr! 


Tet,  Lofit  bi  thee,  vfhoee  hand  is  bHU  alratob'd  Mi 
T*  encourage  genius^  and  to  iialer  worth ; 
On  tbeob  the  unhappy'b  Una,  miftding  friend 
"T  is  just  tfaet  every  Ueering  diouki  dceoend ; 
T  ■  JQst  that  liie  to  thee  should  only  show 
Her  ftirar  akie.  but  little  mii'd  with 


WRTITEN  IN  THE  PROSPECT  OF  DEATH. 

Sao  solitary  Tkougkt!  who  keep'st  thy  vigils. 

Thy  solemn  vigils,  in  the  sick  man's  mind ; 

Communing  jooely  with  his  sinking  soul. 

And  musing  on  the  dubious  gloooa  that  lie 

In  dim  obscurity  before  him^ — thee. 

Wrapt  in  thy  dark  magiufioence,  I  call 

At  this  still  midnight  hour,  this  awful  season. 

When  on  my  bed  in  wakeful  restlessness, 

I  turn  me  wearisome ;  while  all  around, 

AU,  all,  save  me,  sink  in  forgetfulness ; 

I  only  wake  to  watch  the  sickly  taper 

Which  lights  me  to  my  toraK — Yes,  *t  is  the  hand 

Of  Death  I  feel  press  heavy  on  my  vitab. 

Slow  sapping  the  warm  current  of  ensience. 

My  moments  now  are  few — the  sand  of  liie 

Ebbs  ftstly  to  its  finbhw— Yet  a  little. 

And  the  last  fleeting  particle  will  frll. 

Silent,  unseen,  unnoticed,  unlamented. 

Come  then,  sad  Thought !  and  let  us  meditato 

While  meditate  we  may. — We  have  now 

But  a  small  portion  of  what  men  call  time 

To  hold  communion ;  £>r  even  now  the  knile. 

The  sepamting  knife,  I  feel  divide 

The  tender  IkmmI  that  binds  roy  soul  to  earth. 

Yes,  I  must  die — I  feel  that  I  must  die ; 

And  though  to  me  has  life  been  dark  and  dreary. 

Though  Hope  for  roe  has  smiled  but  to  deceive. 

And  Disappointment  still  pursued  her  M^'mJ'***-""*^ 

Yet  do  I  fi»el  my  soul  recoil  within  me 

As  I  contemplate  the  dim  gulf  of  death, 
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Thm  ■hodderiog  void,  the  awful  Uank — futurity. 
Ay»  I  had  plann'd  full  many  a  sanguine  acheme 
Of  aardily  happineai     romantic  ichemea, 
And  fisoght  with  lovelineaa ;  and  it  is  hard 
To  Sm\  ^  hand  of  Death  arreat  one's  steps, 
Throw  m  chill  hbght  o*er  all  one's  budding  bopea. 
And  buri  one*s  soul  untimely  to  the  shades, 
lioal  m  the  gaping  gulf  of  blank  oblivion. 
Fi  Ay  yean  hence,  and  who  will  hear  of  Henry  f 
Oh !  none ;— •another  busy  brood  of  beinp 
Will  shoot  up  in  the  interim,  and  none 
Will  hold  him  in  remembrance.     I  shall  sink* 
As  nnks  a  stranger  in  the  crowded  streets 
Of  busy  London  .■ — Some  short  bustle's  caaaed, 
A  few  inquiries,  and  the  crowds  close  in. 
And  mil 's  fi>rgotten. — On  my  grassy  grave 
The  men  of  future  times  will  careless  tread. 
And  read  my  name  upon  the  sculptured  stone; 
Nor  will  tho  sound,  familiar  to  their  ears. 
Recall  my  vanish'd  memory. — I  did  hope 
For  better  things ! — I  hoped  I  should  not  leave 
The  earth  without  a  vestige ; — Fate  decrees 
It  shall  be  otherwise,  and  I  submit 
lle'^ceforth.  O  world,  no  more  of  thy  desires ! 
No  more  of  Hope !  the  wanton  vagrant  Hope ! 
I  abjure  all. — Now  other  cares  engrosf  me, 
And  my  tired  soul,  with  emulative  haste. 
Looks  10  its  God,  and  plumes  its  wings  for  Heaven. 


PASTORAL  SONG. 

CoMK,  Anna !  come,  the  rooming  dawns. 

Faint  streaks  of  radiance  tinge  the  skies : 
Come,  let  us  seek  the  dewy  lawns. 
And  watch  the  early  lark  arise ; 
While  Nature,  clad  in  venture  gay, 
Hails  the  loved  return  of  day. 

Our  flocks,  that  nip  the  scanty  blade 

Upon  the  moor,  shall  seek  the  vale; 
And  then,  secure  beneath  the  shade. 
We  Ml  listen  to  the  throstle's  tale : 
And  watch  tho  silver  clouds  above. 
As  o'er  the  azure  vault  they  rove. 

Come.  Anna!  come,  and  bring  thy  lute, 

That  with  its  tones,  so  softly  sweet. 
In  cadence  with  my  mellow  flute. 
We  may  licguile  the  noontide  heat ; 
While  near  the  mellow  bee  shall  join. 
To  raise  a  harmony  divine. 

And  then  at  eve.  when  silence  reigna, 

Ftcepl  when  heard  the  beetle's  hum. 
We'll  lea\o  the  mlier-tinted  plains. 
To  th<>m*  sweet  heichis  again  well  come; 
And  thou  to  thy  soil  lute  shall  play 
A  solemn  vesper  to  departing  day. 


VKRSFA 

^'iiK<f  pride  and  envy,  and  then  scom 
Of  wealth,  my  heart  with  gall  imhiiad, 
iltotight  how  pU'aMint  uere  the  morn 
Of  silence,  in  the  solitude ; 

CO  9P9 


To  hear  the  forest  bee  on  wing 
Or  by  the  stream,  or  woodland  spring. 
To  lie  and  muse  alone— alone. 
While  the  tinkling  waters  moan. 
Or  sucli  wild  sounds  arise,  as  say, 
Man  and  noise  are  far  away. 

Now,  surely,  thought  I.  there 's  enow 

To  fill  life's  dusty  way ; 
And  who  will  miss  a  poet's  feet. 

Or  wonder  where  he  stray  f 
So  to  the  woods  and  waste  I  '11  go : 

And  I  will  build  an  osier  bower  * 
And  sweetly  there  to  me  shall  flow 

The  meditative  hour. 

And  when  the  Autumn's  withering  haiid 
Shall  strew  with  leaves  the  sylvan  land, 
I  '11  to  the  Ibrest  caverns  hie : 
And  in  the  dark  and  stormy  nights, 
I  *11  listen  to  the  shrieking  sprites. 
Who,  in  the  wintry  woldi  and  floods, 
Keep  jubilee,  and  shred  the  wooda : 
Or,  as  it  drifted  soft  and  slow. 

Hurl  in  ten  thousand  shapea  the  snow. 

*  *  *  • 


EPIGRAM 

ON  ROBERT  BLOOMFIBLa 

Blaompirld.  thy  happy-omen'd  name 
Insures  continuance  to  thy  fame ; 
Both  sense  and  truth  this  verdict  give. 
While  Jidds  shall  bloom,  thy  name  shall  livt 


ODE  TO  MIDNIGHT. 

Seakon  of  general  rest,  whose  solemn  still 
Strikes  to  the  trembling  heart  a  fearful  chill. 

But  speaks  to  philosophic  souls  delight. 
Thee  do  1  hail,  as  at* my  casement  high. 
My  candle  waning  melancholy  by, 

I  sit  and  taste  tlie  holy  calm  of  night 

Yon  pensive  orb.  that  through  the  ether  saib 
And  gilds  the  misty  Khado\%-s  of  the  vales. 

Hanging  in  thy  dull  rear  her  vestal  flama 
To  her.  while  all  around  in  sleep  recline. 
Wakeful  I  raise  my  orisons  divine, 

AimI  sing  the  gentle  honors  of  her  name : 

While  Fancy  loae  o'er  me  her  votary  bends 
To  lift  my  soul  her  fairy  visions  sends. 

And  pours  upon  my  ear  her  thrilling  song 
And  Superstition's  gentle  terrors  come. 
See.  see  yon  dim  ghost  gliding  through  the  i  iumm.' 

See  round  yon  church-yard  elm  what  ..p^ctrra 
throng! 

Meanwhile  I  tune,  to  some  romantic  lay. 
My  flageolet — and.  as  1  pensive  play. 

The  sweet  notes  echo  o'er  the  mountain  acaiM» 
The  traveller  laie  journeying  o'er  the  moon. 
Hears  them  aghast^ \%hile  still  the  dull  owl  poms 

Her  hoUow  screama  each  dreary  pause  beCwaaai 
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Till  m  ihe  Uxutlf  tower  he  ipiee  the  hghl 
Now  fiuntly  flashing  oa  the  glaonw  of  nighU 

\Vhefe  I,  poor  moeer,  mj  kme  vigUa  krepb 
And  'mid  the  dreaiy  lolitude  aerene, 
Caat  a  much  meaning  glance  upon  the  aeeneb 

And  raiae  my  mournful  egro  to  Heaven,  and  weep. 


ODE  TO  THOUGirr. 

WiittflaatMUUffat 

Hkncb  away.  TindictiTe  Thought! 

Thy  picturea  are  of  pain ; 
The  viaioos  through  thy  dark  esre  caught 
They  with  no  gentle  eharma  are  fimughl, 
So  pr*ythee  back  again. 
I  would  not  weep^ 
I  wiah  toaleepb 
llien  why,  thou  buay  fee,  with  me  thy  Tigfla  keep? 

Why  doat  o*er  bed  and  oouch  recline! 

la  thia  thy  new  delight? 
Pale  vkttam!  it  k  not  thine 
To  keep  thy  eeniry  through  the  minob 
TIm  dark  vault  of  the  nights 
*TiB  thine  to  die. 
While  o*er  the  eye 
Thm  dewB  of  alumber  preai.  and  waking 


Go  thou,  and  bide  with  him  who 
Hm  bark  through  lonely  aeaa; 
And  aa  reclining  on  hv  helm. 
Sadly  he  moika  the  atany  realm. 
To  him  thou  mayat  bring  eaae 
But  thou  to  me 
Art  misery, 
80  pr'ythee,  pr'ythee,  plume  thy  wings,  and  from  my 
pillow  flee. 

And,  Memory !  pray  wliat  art  thou  ? 

Art  thou  of  Pleasure  bom  f 
Does  bliss  nnlainled  from  thee  flow  f 
The  rose  that  gems  thy  pensive  brow. 
Is  it  without  a  thorn  7 
With  all  thy  smiles. 
And  witching  wiles. 
Yet  not  unfrequent  bitterness  thy  mournful  sway 
denies. 

The  drowsy  night-watch  has  forgot 

To  call  the  solemn  hour : 
Luird  by  the  winds  he  slumbers  deep^ 
While  I  in  vain,  capricious  Sleep ! 
Invoke  thy  tardy  power; 
And  restless  lie. 
With  unclosed  eye. 
And  count  the  tedious  hours  as  slow  they  minute  by. 


GENIUS. 

AN  ODE. 
LI. 

Maiit  there  be,  who,  through  the  vale  of  life. 
With  velvet  pace,  unnoticed,  softly  go. 

While  jarfiitg  Discord's  inharmonious  striife 
Awakes  them  not  to  viroe. 


By  i^ienianbeeded,  calking  Care. 
Green-eyed  GrieC  and  dull  Daqpur; 
Snooihly  ihay  poiaot  their  wij. 

With  even  tenor  and  with  cqad 
Alike  through  cloudy  and  through  apngr 
Than  aink  in  peace  to  **^**t> 


Mjf* 


n  1. 

But,  ah!  a  lew  dieiv  be  whom  grieA 

And  weeping  Woe  and  DisappoiataMal 

Penoiy,  and  Sorrow  aoor. 
And  adPoonauming  Spleen, 
And  theae  are  Genioa*  fiivoriteat  dwM 
Knew  the  though(*throned  mind  lo  pleaaob 
And  fiom  her  fleahy  aeat  to  draw 

To  realiui  where  Fancy's  golden  oililB  mII> 
Disdaining  all  but  'wildering  Raptore'to  law* 
The  capiavaled  aooL 

.,  III.  1. 

Genioa,  fiom  thy  atany  thronab 

High  above  the  burning  wofom. 
In  radiant  robe  of  light  array'd. 
Oh!  hear  the  plaint  by  thy  aad  Ikviirile  ■ndi^ 

Hia  neluicholy  moan. 
He  telb  of  aram,  he  telle  of  broken  vowa» 

Of  aleepleaa  nights,  of  angniah-iiddaB  da|% 
Panga  that  hia  sensibility  uprouae 

To  curse  hm  being  and  his  thirst  Ar 
Thou  gavest  to  him  with  UeUe  force  10  feel 

The  Bting  of  keen  neglect,  the  rich  man'aaocoit 
And  what  o'er  all  doea  in  hia  aoul  pttaida 

Ptedoininant,  and  tempera  him  lo  aiaalv 
His  high  indignant  pride. 

1.2. 

Lament  not  ye,  who  humbly  steal  through  life. 

That  Genius  visits  not  your  lowly  shed ; 
For  ah !  what  woes  and  sorrows  ever  rife 

Distract  his  hapless  head ! 
For  him  awaits  no  balmy  sleep. 
He  wakes  all  night,  and  wakca  to  weep; 
Or  by  bis  lonely  lamp  he  sits 

At  solemn  midnight  when  the  peasant  deeply 
In  feverish  study,  and  in  moody  fits 

His  mournful  vigils  keeps. 

IL2. 

And,  oh !  for  what  consumes  his  watdiful  oil  ? 

For  what  does  thus  he  waste  life's  fleeting  breath? 
*T  b  for  neglect  and  penury  he  doth  toil, 

*T  is  for  untimely  death. 
Lo !  where  dejected  pnle  he  liea. 
Despair  depicted  in  his  eyes : 
He  feels  the  vital  flame  decrenM, 

He  sees  the  grave  wide-yawning  Ihr  ita  pny 
Without  a  friend  to  soothe  his  soul  to  peace. 

And  cheer  the  expiring  ray. 

in.  2. 

By  Sulmo's  bard  of  mournful  feme. 
By  gentle  Otway's  magic  name. 
By  him,  the  youth,  who  smiled  at  death. 
And  rashly  dared  to  stop  hia  vi*al  breath, 
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Will  I  ihy  pangs  proclaim ; 
For  Btill  to  misery  closely  thou  'rt  allied. 
Though  gaudy  pageantB  glitter  by  thy  Hide, 

And  far-resounding  Fame. 
What  though  to  thee  the  dazzled  millions  bow. 
And  to  thy  posthumous  merit  bend  them  low ; 
Though  unto  thee  the  monarch  lookiT  with  awe, 
And  thou  at  thy  flash'd  car  dost  nations  draw. 
Yet,  ah !  unseen  behind  thee  fly 

Corroding  Anguish,  soul-subduing  Pain, 
And  Discontent,  that  clouds  tho  fairest  sky : 
A  melancholy  train. 
Yea,  Genius !  thee  a  thousand  caret  await, 
Mocking  thy  derided  stale  : 
Thee  chill  Advernty  will  still  attend. 
Before  whose  face  flics  fast  the  summer's  fiiend. 

And  leaves  thee  all  iurlom; 
While  leaden  Ignorance  rears  her  head  and  laughs. 

And  fat  Stupidity  shakes  his  jolly  sides. 
And  while  the  cup  of  aflluence  he  quafis. 
With  bee-eyed  Wisdom,  Genius  derides, 
%Vho  toils,  and  every  hanlship  dolh  out-brave. 
To  gain  the  meed  of  praise,  when  be  is  mouldering 
in  his  grave. 


FRAGMENT  OF  AN  ODE  TO  THE  MOON. 

I. 
Mild  orb.  who  floatest  through  the  realm  of  night, 

A  {nihless  wanderer  o'er  a  lonely  wild, 
Welcome  to  me  thy  soft  and  pensive  light. 

Which  oft  in  childhood  my  lone  thoughts  beguiled. 
Now  doubly  dear  as  o'er  my  silent  seot. 
Nocturnal  Study's  still  retreat. 
It  casts  a  mournful  melancholy  gleam. 
And  through  my  lofty  casement  weaYet, 
Dim  through  the  vine's  encircling  leaves. 
An  intermingled  beam. 

11. 
The^e  feverish  6cwt  that  on  my  temples  hang. 

This  quivering  lip,  these  eyes  of  dying  flame; 
ThoMC  the  dread  sipns  of  many  a  secret  pang : 

These  are  the  meed  of  him  who  penis  for  fame! 
Pale  moon !  from  thoughts  like  these  divert  my  soul ; 

liuwly  1  kneel  before  thy  shrine  on  high : 
My  lamp  expires : — beneath  thy  mild  0(Nitrol, 

lliese  restless  dreams  are  ever  wont  to  fly. 

Come.  kitHlred  mourner!  in  my  breast 
Sioche  iht'ne  disconiant  tones  to  rest. 

And  breathe  the  soul  of  peace : 
Mild  visitor!  I  feel  thee  here, 
J I  is  not  pain  that  brings  this  tear. 

For  thou  hast  bid  it  cease. 
Oh !  many  a  year  has  paas'd  away 
Since  I.  beneath  ihy  fiury  ray, 

Attuned  my  infant  reed: 
HHien  uilt  ihou.  Time!  those  days  restore, 
Those  happy  moments  now  no  more— 


When  on  the  lake's  damp  marge  T  lay. 

And  mark'd  the  northern  meteor's  dance, 
BUimI  Hope  and  Fancy,  ye  were  there 

To  inspirate  my  trance. 


Twin  sisters !  faintly  now  ye  deign 
Your  ntagic  sweets  on  me  to  shed. 
In  vain  your  powers  are  now  essay*d 

To  cho«e  superior  pain. 

And  art  thou  fled,  thou  welcome  orb  ? 

So  swif\ly  pleasure  flies ! 
So  to  mankind,  in  darkness  lost. 

The  beam  of  ardor  dies. 
Wan  Moon!  thy  nightly  task  is  done, 
And  now,  encurtoin'd  in  the  main. 

Thou  sinkest  into  rest ; 
But  I,  in  vain,  on  thorny  bed. 

Shall  woo  tho  god  of  sofl 


FRAGMENT. 

Loud  rage  the  winds  without^ — The  wintry  clood 
O'er  the  cold  north  star  casts  her  flitting  shroud ; 
And  Silence,  pausing  in  some  snow-clad  dale. 
Starts  as  she  hears,  by  flts,  the  shrieking  gale: 
Where  now,  shut  out  from  every  still  retreat. 
Her  pine-clad  summit,  and  her  woodlaixl  seat. 
Shall  Meditation,  in  her  aaddest  mood. 
Retire  o'er  all  her  pensive  stores  to  brood  ? 
Shivering  and  blue  the  peasant  eyes  askance 
The  drifted  fleeces  that  around  him  dance. 
And  hurries  on  his  half-averted  form. 
Stemming  the  fury  of  the  sidelong  storm. 
Him  soon  shall  greet  his  snow-topt  [cot  of  thatch.] 
Soon  shall  his  'iiumb'd  hand  tremble  on  the  latch. 
Soon  from  his  chimney's  nook  the  cheerful  flame 
Diflfuse  a  genial  warmth  throughout  his  frame ; 
Round  the  light  Are.  while  roars  the  north  wind  loudL 
What  merry  groups  of  vacant  faces  crowd ; 
These  hail  his  coming — these  his  meal  prepare. 
And  boast  in  all  that  cot  no  lurking  care. 

What,  though  the  social  circle  be  denied  f 
Even  sadness  brightens  at  her  own  flre^ide. 
Loves,  with  flx'd  eye,  to  watch  the  fluttering  bli 
While  musing  Memory  dwells  on  former  daj's; 
Or  Hope,  blest  spirit !  smile»— and,  still  forgiven. 
Forgets  the  passport,  while  she  points  to  Heaven. 
Then  heap  Uie  Are,— shut  out  the  biting  air. 
And  from  its  station  wheel  the  easy  chair : 
Tlius  fenced  and  warm,  in  silent  flt  't  is  sweet 
To  hear  without  the  bitter  tempest  beat. 
All.  all  alone — to  sit.  and  muse,  and  sigh. 
The  pensive  tenant  of  obscurity. 


FRAGMENT 

Oh  !  thou  most  fatal  of  Pandora's  train. 

Consumption !  silent  cheater  of  the  eye ; 
Thou  oomcst  not  robed  in  agonizing  pain. 

Nor  mark'st  thy  courae  with  Death's  delnaTe  dy* 

But  silent  and  unnoticed  ihou  dost  lie ; 
O'er  life's  soft  springs  ihy  venom  dost  difTiise. 

And,  while  thou  givest  new  lustre  to  the  eye. 
While  o'er  the  cheek  arc  H|iread  health's  rud<ly  hue* 
E'en  then  life's  little  rest  thy  cruel  power  subduea. 
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lORKE  WHITE'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


Oft  IWb  beheld  Uiee.  in  die  glow  of  yooth. 

Hid  'neeth  the  bluihiiig  nmem  which  ihera  booni'd. 

And  drop!  m  tew,  fx  then  thy  cankering  tooth 
I  knew  would  never  etay,  till,  all  oonmmed. 
In  the  ooki  vault  of  death  he  were  entomb'd. 

But  oh !  what  lonow  did  I  feel,  as  twift, 

ImidionB  lavager !  I  law  thee  fly 
Through  fiur  Lucina*t  breaat  of  whiteat  mow, 

Preparing  swift  her  pavage  to  the  aky ! 
Though  stiU  mtelUgence  beam'd  in  the  glance. 

The  liquid  lustre  of  her  flne  blue  eye ; 
Tet  soon  did  languid  Ustlessness  advance. 
And  soon  she  calmly  sunk  in  death's  repugnant  tiance. 


Even  when  her  end  was  swiftly  drawing  near. 

And  dissolution  hover'd  o'er  her  head ; 

Even  then  to  beautatmi  did  her  form  appear, 

■  Tha.  none  who  saw  her  but  admiring  said. 

Sore  so  ranch  beauty  never  could  be  dead 

Yet  the  dark  lash  of  her  eiprearive  eye. 

Bent  bwly  down  upon  the  languid— 
•     .  *        •        «        « 


I  HAVE  a  wish,  and  near  my  heart 

That  wish  lies  buried ; 
To  keep  it  there%  a  foolish  part. 

For,  oh !  it  most  not  be. 

It  .most  not,  must  not  be. 

Why,  my  food  heart,  why  beat'st  thoo  sot 

TbiB  dream  is  foir  to  see 
But,  did  tha  k»ve]y  flatlerar  go; 

It  most  not,  must  not  be. 

Oh !  no,  it  must  not  be. 

T  m  well  tfiii  tear  in  secret  (alls. 

This  weakness  suiu  not  me ; 
I  know  where  sterner  duty  calls — 

It  must  not,  cannot  be, 

Oh !  no,  it  cannot  be. 


Once  more  his  beagles  wake  the  slumb'ring  mom. 
And  the  high  woodland  echoes  to  hw  horn. 
As  on  the  mountain  cliff  the  hunter  band 
Chase  the  fleet  chamois  o'er  the  unknown  land ; 
Or  sadly  eilenl,  from  some  jutting  steep, 
He  throws  his  line  into  the  gulfy  deep. 
Where,  in  the  wilderness  grotesque  and  drear. 
The  loud  Ar\'e  etuns  the  eve's  reposing  ear ; 
Or,  if  his  lost  domestic  joys  arise. 
Once  more  the  prattler  its  endearments  tries- 
It  lisps,  **  My  father ! "  and  as  newly  prest 
Its  close  embraces  meet  his  lonely  breast 
His  long-lost  partner,  too,  at  length  restored. 
Leans  on  his  arm,  and  decks  the  social  board. 
Yet  still,  mysterious  on  his  fever'd  brain 
The  deep  impressions  of  his  woes  remain ; 
Ha  thinks  she  weeps.^ — *'  And  why,  my  love,  so  palef 
What  hidden  grief  could  o'er  thy  peace  prevail. 
Or  is  it  (ancy — yet  thou  dost  but  •  •  ;»* 
And  then  he  weeps,  and  weeps,  he  knows  not  why. 


DasAKwmter!  who  dost  knock 

fefo  loud  and  angry  on  my  cottage  rooC 


In  the  loud  night-storm  wrapt,  while  drifting 
The  cheerless  waste  invest,  and  coM,  and  wide. 
Seen  by  the  flitting  star,  tha  landscape  gleams; 
With  no  tmholy  awe  I  hear  thy  voice. 
As  Gy  my  dying  embers,  safely  housed, 
I,  in  deep  silence,  muse.  Though  I  am  lone. 
And  my  low  chimney  owns  no  cheering  voice 
Of  ftimdly  converse ;  yet  not  comfortless 
Is  my  long  evening,  nor  devoid  of  thoughts 
To  cheat  the  silent  hours  upon  iheir  way. 
There  are,  who  in  this  dark  and  fearftd  night, 
Honsaleas,  and  ooki  of  heart,  are  forced  to  Inde 
Theae  beating  ano^a,  and  keen  relentless  winda» 
Wayfaring  men,  or  wanderers  whom  no  home 
Awaits,  nor  rest  firom  tmvel,  save  the  inn 
Where  all  the  joomiers  of  mortal  life 
lie  down  at  Isat  lo  sleeps  Yet  some  there  be 
Who  merit  not  to  siifler.-»Infoncy, 
And  sinew^hrinking  age,  are  not  eienpC 
From  penury's  severest,  deadliest  gripe. 
Oh!  it  doth  chill  the  eddying  heart's  bkiod  to  oes 
Tha  gtiilelesB  cheek  of  infoncy  tnm'd  blue 
With  tha  been  eold. — hn,  where  the  baby  hanffs 
On  his  wan  parent^  hand ;  his  ahiv'ring  skin 
Half  barob  and  opening  lo  the  biting  gale. 
Poor  shivwar,  to  bv  mother  he  upturns 
A  meaning  h»k  in  silence !  then  he  casta 
Aakance,  upon  tha  howling  waste  before, 
A  mournful  glance  upon  the  forward 
But  all  liea  dreary,  and  cold  as  hope 
Inhisfonaken  breast 


Bkhold  the  shepherd  boy,  who  homeward  tend% 
Finish'd  his  daily  labor. — O'er  the  path. 
Deep  overiiung  with  herbage,  does  he  stroll 
With  pace  irregular :  by  flta  he  runs, 
Th«i  sudden  stops  with  vacant  countenance. 
And  picks  the  pungent  herb,  or  on  the  stile 
Listlessly  sits  and  twines  the  reedy  whip. 
And  carols  blithe  his  short  and  simple  song. 
Thrice  happy  idler! — thou  hast  never  known 
Refinement's  piercing  pang ,  thy  joys  are  small. 
Yet  aro  they  unallc^'d  with  bitter  thought 
And  after  misery. — As  I  behold 
Thy  placid,  artless  countenance,  I  feel 
Strange  envy  of  thy  state,  and  fiun  would  change 
These  short,  uncommon  hours  of  keener  bli 
For  thy  long  day  of  equal  happii 


Heaven  grant  no  after  trials  may  imprint 
Trouble's  deep  wrinkle  on  thine  open  fiice. 
And  cloud  thy  generous  feature*. — May'tt  thou  treed 
In  the  calm  paths  through  which  ihy  fathers  trod 
To  their  late  graves  of  honorable  rest: 
So  will  thy  lot  be  hsppy.    So  the  hour 
Of  death  come  clad  in  loveliness  and  joy  ; 
And  as  thou  lay'st  douTi  thy  blanched  head 
Beneath  the  narrow  mound,  afllection's  hand 
Will  bend  the  osier  o'er  thy  peaceful  grave, 
And  bid  the  lily  blossom  on  thy  turf. 
But,  oh !  may  Heaven  avert  fiom  thee  the  cuise 
Of  mad  fanaticism :  away,  away ! — 
Let  not  the  restless  monster  dare  pollute 
The  calm  abodes  of  rural  innocence ! 
Oh !  if  the  wide  contagkm  reach  thy  breast, 
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ITiihappf  pesaant !  peace  will  \'anish  thence. 

And  raging  lurbtilcnce  will  rack  thy  heart 

With  feverish  dismay :  then  discontent 

Will  prey  upon  thy  vitals,  then  will  doubt 

And  sad  uncertainty  in  fierce  array, 

With  sui)eretition*8  monstrous  train,  surround 

Thy  dreadful  dealh-hed  ;  and  no  soothing  hand 

WiU  smooth  the  painful  pillow,  for  the  bonds 

Of  render  amity  are  all  consumed 

By  the  prevailing  fire.    They  all  are  loat 

In  one  ungovernable,  selfish  flame. 

Wliere  has  this  pestilence  arisen  7 — where 

The  Hydra  multitude  of  sister  ills. 

Of  infidelity,  and  open  sin. 

Of  dis^iffeciion,  and  re^Mning  gall? 

Oh  ye  revered,  venerable  band. 

Who  wear  religion's  ephnd.  unto  ye 

Belongs  with  wakeful  vigilance  to  check 

The  growing  evil.     In  the  vicious  town 

Fearless,  and  fix'd,  the  monster  stands  secure ; 

But  gunnl  the  rural  shade !  let  honest  peace 

Yet  hold  her  ancient  seats,  and  still  preserve 

The  village  groups  in  their  primeval  bliss. 

Such  was,  Placidio,  thy  divine  employ, 

Kre  thou  wert  borne  to  some  subliroer  sphere 

By  death's  mild  angel. 


Wherk  yonder  woods  in  gloomy  pomp  arise, 
Kmbower'd,  remote,  a  lowly  cottage  lies : 
Before  the  dtwr  a  garden  spreads,  where  blows 
Now  wild,  once  cultivate,  the  brier  rose ; 
Though  choked  with  weeds,  the  lily  there  will  peer. 
And  enrly  primrose  hail  the  nascent  year ; 
There  to  the  walls  did  jesn'mine  wreaths  attach. 
And  many  a  spiarrow  twilter'd  in  the  thatch. 
While  in  the  woods  that  wave  their  heads  oo  high 
1'ho  stoik-dove  warbled  murmuring  harmony. 

Th»*re.  hurioil  in  retirement,  dwelt  a  sage, 
Whmo  reverend  locks  bespoke  him  far  in  agei 
Silent  he  wrh,  and  solemn  was  his  mien. 
All.!  mroly  on  his  che<'k  a  smile  was  seen. 
'J*h('  villace  gossips  had  full  many  a  tale 
A  hi>ut  the  niieil  "  hermit  of  the  dale." 
S>mr  c.-ill'd  him  wixnrtl,  some  a  holy  seer, 
Th'Mi'.'M  all  behold  him  with  an  equal  fear, 
And  many  a  stout  heart  had  he  put  to  flight. 
Met  in  the  gloomy  wood-walks  late  at  night. 

Yet  well  I  ween,  the  sire  was  good  of  heart, 
"Sot  Mould  to  aii?ht  one  heetlless  pang  impart; 
llik  MMil  uas  gentle,  but  he'd  known  of  woe, 
I  Tad  known  ilie  world,  nor  loniter  wish'd  to  know. 
n«'ri'.  far  nMired  fn>m  all  its  busy  ways. 
Iff  hitfied  to  spend  the  remnant  of  his  days; 
AikI  here,  in  (^eare.  he  till'd  his  little  g^iind. 
And  w»w.  nnhee<l*Ml,  years  revolving  roumL 
Fair  v\a«  hiit  daughter,  ss  the  blush  of  day, 
III  hf'r  nlone  his  ho|M>s  and  wishes  lay: 
J  lis  only  care,  ohoul  her  future  hfe, 
When  death  Khould  call  him  fmm  the  haunts  of  strife. 
SMcet  WAS  her  temper,  mild  as  summer  skies 
When  o'er  their  ax«ire  no  thin  vapor  flies: 
And  hut  to  see  her  sged  father  sad. 
No  feac  no  care,  the  gentle  Fenny  had. 


Still  at  her  wheel,  the  live-long  day  she  siuig. 
Till  with  the  sound  the  lonesome  woodlands  rung 
And  till,  usurp'd  his  long  unquestioned  sway. 
The  solitary  bittern  wing'd  its  way. 
Indignant  rose,  on  dismal  pinioru  home, 
To  find,  untrod  by  man.  some  waste  forlorn. 
Where,  unnoolested,  he  might  hourly  wall. 
And  with  his  screams  still  load  the  heavy  gale. 

Once  as  I  stray  *d.  at  eve,  tBe  woods  among. 
To  pluck  wild  strawberries, — I  heard  her  song ; 
And  heard,  enchanted, — oh !  it  was  so  soft. 
So  sweet,  I  thought  the  cherubim  aloft 
Were  quiring  to  the  spheres.     Now  the  fall  note 
Did  on  the  downy  wings  of  silence  Boot 
Full  on  the  ravish'd  pense,  then  died  away, 
Distantly  on  the  ear,  in  sweet  decay. 

Then,  first  I  knew  the  cot ;  the  simple  pair ; 
Though  soon  become  a  welcome  inmate  there : 
At  eve,  I  still  wouid  fly  to  hear  the  lay. 
Which  Fanny  to  her  lute  was  wont  to  pley; 
Or  with  the  Sire  would  sit  and  talk  of  war. 
For  warn  he  'd  seen,  and  bore  full  many  a  scar. 
And  oft  the  plan  of  gallant  siege  he  drew. 
And  loved  to  teach  me  all  the  arts  he  knew. 


With  slow  step,  along  the  desert  sand. 
Where  o'er  the  parching  plains  broods  red  dimiaT 
The  Arab  chief  leads  on  his  ruthless  bend. 
And,  lo!  a  speck  of  dust  is  seen  to  play, 
On  the  remotest  confines  of  the  day. 
Arouse!  arouse!  fierce  docs  the  chieftain  cry 
Death  calls !  the  caravan  is  on  its  way ! 
The  warrior  shouts.    The  Siroc  hurries  by, 
Uush'd  is  his  stormy  voice,  and  quench*d  his  Dur 
derous  eye. 

ThMS  lines  mifht  sppear,  by  the  metro,  to  hsvs  bseo  faMnded 
for  s  stanu  of  the  "  OInXisit,"  perhaps  to  bsTS  bseo  iatn^ 
Hucnd  B4  a  Mmiln ;  but  thouth  the  conneplion  is  strikmff,  ths 
compoaitiun  it  far  more  incorrect  thsn  (A«l  of  that  fine  frsffmaoC 


TO  A  FRIEND. 

To  ymi  these  pensive  lines  I  fondly  send, 

F'ar  distant  now.  my  brother,  and  my  friend. 

If.  'mid  the  novel  scene,  thou  yet  art  free 

To  give  one  silent,  museful  hour  to  me. 

Turn  from  the  world,  and  fancy,  whisp'ring  near. 

Thou  henr'st  the  voice  thou  once  didst  love  lo  hear 

Can  time  and  space,  howe'er  with  anguish  fraught. 

Damp  the  warm  heart, or  chain  the  soaring  thought? 

Or,  when  rmwi  dread,  the  nascent  joy  they  blast. 

Chase  from  the  mind  the  image  of  the  past  T 

Ah.  no!  when  death  has  robh'd  her  hoard  of  bliss. 

What  stays  to  soothe  the  widow's  hours,  but  this? — 

Tliis  cheers  her  dreoms.  and  cheats  th«  ling'ring  line 

Till  she  shall  reach     •     •     •     •  •     • 


On !  had  *he  soul's  deep  silence  power  to  speak , 
Could  the  warm  thought  the  bars  of  distance  brsak 
Could  the  lone  music  to  thine  ear  convey 
Each  risii^  sigh,  and  ell  the  heart  cen  say 
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"Dmr  to  toy  braait,  beyoml  ooncapiion  dmr. 
Would  the  long  tolitude  of  night  appoAr : 
Biroet  woold  it  be  to  hear  the  winds  complain— 
To  maik  the  heavinp  of  the  moonlight  main ; 
BfPset  to  behold  the  ailent  hamlet  lie, 
With  ♦#•♦♦# 

Btataweeter&r     ••••.♦ 
Bum  not  mihared,  nor  fell  immarfc*d  by  the*. 


Tiiiharpiiatill!  Weak  though  the  spirit 
That  whispered  in  its  rising  harmonies ; 
Tet  Memory,  with  her  sister,  fond  Regret 
Lo^es  to  recall  the  wild  and  wandering  airs 
That  cheer'd  the  long-fled  hours,  when  o*er  i 
That  spirit  hover'd.    Weak  and  thoogh  it  were 
To  pour  the  torrent  of  impetuous  song. 
It  was  not  weak  to  touch  the  sacred  chords 
Of  pitjr,  or  to  summon  with  dark  spell 
Of  witching  rhymes,  the  spirits  of  the  deep 
Tonn*d  to  £>  Fancy's  bidding ;  and  to  fetdi 
Her  perfumes  from  the  morning  star,  or  dye 

Her  volant  robes  with  the  bright  rainbow's  hnefc 

•  •  «  • 


Oa  should  the  day  be  overcast. 
We  'n  linger  till  the  shower  be  past ; 
Where  the  hawthorn's  branches  spread 
A  fragimnt  covert  o'er  the  head. 
And  list  the  raindrops  beat  tlie  leaver 
Or  smoke  upon  the  cottage  caves ; 
Or,  silent  dimpling  on  the  stream. 
Convert  to  lead  its  silver  gleam ; 
And  we  will  muso  on  human  life. 
And  think,  from  all  the  storms  of  strife. 
How  sweet  to  find  a  snag  retreat 
Where  we  may  hear  the  tempests  beat. 
Secure  and  fearless, — and  provide 
Repose  ibr  life's  calm  eventide. 


Mild  Vesper !  lavorite  of  the  Paphian  Queen, 
Whose  lucid  lamp  on  evening's  twilight  zone. 
Sheds  a  soft  liislrc  o'er  the  gloom  serene. 
Only  by  Cynthia's  silver  beam  outshone : 
Thee  I  invoke  to  point  my  lonely  way 
O'er  these  wild  wastes,  to  where  my  lover  bides. 
For  thou  alone  canst  lend  thy  friendly  ray. 
Now  the  bright  moon  toward  the  ocean  glid< 
No  midnight  murderer  lutks  thy  guilty  aid, 
No  nightly  robber    •     ♦     ♦     ♦     • 
I  am  alone,  by  silly  love  betray'd. 
To  woo  the  star  of  Venus  •  •  • 


T!f  every  clime,  from  Lapland  to  Japan, 

This  truth 's  confcss'd. — tho'  man's  worst  foe  is  man. 

The  rev'ning  tribet*.  that  crowd  (ho  sultry  zone. 

Prey  on  all  kinds  and  colors  but  their  own. 

Lion  with  lion  hords.  and  pard  with  panl, 

fn^nct's  first  law,  their  covenant  ond  guard. 

But  man  alone,  the  lord  of  ev'ry  clime, 

Wbote  pott  is  godlike,  and  wWiae  ^w'ti  mbhine, 


Mm,  at  whose  birth  the  Almighty  hand  stood  rtfll 
Pleased  with  the  last  great  effort  of  his  wilL 
Man,  man  akme,  na  tenant  of  the  wood. 
Preys  on  his  kind,  and  laps  his  brother's  Uood  t 
His  fellow  leads  where  hidden  pit-fells  lie. 
And  drinks  with  ecstacy  his  dying  sigh. 


ODE  TO  LIBERT7. 

Hbnck  to  thy  darkest  shades,  dire  Slaveiy  bcnea 

Thine  icy  touch  can  freeze. 

Swift  as  the  Polar  breeze. 
The  proud  defying  port  of  human  aeose. 

Hence  to  tliine  Indian  cave. 
To  where  the  tall  canes  whisper  o'er  thy  raat^ 

like  ther  murmuring  wave 
Swept  by  the  dank  wing  of  the  rapid  waots 

And  at  the  night's  still  noon. 
The  lash'd  Angolan,  in  his  grated  cell, 

Mift'd  with  the  tiger's  yell 
Howls  to  the  dull  ear  of  the  silent  nmoik 

But  ooroe,  tlioa  goddess,  Uiibe  and  frae^ 
Thou  mountain-maid,  sweet  Liberty ! 
With  boskin'd  knee,  and  bosom  bara, 
Thy  tresses  floating  in  the  air ; 
Come,  ■  and  treading  on  thy  feet. 
Independence  let  me  meet. 
Thy  giant  mate,  whose  awful  fofm 
Hias  often  braved  the  bellowing  aiaiB» 
And  heaid  its  angry  spirit  shriek, 
Rear*d  on  oome  proroontory's  peak* 
Seen  by  the  lonely  fisher  fer. 
By  the  glimpse  of  flitting  star. 

His  awful  bulk,  in  dusky  shroud. 
Commixing  with  the  pitchy  cloud ; 
While  at  his  feel  the  lightnings  play. 
And  the  deep  thunders  die  away. 
Goddess !  come,  and  let  us  soil 
On  the  fresh  reviving  gale ; 
O'er  dewy  lawns,  and  forests  lone, 
'nil  lighting  on  some  mountain  stone. 
That  scales  the  circumambient  sky. 
We  see  a  thousand  nations  lie. 
From  Zembla's  snows  to  Afric's  heat. 
Prostrate  beneath  our  frolic  feet 

From  Italy's  luxurious  plains, 

Where  everlasting  summer  rrigns. 

Why.  goddess,  dost  thou  turn  away  ? 

Didst  thou  never  eojoum  there  ? 

Oh,  yes,  tliou  didst — but  fellen  is  Rome ; 

The  pilgrim  weeps  her  silent  doom. 

As  at  midnight,  murmuring  low. 

Along  the  mouldering  portico. 

He  hears  the  desolate  wind  career. 

While  the  rank  ivy  whispers  near. 

Ill-fated  Gaul !  ambitious  grasp 
Bids  thee  again  in  slavery  gasp^ 
A^n  the  dungcon-\\*nlb  resound 
The  hopeless  shriek,  the  groan  prolbnnd 
But,  lo,  in  yonder  happy  skies, 
Helvetia's  airy  moontaina  rise, 
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And,  oh !  on  her  tall  clifla  reclined, 
Gay  Fancy,  whispcrinf^  to  the  mind : 
An  the  wild  herdanmn's  call  it  heard, 
Telia  roe.  that  the,  o'er  all  preferr'd, 
In  every  clime,  in  every  Bone, 
U  Liberty's  divincat  throne. 
Yet,  whence  that  sigh  f  O  goddei 
Has  the  tyrant's  thirsty  sway 
Dared  profane  the  sacred  seat. 
Thy  long  high-iavor'd,  best  retreat  f 
It  has !  it  has !  away,  away 
To  where  the  green  isles  woo  the  day ! 
Where  thou  art  still  supreme,  and  where 
Thy  Picans  fill  the  floating  air. 


■•y. 


Who  is  it  leads  the  planets  on  their  dance— 
The  mighty  sisfcrho<Nl  f  who  is  it  strikes 
The  harp  of  universal  harmony  7 

llarfc !  't  is  the  voice  of  planets  on  their  dance, 

lied  by  the  arch-contriver.   Beautiful 

The  harmony  of  order!  How  they  sing, 

Th«i  regulated  orbs,  upon  their  piUh 

Through  the  wide  trackless  ether !  sing  as  though 

A  kyren  sat  upon  each  glitt'ring  gem, 

AnJ  made  ihir  muMc — such  as  mortal  hand 

Ne'er  raised  on  the  responding  chords ;  mora  like 

The  mystic  mckxly  that  of\  the  bard 

f  ieaia  in  the  strings  of  the  suspended  harp, 

Touch'd  by  some  unknown  beings  that  rnkie 

In  evening  breezes,  or,  at  dead  of  night. 

Wake  in  the  long,  shrill  pauHos  of  the  wind. 

This  is  the  music  which,  in  ages  hush'd, 

Kre  the  Assyrian  qiuiffd  his  cups  of  blood. 

Kept  the  lone  Chald  awake,  when  through  the  night 

He  watch'd  hix  hcnis.   The  solitary  man. 

By  frequent  mcditatiim.  learnt  to  spell 

Von  sacred  volume  of  high  mystery. 

lie  could  armngc  the  wandering  passengers. 

From  the  pale  star,  first  on  the  silent  brow 

t  H*  the  meck-trdHotl  Fvc.  to  him  who  shines. 

Son  of  the  morning,  orient  Lucifer ; 

Sweet  were  to  him,  in  that  unletter'd  age, 

TTie  openinG:^  of  wonder. — lie  could  gaze 

Till  his  whole  soul  wns  fiU'd  with  ro>'stery. 

And  every  niL'hl-wind  was  a  spirit's  voice, 

An«l  everv  far-<»fr  mi;*!,  a  spirit's  form: 

Si  with  fahlrs.  niid  wild  romantic  dreams, 

21c  mix'd  his  truili.  and  couch'd  in  symbols  dark. 

Ilcnce,  blind  i«lolafry  anwc,  and  men 

Knelt  to  the  sun.  or  nt  the  dead  of  night 

PfMir'd  their  oriisMts  to  the  cloud-wrapt  moon. 

Hence,  also,  afrcr  ages  into  stars 

Transfitrni'd  their  heroes ;  ond  the  warlike  chief) 

With  fiind  eye  fix'd  on  iM>me  resplendent  gem. 

Held  converse  with  the  spirits  of  his  sires  >— 

With  other  eyes  thon  the^e  ilid  Plato  view 

The  heavens,  and.  flll'd  with  reasonings  nibUiDa 

Hair-piercetl.  at  intervals,  the  mystery. 

Which  with  the  gosftel  vanish 'd,  and  made  way 

For  noon-day  brightnesa.        *        *        « 


How  beautiful  upon  the  element 

The  Egyptian  moonlight  sleeps! 
The  Arab  on  the  bank  hath  pitch'd  hit  tent; 

The  light  wave  dances,  sparkling,  o'er  the  deeps; 
The  tall  reeds  whisper  in  the  gale. 
And  o'er  the  distant  tide  moves  slow  the  silent  saiL 

Thou  mighty  Nile!  and  thou  receding  main. 
How  peacefully  ye  rest  upon  your  shores. 
Tainted  no  more,  as  when  froin  Cairo's  towers, 
RoU'd  the  swoln  cor^,  by  plague!  the  monster!  slain 
Far  as  the  eye  can  see  around, 
Upon  the  solitude  of  waters  wi^e. 
There  is  no  sight,  save  of  the  restless  tide— • 
Save  of  the  winds,  and  waves,  tliere  is  no  sound 

Elgyptio  sleeps,  her  sons  in  silence  sleep! 

Ill-fated  land,  upon  thy  rest  they  ci<me— - 
Th'  invader,  and  his  host.   Behold  the  deep 

Bears  on  her  farthest  verge  a  dusky  gloom^ 

And  now  they  rise,  the  masted  ibrcstrf  rise. 
And  gallants,  through  the  foam,  their  way  they  make 
Stem  Genius  of  the  Mcmphian  shores,  avi'ake!— 

The  foemon  in  thy  innnost  harbor  lies. 
And  ruin  o'er  thy  Uuid  with  brooding  penn«.u 


Ghosts  of  the  dead,  in  grim  array. 

Surround  the  tyrant's  nightly  bed ! 
And  in  the  still,  distinctly  say, 

I  by  lliy  treachery  bled. 
And  I,  and  I,  ten  thousands  cry; 

From  Jaffa  s  plains,  from  Egypt's  sandf 
They  come,  they  raise  the  chorus  high. 

And  whirl  around  in  shrieking  bands. 
Loud,  and  more  loud,  the  clamors  rise, 

'*  liO !  there  the  traitor !  murderer !  lies 
He  murder'd  me,  he  murder'd  thee. 

And  now  his  bed  hw  rack  shall  be. 
As  when  a  thousand  torrents  roar, 
An>und  his  head  their  yells  they  pour. 
The  sweat-drops  start,  convulsion's  hand 
Binds  every  nor\'e  in  iron  band. 
*T  is  done !  they  fly.  the  clamors  die. 

The  moon  is  up,  the  night  is  calm, 
Man's  bus)'  broods  in  slumbers  lie ; 

But  horroni  still  the  tyrant's  soul  alarm 
And  ever  and  anon,  serenely  clear. 
Have  men7,  mercy,  heaven!  strikes  on  dui'  if 

night's  ear.  • 


ODE 

O.N  TIIF.  DEATH  OF  THE  DUKK  d'KNGHIBW. 

What  means  yon  trampling !  what  that  light 

That  glimmcre  in  the  inmost  wood  ; 
As  though  beneath  the  felon  night. 

It  mork'd  some  deed  of  blood  ; 
Behold  yon  figures,  dim  descric>d 
In  dark  array ;  they  speechless  glide. 
The  forest  moans ;  the  raven's  scream 
Swells  slowly  o'er  the  moated  stream. 
As  from  the  castle's  to|Hnost  tower, 

It  chant*  its  boding  song  akme : 
A  si»ng,  that  at  this  awful  hour 

Bears  dismal  lidinp  in  its  funeral  tone , 
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TMhg^  thai  in  w  gwy  domertic^  mr 
Wfllod  hk  wakefid  bed  ttnkm  dMpmyiteriaiM  ftar. 

And.  hnik.  Ast  loud  nport!  'tk  done ; 

T|iM«1i  ttwder  oooehM  in  jaaAm  gkMn; 
Tit  dona,  *lkdoD*!  Ihe  prii*  k  fPon, 

Anpdwr  rhrd  mtaii  hk  doom. 
The  tjnnt  — ilee^    <riih  feU  delist 
Hedwelkoimihe^    •    *    •    * 
The  tynnt  anilei ;  ftom  terror  fieed, 
Eralting  in  the  feol  mkdeed. 
And  iternly  in  hk  eecrar  bnMt 
Bferiw  out  the  Tietune  neH  to  MdL 
Hk  porpoee  fii*d ;  their  nMiaieali  fly  no  man, 

Ht  poinUr— the  ponieid  kairm  iti own; 
Umeen  it  strikee* — nnieen  they  dioi 
Fool  midnight  only  heen,  and  ahudden  at  the  gioftn. 
Bat  JMtioe  yet  ahdi  lift  her  arm  on  high* 
And  Bourboo'a  blood  no  mora  aak  Tengeanoe  from 
theaky. 


SONNET. 
TO  CAPEL  LOFIT,  EBO. 

Lorrr,  unto  thee  one  tribatary  song 
The  aimple  Moae,  admiring,  ftin  would  bring; 

She  knga  to  liap  thee  to  the  liatening  thnmgi 
And  with  thy  name  to  bid  the  woodlande  rin^ 

Nn  would  the  Uaaonali  thy  Tirtuea  Ibfth, 
Ttf  warm  phiknthropy,  thyjustiee  mi^; 

Would  lay  how  thou  didit  footer  kindred  worth. 
And  to  thy  booom  anatdi'd  Miafectune'a  childs 

Flim  ihe  would  paint  thee,  with  becoming  aaal. 
Upright*  and  learned,  aa  the  IPjrlian  aire. 
Would  aay  how  aweeUy  thou  ooukkt  aweep  the  lyre. 

And  show  thy  labors  for  the  public  weaL 
Ten  thousand  virtues  tell  with  joy  supreme, 
But  ah!  she  shrinks  abash'd  before  the  arduous 
theme. 


SONNET. 

TO  THE  MOON. — WEITTEN  IN  NOVEMBXE. 

Sublime  ^merging  from  the  misty  t^rge 
Of  the  horiaon  dim,  thee.  Moon,  I  hail. 
As,  sweeping  o'er  the  leafless  grove,  the  gale 

Seems  lo  repeat  the  year's  funereal  dirge. 

Now  Autumn  sickens  oo  the  languid  sight. 

And  leaves  bestrew  the  wanderer's  kmely  way, 

Now  unto  thee,  pale  arbitress  of  night! 
With  double  joy  my  homage  do  I  pay. 
When  clouds  disguise  the  glories  of  the  day. 

And  stem  November  sheds  her  boisterous  blight. 
How  doubly  sweet  to  mark  the  moony  ray. 

Shoot  through  the  mint  from  the  etherial  height. 
And,  ttiU  unchanged^  back. to  the  memory  bring 
The  smiles  Favonian  of  life's  earliest  spring. 


SONNET. 

WRITTEN  AT  THE  GRAVE  OF  A  FRIEND. 

pABT  ftom  the  West  the  fading  day-streaks  fly. 
And  ebon  Night  assumes  her  solemn  sway, 

Yal  here  aione,  unheeding  time,  I  lie, 
And  e*ar  my  fiiend  still  pour  the  plaintive  lay. 


Oh!  'tknotkii«ainoa,GaQifa,«itbtlwaIfR»V 

The  maid  of  musings  by  yon  BMoaing  wmre. 
And  hail'd  the  BMnn'B  miM  bean,  winch  nowranow'd 

Seems  sweetly  aleeping  on  ihy  riknt  grav«! 
The  busy  world  pursnea  iia  boktofoua  way. 

The  noioe  of  revelry  still  eehon  round* 
Tet  I  aaa  aad  whUe  aU  beaide  k  gay ; 

Yet  stUl  I  weep  o'er  thy  daaanad  aKNOid 
Ch!  that  like  thee,  I  aright  bid  aoimw  oeaai^ 
And  'neath  the  greenawiid  atoap  ih»  sbap  of  paaoa 


SONNET. 

SwEST  to  the  gay  of  heart  k  summer^  amila. 

Sweet  the  wild  moaic  of  the  laughing  Spri^; 
But  ah !  my  soul  kr  other  acenea  beguilob 

Where  gloomy  storma  their  sullen  ahadowa  fliagi 
la  it  for  me  to  strike  the  Idalian  string — 

Raiae  the  soft  muric  of  the  warbling  wln^ 
While  in  my  eaia  the  howk  of  fairica  ring; 

And  melancholy  wastes  the  vital  6i%^ 
Away  with  thoughts  like  theae!  to  aone 

Where  howk  the  shriU  bkal,  and 
the  wave, 
Direct  my  atopa;  there^  hi  die  tenaly  drear. 

rU  rit  remote  from  wothlly  noka^  and 

Till  dkiongh  my  aoul  rimll  Feaoa  her  hntaa 
And  whkpar  aounda  of  MT^fifl  hi 


SONNET. 

Fbomllttloonet  noat  falttariy  did  pnm. 

And  life's  wont  ilk  assail  thme  eariy  ag«; 

And,  quickly  tired  with  thk  rough  pilgrimage^ 

Thy  wearied  spirit  did  its  heaven  regain. 

Moaning,  and  sickly,  on  the  lap  of  life 

Thou  laid'st  thine  aching  head,  and  thou  didst  sigh 

A  little  while,  ere  to  its  kindred  sky 

Thy  soul  retum'd,  to  taste  no  more  of  strife! 

Thy  lot  was  happy,  little  sojourner ! 

Thou  hadst  no  mother  to  direct  thy  ways ; 

And  fortune  frown'd  most  darkly  on  thy  daja. 

Short  as  they  were.   Now,  far  from  the  low  stir 

Of  this  dim  spot,  in  heaven  thou  dost  repose, 

And  look'st  mad  smilest  on  thk  world's 


SONNET. 
TO  DECEMBER. 

DARK-visaged  vkitor!  who  oomeet  here 
Clad  in  thy  mournful  tunic,  to  repeat 
(While  glooms  and  chilling  rains  enwrap  ihy  feoQ 

The  solemn  requiem  of  the  dying  year; 

Not  undelightful  to  my  list'ning  ear 
Sound  thy  dull  showers,  as  o'er  my  woodland  mat. 
Dismal,  and  drear,  the  leafless  treoa  they  beait 

Not  undelightful.  in  their  wild  career. 

Is  the  wild  music  of  thy  howling  blasta. 
Sweeping  the  groves'  long  aisle,  while  sullcal^Bt 

Thy  stormy  mantle  o'er  hk  shoulder  cmIb, 

And,  ruck'd  upon  his  throne,  with  tfaant  anhlar^ 

Joins  the  full-pealing  dirge,  and  winter  wc 

Utr  dark  sepulchral  wreath  of  feded  Icavea. 
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SONNET. 
MISFORTUNE. 

MiSFOETUNK !  I  SID  young,  my  chin  m  bare ; 

And  I  have  lA-onder'd  much  when  men  have  told 
How  ]routh  \V9B  free  from  sorrow  and  from  care. 

That  thou  thoiildtld well  withme.and  leave  theold. 
Sure  doel  not  like  me ! — ShrivoU'd  hag  of  hate, 

My  phis,  and  thanki  to  thee,  i»  ndly  long ; 

1  am  not  either.  Beldame,  over  strong ; 
Nor  do  I  wiiih  at  all  to  be  thy  mate, 
For  thou,  sweet  fury,  art  my  utter  hate ! 
Nay,  shake  not  thus  thy  miserable  |)ate, 
I  am  3ret  young,  and  do  not  like  thy  face ; 
And,  lest  thou  shouldst  mume  the  wild-goose  chare 
I  '11  tell  thee  something  all  thy  heat  to  assuage, 
—Thou  wilt  not  hit  my  fancy  in  my  age. 


SONNET. 

As  thus  oppress 'd  with  many  a  hea\7  care 
(Though  young  yet  sorrowful).  I  turn  my  feet 
To  the  dark  woodland,  longing  much  to  greet 
The  form  of  Peace,  if  chance  she  sojourn  there ; 
Deep  thought  and  dismal,  verging  to  despair, 

Fills  my  sad  breast ;  and,  tired  with  this  vain  ooil, 
I  shrink  dismayM  before  life's  upland  toiL 
And  as  amid  the  leaves  the  evening  air 
Whispen  still  melody, — I  think  ere  long, 

When  I  DO  more  can  hear,  these  woods  will  speak ; 
And  then  a  sad  smile  plays  upon  my  cheek. 
And  mournful  phantasies  upon  me  throng. 
And  I  do  ponder  with  most  strange  delight 
On  the  calm  slumbers  of  the  dead  man's  night 


SONNET.— TO  APRIL. 

Emblkm  of  life !  see  changeful  April  sail 
In  varying  vest  along  the  shadowy  skim. 
Now  bidding  summer's  soAest  zephyrs  rise, 
Anon,  recalling  Winter's  stormy  gale. 
And  pouring  from  the  cloud  her  sudden  hail ! 
Then  smiling  through  the  tear  that  dims  her  eyes. 
While  Iris  with  her  braid  the  welkin  dyes, 
Pnmiise  of  sunshine,  not  so  prone  to  fail. 
So  to  OS,  sojourners  in  Ijfe's  low  vale. 
The  smil««  of  Fortune  (latter  to  deceive, 
While  still  the  Fates  the  web  of  M\'stcry  weave; 
So  Hope  exultant  spreads  her  aery  saii, 
Aiid  from  the  present  gloom  the  soul  conveys 
To  dsitant  summers  and  far  hap|>icr  da}'8. 


SONNET. 

Ti  imseen  spirits,  whose  wild  melcMlies, 
At  evening  rising  slow,  yet  sweetly  clear. 
Steal  on  the  musing  poet's  pensive  ear. 

As  by  the  woml^pring  stretch'd  supine  he  lies, 
When  he  who  ikiw  in\'okcs  you  low  is  laid. 

IDs  tim«{  frame  resting  on  the  earth's  cold  bed. 

Hold  ye  your  nightly  vigils  o'er  his  heail. 
And  chant  a  diige  to  hit  reposing  shade ! 
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For  he  was  wont  to  love  3rour  madrigals ; 
And  oflen  by  the  haunted  stream,  that  laTea 
The  dark  soquesterM  woodland's  inmost  cavoiv 
Would  sit  and  listen  to  the  d3ring  &llst 
Till  the  full  tear  wonld  quiver  in  his  eye, 
And  his  big  heart  would  heave  with  aotirnful  ccstacy 


SONNET. 
TO  A  TAPER. 

Tis  midnight.— On  the  globe  dead  slumber  sils, 

And  all  is  silence — in  the  hour  of  sleep; 
Save  when  the  hollow  gust,  that  swells  by  fits. 

In  the  dark  wood  roare  fearfully  and  deep. 
I  wake  alono  to  listen  and  to  weep, 

To  watch,  my  ta|)er,  thy  \nle  beacon  bum ; 
And,  as  still  Memory  dot's  her  vigils  keep. 

To  think  of  da>'8  tliat  never  can  rotunL 
By  thy  pale  ray  I  raiMC  luy  languid  head. 

My  eye  surveys  llie  solitar)*  gloom ; 
And  tne  sud  meaning  tear,  uuniixt  with  dread. 

Tells  thou  dost  light  mc  to  the  silent  tombw 
Like  thee  I  wane ;  like  thine,  my  liie's  last  ray 
Will  fiide  in  loneliness,  imwe|)t,  away. 

SONNET. 
TO  MY  MOTHER. 

A.ND  canst  thou,  Mather,  for  a  mcnnent  think. 
That  we,  thy  children,  when  old  age  shall  shed 
Its  blanching  horMtn  on  thy  weary  head, 

Could  from  our  best  of  duties  ever  shrink  7 

Sooner  the  sun  fruni  hin  hii;h  sphere  should  sink 
Than  we,  ungrateful,  leave  thco  in  that  day. 
To  |)ine  in  solitude  thy  life  away. 

Or  shun  thee,  tottering  on  the  grave's  cold  brink. 

Banish  the  thought! — where'er  our  steps  may  ruom 
O'er  smiling  plains,  or  waftes  without  a  tree. 
Still  will  fond  memory  point  our  hearts  to  thee. 

And  paint  the  pleasures  of  thy  peaceful  liome ; 

While  duty  bids  us  al)  thy  grieft  amuage. 

And  smooth  the  pillow  of  thy  smking  qge. 

SONNET. 

Yn,  't  will  be  over  soon. — This  sickly  dream 

Of  life  will  >aniMh  fn)m  my  feverish  brain; 
And  death  my  weoritnl  s|iirit  will  redeem 

From  this  wild  region  of  unvaried  pain. 
Yon  bnjok  will  glide  as  suflly  os  before^— 

Yon  landM*ape  smile, — y<tn  golden  harvest  grow,  • 
Yon  sprightly  lark  on  mounting  wing  will  stiar. 

When  Henry's  name  is  heard  no  more  lielow. 
I  sigh  when  all  my  youthful  friends  carcsa, 

'They  laugh  in  health,  ami  future  evils  brave ; 
Them  shall  a  wife  and  smiling  children  bless. 

While  I  am  mouldering  in  my  silent  giave. 
Gnd  of  the  just ! — ^Thou  gavest  the  bitter  cup  • 
I  bow  to  thy  behest,  and  drink  it  up. 

SONNET. 
TO  CON8U.MPTION. 

Gemtly,  roost  gently,  on  thy  victim's  bead. 
Consumption,  lay  thine  hand !— let  dm  d«edy, 
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And  ■ofUy  go  to  ilaaiber  ivith  the  drnd, 
And  if  'tli  tnw,  what  holy  B«n  htTe  Mid, 

Thai  MnuM  angriie  oft  ftmall  the  d^ 

Of  dccdi  10  dioto  good  men  who  ML  itf  pnf, 
O  kt  iha  nfirial  monc  romd  mj  bed, 
DiMolving  ad  in  dying  ■ympbony, 

Whiiper  the  nlemn  warning  in  mine  ear! 
That  I  may  bid  my  weeping  fiiende  good  bye 

Ere  I  depart  npon  my  journey  draar : 
And*  imiling  friiuly  on  the  pauifiil  peat. 
OonpoN  ny  deoent  liaad,  and  biaaihe  my 


SONNET. 
imAmLaisD  noM  tbe  fbbnob  of  h.  nmABUUiJi. 

Tvr  judgmenti,  Lord,  are  jwt :  tfaon  knreit  to  wear 

The  Ikce  of  pity  and  of  love  divine ; 
Bat  mine  it  guilt— choo  moat  not,  canet  not,  apare. 

While  heaven  ia  tnie  and  equity  it  thine. 
Yea,  oh  my  God !— «iich  Crimea  at  mine,  ao  draad. 

Leave  bat  the  choice  of  poniahnient  to  thee; 
Thy  intereet  calli  for  judgment  on  my  head. 

And  even  thy  mercy  daraa  not  plead  for  me! 
Thy  will  be  done— dnee  't  it  thy  glory't  doe. 

Did  from  mine  eyei  the  endleai  torrenta  flow ; 
Chnite— it  it  tinM*--ihoagh  endleai  death  enaae, 

I  blett  the  avenging  hand  that  laya  me  low. 
Bat  on  what  tppt  ahall  fiill  thine  ai^er't  flood, 
That  haa  not  fliat  been  dreodi'd  in  ChriA^  atoning 
blood. 


TO  A  FRIEIfD  nr  DIBTREm. 

H^,  when  the  Author  retuoned  wUh  him  calmly,  mked 
**  if  he  did  wA  fed  for  Aim  r 

'  Th  InUfedV   The  doubt  it  keen  at  tteeL 

Yea.  I  do  feel — most  exquisifely  feel ; 

My  heart  can  weep,  when  frum  my  downcaat  eye 

I  chaso  the  tear,  and  stem  the  rising  tigh : 

Deei>-buried  there  I  clote  the  rankling  dart. 

And  tmile  the  roott  when  heaviest  is  my  heart 

On  this  I  act,  whatever  pangs  surround, 

*Ti»  magnanimity  to  hide  the  toound  f 

When  all  wat  new,  and  life  was  in  itt  tpring, 

I  lived  an  unloved  solitary  thing ; 

Even  then  I  learnt  to  bury  deep  from  day, 

"nie  piercing  caret  that  wore  my  youth  away ; 

Even  then  I  learnt  for  others'  caret  to  feel : 

Even  then  I  wept  I  had  not  power  to  heal : 

Even  then,  deep-«ounding  through  the  mghtly  gloom, 

1   heard   the  wretchcd's  groan,  and   moum'd  the 

w*retched't  doom. 
Who  were  ray  friends  in  youth  ? — ^The  uudnighl  fire — 
Fhe  silent  moonbeam,  or  the  starry  choir; 
To  ihete  I  'plain'd,  or  tum'd  from  outer  tight. 
To  blen  ray  lonely  taper's  friendly  light ; 
1  never  yet  (*ouId  ask,  howe'er  forlorn. 
For  vulfmr  pity  roiit  with  vulgar  scorn ; 
The  sncrcd  source  of  woe  I  never  ope, 
My  breast  *«  my  coOcr,  and  my  God 't  my  hope. 
But  that  I  do  fbel.  Time,  my  friend,  will  show, 
'Jlwugh  the  cold  crowd  the  teeret  never  know ; 
With  them  I  laogh— jret  when  no  eye  can  tee, 
/  weiip  tor  nature,  and  I  weep  for  thee. 


TaB,thoadidatwraagflM,***;  I  fimdly  tkBa«kt 
In  thee  I'd  found  tbe  fiiend  i^y  bean  had  aoqghc! 
I  fondly  thought,  that  thoo  eookbt  pierce  Ae 
And  nad  Ae  tnith  that  in  ay  boaoa  liaa ; 
I  fondly  thought,  era  TiBM*a  laat  daya  wwa 
Thy  bean  and  mine  had  flanged  inioona! 
Yn,    and  they  yet  will  min^  thywmd, 
WIU  fly.ami  laavn-ua  pannen  in  our  taanz 
We  then  ihall  foel  that  firiendihip  haa  a  pnww 
To  toothe  aflUetkn  in  bar  daifceM  hoar; 
Time'a  trial  o*er,  ahall  daap  eoeh  oibaf^a 
And  wait  the  paatport  to  a  benor  land. 

TUm, 

H.K.WI 


CHRJSrrMAS-DAY,  1804 

Ybt  onee  mora,  ami  once  more,  awakn,  ay  Baip! 
From  Hlenoe  and  negleet— one  lofty  atmin. 
Lofty,  yet  wilder  thui  the  vrinda  of  Henvcm 
And  apeaking  myiteiiea  mora  dwnwunlt  tmk  laD 
I  Mk  of  thee ;  for  I,  with  kymnu^ipi  high. 
Would  join  the  diige  of  the  defarlmg  year. 


Yet  widi  no  wintry  gailand  fooB  fta 
Wrought  of  the  leaflem  faran^  of  hry  a 
Wreathe  I  thy  tntaaa,  dark  DMembar! 
Me  higher  quarrel  ralh,  with  loodeat 
And  foarfiil  joy,  to  oelahnte  the  day 
Of  the  Redeemer^— Near  two  ihoiBBnl  aoH 
Have  tec  their  aeab  npon  the  loBing  lapaa 
Of  generMooi^  ainee  the  day^pnng  fiiat 
Beam*d  fimn  on  high  !»-Now  to  Ae  nighty  ■■■ 
Of  that  increating  aggregate,  we  add 
One  nnii  more.  Space,  in  compariton 
How  small,  yet  mark'd  with  how  much  miaeiy ! 
Wart,  foroinet,  and  the  fury.  Pestilence, 
Over  the  nationi  honging  her  dread  scourge ; 
The  oppressed  too,  in  silent  biltemesa. 
Weeping  their  siififeronce ;  and  the  arm  of  vnon^ 
Forcing  the  scanty  portion  ftom  the  weak. 
And  steeping  the  lone  widow's  couch  with 
So  has  the  year  been  chamcter'd  with  vroe 
In  Chrittian  land, and  mark'd  with  wrongs  and 
Yet 't  was  not  thus  He  taught — not  thut  fie  lived, 
Whote  birth  we  this  day  celebrate  with  ptayer 
And  much  thanksgiving. — He,  a  man  of  woea. 
Went  on  the  way  appointed, — path,  though  luda. 
Yet  borne  with  patience  still : — He  came  to  chetr 
The  broken-hearted,  to  raise  up  the  sick. 
And  on  tho  wandering  and  benighted  mind 
To  pour  the  light  of  truth. — O  tiwk  divine ! 
O  more  than  angel  teocher!  He  had  wodt 
To  soothe  the  barking  wavet,  and  hudi  the  windi 
And  when  the  toul  wat  tom*d  in  troubled  teaa. 
Wrapt  in  thick  darknem  and  the  howling  atom. 
He,  pointing  to  the  alar  of  peace  on  high, 
Arm'd  it  with  holy  fortitude,  and-bade  it  Mnila 
At  the  tummnding  wracks 
When  with  deep  agony  hit  heart  wat  rack*d. 
Not  for  himtelf  the  teardrop  dewM  hit  cbeeh* 
For  them  He  wept,  for  lAeti  to  Henven  He  piayU 
Hit  persecutoi*— **  Father,  panlon  lliem. 
They  know  not  what  they  da** 

Angelt  of  haavMi 
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Ye  who  beheld  Ilim  fiuntiiig  on  the  croH, 

And  did  him  homage,  ny,  raiiy  mortal  join 

The  hiilleliijahH  of  the  risen  Gkxl  ? 

Will  the  taint  voice  and  grovelling  tong  b«  heard 

Amid  the  teraphim  in  light  divine  ? 

Yet,  He  will  deign,  the  Prince  of  Peace  will  deign, 

For  mercy,  to  accept  the  h>'mn  of  faith, 

Lt>w  though  it  be  and  humble. — Lord  of  life ! 

Thn  Christ,  the  Comforter,  thine  advent  now 

Fills  my  uprising  soul.   I  mount,  1  fly 

Far  o'er  the  skies,  beyond  the  rolling  orbs ; 

The  bonds  of  flesh  dissolve,  and  earth  recedes. 

And  care,  and  pain,  and  sorrow,  are  no  more. 


NELSONI  MORS. 

Trr  once  again,  my  Harp !  yet  once  again,       a 

One  ditty  more,  and  on  the  mountain*oah 

I  will  again  suspend  thee.  I  have  fell 

The  warm  tear  frequent  on  my  cheek,  since  last. 

At  eventide,  when  all  the  winds  were  hush'd, 

I  woke  to  thee  the  melancholy  song. 

Since  then  with  Thoughifvlnus,  a  maid  severe, 

I  *ve  joiimey'd,  and  have  leam'd  to  shape  the  freaks 

Of  frolic  fancy  to  the  line  of  truth ; 

Not  unrepining.  for  my  froward  heart 

Still  turns  to  thee,  mine  Harp,  and  to  the  flow 

Of  spring-gales  |Mist — the  woods  and  storied  haunts 

iX  my  ix>t  songless  boyhood. — Yet  once  more, 

NoC  fearless,  1  will  wake  thy  tremulous  tones. 

My  longwneglected  Harp. — He  must  not  sink ; 

The  good,  the  brave — he  must  not,  shall  not  sink 

Without  the  meed  of  some  melodious  tear. 

Though  from  the  Miihc's  chalice  I  may  pour 

No  precioiM  down  of  Acanippe's  well. 

Or  CMtaly,— thoiisli  from  the  morning  cloud 

I  ielch  no  hu***  to  srattcr  on  hiii  hearse : 

YeC  viill  I  wreathe  a  crnH.ind  for  his  brows. 

Of  simple  flowen,  ^nch  ua  the  heilpe-mw«  scent 

Of  Britain,  my  lovtHl  couiiti^ ;  ami  with  tean 

Moat  eloi|iient,  yet  nilent.  I  W\\\  Inihe 

Thy  honor'd  r«irHe,  my  StUtm^  tear*  as  warm 

And  hmtftt  as  the  <'hMn(;  MoimI  thnl  flow'd 

Fast  from  thy  hnmsf  heart. — TIioii,  Pity,  too. 

If  ever  I  hove  love»l.  with  faltering  step. 

To  follow  thee  in  the  rnlil  nnd  vtarlen  night. 

To  the  lop^rag  of  some  rain-heatcn  cliflT; 

And  as  I  heard  the  deep  pm  burning  loud 

Aoud  the  pauses  of  the  ^lonn,  have  }iour'd 

Wild  strains,  and  moumfiil,  Ut  the  hurrying  wiiida. 

The  dying  soul's  viaticum ;  if  o(l 

Amid  the  caniage  of  the  lield  I  've  sate 

With  thee  upon  the  moonlight  throne,  aiul  sung 

To  cheer  the  frinting  soldier's  dying  soal, 

With  mercy  and  foigiveness — visitant 

Of  heaven— sit  thoo  upon  ny  harp. 

And  giva  it  feeling,  which  wara  else  too  oold 

For  argument  ao  great,  for  tharot  so  high. 

How  dimlj  on  that  mom  the  aan  aroae, 
'Kerchieft  in  miaii,  ami  laarfiiL 


To  thee,  my  wonted  help,  I  still  betake  me. 
To  thee  I  clamor,  but  thou  dost  not  hear. 


The  beam  of  morning  witnesses  my  sighing. 
The  lonely  nightphour  \'iews  me  weep  in'vain. 

Yet  thou  art  holy,  and,  on  thee  relying. 
Our  fothers  were  released  from  grief  and  pain. 

To  thee  they  cried,  and  thou  didst  hear  their  wailing 
On  thee  they  tnisted,  and  their  truat  was  sure ; 

But  I,  poor,  lost,  and  wretched  son  of  failing. 
I,  without  hope,  mtiat  scorn  and  hata  endure. 

Me  they  revile ;  with  many  ills  moleated. 
They  bid  me  seek  of  thee,  O  Lord,  redress : 

On  God,  they  say,  his  hope  and  trust  he  rested. 
Let  God  relievo  him  in  his  deep  distress. 

To  me.  Almighty !  in  thy  mercy  shining, 

Life's  dark  and  dangerous  portals  thou  didst  ope ; 

And  softly  on  my  mother's  lap  reclining. 

Breathed  through  my  breast  the  lively  soul  of  hope. 

Even  from  the  womb,  thou  art  my  God,  my  Father! 

Aid  me.  now  trouble  weighs  me  to  the  grouixl  x 
Me  heavy  ilU  have  worn,  and,  faint  and  feeble. 

The  bulls  of  Baslum  have  beset  me  round. 

My  heart  is  melted  and  my  soul  is  weary, 

The  wicked  ones  have  pierced  my  hands  and  feet! 

Lord,  let  thy  influence  cheer  my  bosom  dreary : 
My  help!  my  strength!  let  me  thy  presence  greet 

Save  me !  oh,  save  me !  from  the  sword  dividing. 
Give  me  my  darling  from  the  jai»a  of  death! 

Thee  will  I  praise,  and,  in  thy  name  confiding 
Proclaim  thy  merciea  with  my  latest  breath. 


PSALM  XXH. 

if  T  Oed,  my  God,  oh.  why  dost  thou  forsake 
Wbgr  art  thoa  diatant  in  the  hour  of  fear  f 


HYMN  I. 

The  Lord  our  God  is  full  of  might. 

The  winds  obey  his  will : 
He  speaks,  and  in  his  heavenly  height 

The  rolling  sun  stands  stilL 

Rebel,  ye  iK-aves.  and  o'er  the  land 
With  threatening  aspect  roar! 

The  liord  uplifts  his  a^-ful  hand. 
And  chains  you  to  the  shore. 

Howl,  winds  of  night,  your  force  oombine 

Without  his  high  behest. 
Ye  shall  not  in  the  mountain  pine 

Disturb  the  sparrow's  nesL 

His  voice  sublime  is  heard  afar. 

In  the  distant  peal  it  dies ; 
He  yokes  the  whirlwind  to  hit  car 

And  svi-eepi  the  howliof  akies^ 


Ye  nations,  band^ — in  ra?eranee 
Ye  monareha,  wait  hie  nod ; 

And  bid  the  choral  song 
To  oalebrate  your  God. 


bend: 
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HYMN  n. 

Tm  Loid  our  God  is  Loid  of  all* 
Hk  itstioii  who  em  find  f 

I  kotf  him  in  the  WBtei&U ! 
Ihewhimhiihowhid! 


If  in  dM  gfeoB  of  night  I  rimmd, 

Hii  fiuio  I  canoDt  ^ ; 
I  MO  him  in  the  e¥«nin|  dood. 

And  in  the  moniiqK  Mqr. 

Ho  livoi.  he  raigni  in  eroiy  kndi 
From  winter^t  polar  nowe 

Tb  when,  eerom  Uie  bmniiv  nod. 
The  bhMinig  meteor  i^oim! 

He  imilei,  we  live;  he  ftownm,  m 
We  bang  npoo  lik  woird  >— 

He  ream  Ut  red  right  arm  oo  liigh* 
And  ruin  barea  &  iword. 


He  bida  his  blMto  the  fielda  definn— 
Then  when  his  thunden  oeeie, 

fiila  like  an  angel  "mid  the  storm. 
And  smiles  the  winds  to  peace! 


Onward,  CHurisiians,  oDwavd  fo^ 
iloin  the  war,  and  6oe  the  fbe; 
Faint  not!  much  doih  yet 
Ditarf  is  the  long  campaigiu 

Shrink  not,  Chrisuans;  will  ye 

Win  ye  quit  the  painful  fW  I 
•        •        •        • 


HYMN  V. 

Chbistuiis!  brethren!  ere  we  parl^ 
Joiik  eveiyiroiee  and  every  heart; 
One  solemn  hymn  to  God  we  rail 
One  final  song  of  grateful  praise. 


HYMN  DL 

THROuaH  sorrow's  ni|^  and  danget^a  padw 

Amid  the  deepening  gloom. 
We,  soldien  of  an  iiyuKd  King, 

Are  maiehing  to  the  toodk 

There,  when  Ae  tormoil  is  no  more, 

And  all  our  powers  decay, 
Our  cold  remains  in  solitude 

Shall  sleep  the  yeat9  away. 

Our  labors  done,  securely  laid 

In  this  our  last  retreat. 
Unheeded,  o  er  our  silent  dust 

The  storms  of  life  shall  beat 


Yet  not  thus  lifeless,  thus  inane. 

The  vital  spark  shall  lie. 
For  o*er  life*s  wreck  that  spark  shall 

To  see  its  kindred  sky. 

These  ashes  too,  this  little  dust. 
Our  Father's  care  shall  keep. 

Til!  the  last  angel  rise,  and  break 
The  long  and  dreary  sleep. 

Then  love's  sol\  dew  o'er  every  eye 
Shall  shed  its  mildest  rays. 

And  the  long-silent  dust  shall  burst 
Witli  shouts  of  endleei  praise. 


HYMN  IV. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

Much  in  sorrow,  oil  in  woe. 
Onward,  Christians,  onward  go. 
Fight  the  fight,  ond  worn  with  strifi», 
Sleep  with  teois  the  bread  of  life. 


we  here  may  meet  no  noK^ 
But  there  is  3ret  a  happier  shore; 
And  there,  released  from  toil  and  paio^ 
Brethren,  we  shall  meet  again. 

Now  to  God,  the  Three  in  Ona, 
Be  eternal  gloiy  done ; 
Raise,  yesainia,  theaound  again: 
Ye  nationa,  join  the  load 


HYMN. 


la  Hsatw  we  shsR  be  porifisd.  SD  ss  to  be 
spkindofief  thsDsity. 


AwAKK,  sweet  harp  of  Jndah!  wak% 
Retnna  thy  strings  §at  Jcaoa'  sake; 
We  sing  the  Savior  of  our  race. 
The  Lamb,  our  shield,  and  hiding^plaeo. 

When  God's  right  arm  is  bared  fi>r  war. 
And  thunders  clothe  his  cluudy  car. 
Where,  where,  oh  where,  shall  roan  retivob 
To  escape  the  horrors  of  his  ire  f 

T  is  he,  the  Lamb,  to  him  we  fly. 
While  the  dread  tempest  passes  by; 
God  sees  his  Well-beloved's  face. 
And  spares  us  in  our  hiding-place. 

Thus  while  we  dwell  in  this  low  sccoab 
The  Lamb  is  our  unfailing  screen ; 
To  him,  though  guilty,  still  we  run. 
And  God  still  spares  us  for  his  Sun. 

\Vhile  yet  we  sojourn  bore  bolow. 
Pollutions  still  our  hearts  o'erflow ; 
Fallen,  abject,  mean — a  sentenced  nee. 
Wo  deeply  need  a  hiding-place. 

Yet  courage— ^ys  and  yean  will  glides 
And  we  shall  lay  these  cloda  aside ; 
Shall  be  baptised  in  Jordan'a  flood. 
And  wash'd  in  Jesus*  cleanaing  Uood. 


Then  pure,  immortal,  sinless,  freed. 
We  through  the  Lamb  shall  be 
Shall  meet  the  Father  ftoe  to  free. 
And  need  no  more  a  hiding-place. 


I 


The  hat  stansa  of  this  brma  was  added 
one  Mmmer  evoninf ,  when  the  anther  was  with  a  fcw  I 
on  the  Trent,  and  aioffinf  it  as  he  was  ae:d  to  da  ea  s 
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A  HYMN 
FOR  FAMILY  WORSHIP. 

O  LoED !  another  day  »  flown. 
And  we,  a  lonely  band» 

Are  met  once  more  before  thy  thione, 
To  bleM  thy  fi»tering  hand. 


And  wilt  Thou  bend  a  listening  ear. 

To  praiaet  low  aa  oun? 
Thou  wilt !  for  Thoa  doat  love  to  hear 

The  aong  which  meekneai  ponn. 

And,  Jeaua,  thou  thy  nnilea  wilt  deign, 

Aa  we  before  thee  pray ; 
For  thou  didst  bless  the  in&nt  train. 

And  we  are  less  than  they. 

O  let  thy  grace  perform  its  part. 

And  let  contention  cease ; 
And  shed  abroad  in  every  heart 

Thine  everlasting  peace ! 

• 

Thos  chasten'd,  cleansed,  entirely  thine^ 

A  flock  by  Jesos  led ; 
The  sun  of  holiness  shall  shine, 

In  glory,  on  our  head. 

And  thou  wilt  turn  our  wandering  feet. 
And  thou  wilt  Uess  our  way; 

Till  worlds  shall  fade,  and  &ith  shall  greet 
The  dawn  of  lasting  day. 


THE  STTAR  OF  BETHLEHEM. 

IVhs!*  marshall'd  on  the  nightly  plain. 
The  glittering  host  bestud  the  sky ; 

Hie  atar  alone,  of  all  the  train. 

Can  fix  the  sinner's  wandering  eye. 

Hark !  hark !  to  God  the  chorus  breaks, 
From  every  host,  from  every  gem: 

But  one  alone  the  Savior  speaks. 
It  is  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 

Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode. 

The  storm  was  loud — the  night  was  dark. 
The  ocean  yawn'd — and  rudely  blow*d 

The  wind  that  toss'd  my  foundering  bark. 

Deep  horror  then  my  \-itals  froie, 

Death-struck,  I  ceased  the  tide  to  stem ; 

When  suddenly  a  star  arose, — 
It  H-as  the  star  of  Bethlehem. 

Ct  was  my  guide,  my  light,  my  all. 

It  bade  my  dark  forebodings  cease ; 

And  through  the  storm  and  dangers'  thrall. 
It  led  me  to  the  port  of  peace. 

Now  lately  moor'd — my  perils  o*er, 
1 11  sing,  first  in  night's  diaden. 

For  ever  and  for  evermore 

lUe  Star  ^The  Star  of  Bethlehem ! 

SQ9 


A  HYMN. 

O  Loan !  my  God,  in  mercy  turn. 
In  mercy  hear  a  sinner  moom  I 
To  thee  I  call,  to  thee  I  cry, 

0  leave  me,  leave  me  not  to  die ! 

1  strove  against  thee.  Lord,  I  know, 

I  spum'd  thy  grace,  I  mock*d  thy  law; 
The  hour  is  past — the  day's  gone  by. 
And  I  am  left  alone  to  die. 

0  pleasures  past !  what  are  ye  now 
But  thorns  about  my  bleeding  brow  t 
Sceptres  that  hover  round  my  brain. 
And  aggravate  and  mock  tpy  pain. 

For  pleasure  I  have  given  my  soul : 
Now,  Justice,  let  thy  thunders  roll ! 
Now,  Vengeance !  smile— and  with  a  blow 
Lay  the  rebellious  ingrate  low. 

Yet  Jesus,  Jesus !  there  III  cling, 

1  '11  crowd  beneath  his  sheltering  wing ; 
I  'U  clasp  the  cross,  and,  holding  there. 
Even  me,  oh  bliss !  hia  wrath  may  apart 


MELODY 
imoniTEO  rir  a  collection  of  sklectid  and  ouonr 

AL  BONOS,  PUBLISHED  BT  THE  EEV.  J.  PLDMrTA^  Of 
CUUIE-HALL,  CAMBEIOGE. 

Yes,  once  more  that  dying  strain, 
Aima,  touch  thy  lute  for  roe ; 

Sweet,  when  Kty*s  tones  complain, 
DooUy  sweet  is  melody. 

While  the  Virtues  thus  enweave 
Mildly  soft  the  thrilling  song. 

Winter's  long  and  lonesome  eve 
Glides  unfelt,  unseen,  along. 

Thus  when  life  hath  stolen  away. 
And  the  wintry  night  is  near. 

Thus  shall  Virtue's  friendly  ray 
Age's  closing  evening  cheer. 


SONG— BY  WALLER. 


ALs4rorCainbndf«l«iitWaner*arostintothssodMr  aai 
be  rcCnreed  them  to  ber.  the  ditcoverad  an  MklitaonsI 
writtao  by  bin  at  the  bottom  or  tbe  Bong  here  ( 


Go,  lovely  Rose ! 
Tell  her,  that  wastes  her  time  and  bmw 

That  now  she  knows. 
When  I  resemble  her  to  thee. 
How  sweet  and  fair  she  seems  to  he. 

Tell  hor  that's  ]roung. 
And  shuns  to  have  her  gracea  spied. 

That  hadst  thou  sprung 
In  deserts,  where  no  men  abide, 
TImni  miat  have  nnontmandad  dieJ 
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Small  ii  the  worth 
Of  beMity  firom  the  light  retired ; 

Bidher.eoiiiefiMidi, 
Snfler  han^  to  be  deiired. 
And  not  bliMh  ao  to  be  admirad. 

Tlien  die.  that  the 
The amnoD  ftte  of  aU  thinfiaTO 
Maj  read  in  thee; 

nowmaU  a  part  in  tine  they  dmib 
That  are  ao  woodraua  aweec  and  Air. 


iTeC,  thoo^  thoa  fiide, 
na*.4qr  dead  leaYea  let  ftagnaiee  tiw; 

And  teach  the  Maid 
That  Geodnea  T^nie*e  rode  hand  dete^ 
That  Viftae  livea  when  Beaaty  dieft] 

H«  K»  WBrnb 


I  AM  Fl£ASED,  AND  TET  I*M  BAD. 

Whim  twilight  tteala  ahng  the  gvoond. 
And  aU  Ae  beUs  are  ringing  roond. 

One*  two,  three,  Ibor,  and  flve^ 
I  at  my  atody-window  rit. 
And,  rapt  in  many  a  musing  fil^ 

To  bliM  am  all  alive. 

Bat  thoogh  impwarioM  ealm  and  aweeC 
Thnll  round  my  heart  a  holy  beat» 

And  I  am  iniiy  glad, 
T%e  tear-drop  itands  in  either  eye. 
And  yet  I  cannot  tell  thee  why, 

I  am  pleaaed,  and  yet  I'm  aad. 

The  tilvery  nek  that  ffiee  away 
Like  mortal  life  or  pleasure's  ray. 

Does  that  disturb  my  breast  ? 
Nay,  what  have  I,  a  studious  roan. 
To  do  with  life's  unstable  plan. 

Or  {Measure's  &ding  vest  7 

Is  it  that  here  I  must  not  stop, 
But  o'er  yon  blue  hill's  woody  top^ 

Must  bend  my  lonely  way  f 
No,  surely  no !  for  give  but  me 
My  own  fire-side,  and  I  shall  be 

At  home  where'er  I  stray. 

Then  is  it  that  yon  steeple  ther^ 
With  music  sweol  shall  fill  the  air, 

When  thou  no  more  canst  hear  f 
Oh,  no !  oh,  no !  for  then  forgiven 
I  shall  be  with  my  God  in  Heaven, 

Released  from  every  fear. 

Then  whence  it  is  I  cannot  tell. 
But  there  is  some  mysterious  spell 

That  holds  me  when  I  'm  glad ; 
And  so  the  tear-drop  fills  my  eye, 
U'hen  yet  in  truth  I  know  not  why. 

Or  wherefore,  I  am  sad. 


SOLITUDE. 

It  if  not  dmt  my  lot  ii  low. 
That  bids  tna  nlent  ictt  vo  turn  \ 


n 


II  it  not  grief  ilmt  hidi  na  moan, 
It  ii  that  I  ari  an  alMMi 

In  wooda  and  gknt  1  love  to  roam. 
Whan  the  imd  hedger  hiea  Ui 
Or  by  the  %Kfodland*t  pool  to  reet. 
Whan  pida  At  star  looks  oo  its 


Tet  whan  the  alent  evening  sighs 
WithhaUow'd  aim  and  symphoniaa. 
My  spirit  takes  another  tone, 
And  sigka  that  il  ii  aU  akxM. 

Tlie  antnmn  leaf  is  sear  and  dead. 
It  floaH  upon  the  water's  bed ; 
I  would  not  ha  a  lea^  to  die 
Without  rsoocding  sorroijr's  sig^! 

The  woods  and  winds,  with  snddeo  ^wiU 
Tell  all  the  same  unvaried  tale ; 
I've  none  to  smile  when  I  am  free. 
And  when  I  sigh  to  sigh  with  me. 

Tet  in  my  dreami  a  Arm  I  view. 
That  thiidu  on  me,  and  loves  me  loo; 
I  aiBit,  and  when  the  virioo's 
I  weep  that  I  am  all  ahme. 


Ir  &r  from  me  the  Fatea  remo'va 
Domeatie  peace,  connubial  love. 
The  prattUng  ring,  the  social  diecr, 
Afib^tooTs  voice,  aflbdion's  tear, 
Te  sterner  powers,  that  bind  the  heart. 
To  me  your  iron  aid  impart ! 

0  teach  me,  when  the  nights  are  chilU 
And  my  fire-side  is  lime  and  still ; 
When  to  the  blaze  that  crackles  near, 

1  turn  a  tired  and  pensive  ear. 

And  Nature  conquering  bids  me  sigh 
For  Love's  soft  accents  whispering  ni|^ 

0  teach  me,  on  tlmt  heavenly  road 
That  leads  to  Truth's  occult  abode. 
To  wrap  my  soul  in  dreams  divine. 
Till  earth  sjid  care  no  more  be  mine. 
Let  blest  Philosophy  impart 

Her  soothing  measures  to  my  heart ; 
And  while  with  Plato's  ravish'd  ean 

1  list  the  music  of  tfie  spheres. 
Or  <m  the  mystic  symbds  pore. 
That  hide  the  Chald's  sublimer  lore, 
I  shall  not  brood  on  summers  gone. 
Nor  think  that  I  am  all  alone. 


Fannt  !  upon  thy  breast  I  may  not  lie ! 

Fanny,  thou  dost  not  hear  roe  when  I  speak ! 
Where  art  thou,  love  ? — Around  I  turn  my  eye. 

And  as  I  turn,  the  tear  is  on  my  cheek. 
Was  it  a  dream  7  or  did  my  love  behold 

Indeed  my  lonely  couch  ? — Methought  the  fareatk 
Fann'd  not  her  bloodless  lip ;  her  eye  was  cold 

And  hollow,  and  the  livery  of  death 
Invested  her  pole  fbrrhpa(l--Sainled  maid ! 

My  thoughts  ofl  rest  ^%-ith  thee  in  thy  cold  grave 

Through  the  long  wintry  night,  when  wind  aad 
wave 
\^Uwk.  the  dark  house  where  thy  poor  head  is  hoi 
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Yet  hush !  my  fond  heart,  huth !  there  is  a  Aon 
Of  better  promise ;  and  I  know,  at  last, 
When  the  long  sabbath  of  the  tomb  is  papt. 

We  two  shall  meet  in  Christ— lo  part  no  more. 


FRAGMENT& 


Hmss  Frsffnaatt  sra  Um  suthor't  Iststt  oonpositkias ;  sod 
w«n.  fur  tb«  most  part,  written  upon  the  back  of  hit  mstbs- 
■wtieal  p«p«ra,  durinf  the  tsw  momenta  of  Ihs  laal  yser  of  hb 
life,  in  which  be  rallcred  himedf  to  foUow  the  impalisof  hit 


Saw'st  thou  that  light?  exclaim*d  the  youth,  and 

paused: 
Through  yon  dark  firs  it  glanced,  and  on  the  stream 
That  skirts  the  woods  it  lor  a  moment  play'd. 
Again,  more  light  it  gieam'd,— or  does  some  sprite 
Delude  mine  eyes  with  shapes  of  ^-ood  and  streams, 
And  lamp  far-beaming  through  the  thicket's  gloom. 
As  from  some  bosom*d  cabin,  where  the  voice 
Of  revelry,  of  thrifty  watchfulness. 
Keeps  in  the  lights  at  this  unwonted  hour  f 
No  sprite  deludes  mine  eyes, — the  beam  now  glows 
With  steady  lustre.   Can  it  be  the  moon. 
Who,  hidden  long  by  the  invidious  veil 
That  blots  the  Heavens,  now  seU  behind  the  woods? 
No  moon  to-night  has  look'd  upon  the  sea 
Of  clouds  beneath  her,  aiiswef *d  Rudiger, 
She  has  been  sleeping  with  Eiidymion. 


II. 

Thk  pious  man 
In  this  bad  world,  when  mitts  and  couchant 
Hide  Heavcn'ii  fuie  cirrlct,  tpringw  aloft  in  faith 
Above  the  cloudsi  that  threat  him,  to  the  fields 
Of  ether,  where  the  day  is  never  veil'd 
With  intervening  va{M)rs ;  and  looks  down 
Serene  upon  the  in>ubluiu  »ea,  that  hides 
The  carth'R  fair  hreaat,  that  sea  whose  nether  iace 
To  gnncllin;;  inorlals  fn)M7is  and  darkens  all ; 
Rut  on  whufc  bil)«i\\y  back,  fmm  man  conceal'd. 
The  glaring  sunlwanw  play. 


III. 
Ijn !  on  the  eatitern  summit,  clad  in  grey. 
Mum,  like  a  honteman  girl  for  travel,  comes, 
An<l  fn>m  his  tower  of  mitt. 
Night's  watchman  hurries  down. 


IV. 

Thksk  was  a  little  bird  upon  that  pile ; 
It  |H>rch*d  u|ion  a  ruin'd  |)innacle, 
And  made  sweet  melody. 
The  sum;  uas  mft,  yet  cheerful,  and  most  clear, 
For  other  note  tMMie  swell'd  the  air  but  his. 
It  seem'd  as  if  the  little  chorister. 
Sole  tenant  of  the  melancholy  pile, 
Were  a  lone  hermit,  outcast  from  his  kind. 
Vet  wiiluil  cheerful. — I  have  heard  the  nola 
Echoing  so  lonely  o>r  the  aisle  ibrlom. 
Much  musing— 


V. 

0  PALK  art  thou,  my  lamp,  and  iaint 
Thy  melancholy  ray : 

When  the  still  night's  unclouded  saint 
Is  H-alking  oo  her  uny. 
Through  my  lattice  leafembower'd. 
Fair  she  sheds  her  shadowy  beam. 
And  o'er  my  silent  sacred  room. 
Casts  a  chequer'd  twilight  gloom ; 
I  throw  aside  the  leuned  sheet, 

1  cannot  choose  but  gaze,  she  looks  so  mildly  iweeL 

Sad  vestal,  why  art  thou  so  fair. 
Or  why  am  I  so  frail  ? 

Methinks  thou  lookest  kindly  on  me.  Moon, 

And  cheerest  my  lone  hours  with  sweet  refnito! 
Surely  like  roe  thou  'rt  sad,  but  dost  not  ipeak 
Thy  sadness  to  the  cold  unheeding  crowd ; 
So  mournfully  composed,  o'er  yonder  cloud 
Thou  shinost,  like  a  cresset,  beaming  far. 
From  the  rude  watch-tower,  o'er  the  Atlantic  wava 


VI. 

O  GIVE  me  mosio — ^for  my  soul  doth  fiunt ; 

I  am  tick  of  noise  and  care,  and  now  mine  «ar 
Longs  for  some  air  of  peace,  some  dying  plaint. 

That  may  the  spirit  from  iu  cell  ansphere. 

Hark  bow  it  &11s !  and  now  it  steals  akmg. 
Like  distant  bells  upon  the  lake  at  eve. 

When  all  is  still ;  and  now  it  grows  more  stroDf^ 
As  when  the  choral  train  their  dirges  weave. 

Mellow  and  many-voiced  ;  where  every  close. 

O'er  the  old  minster  roof,  in  echoing  waves  reflows 

O !  I  am  rapt  aloft.   My  spirit  soars 

Beyond  the  skies,  and  loaves  the  stars  behind. 
Lo !  angels  lead  me  to  the  happy  shores. 

And  floating  pnaiis  fill  the  buoyant  wind. 
Farewell !  base  earth,  farewell !  my  soul  is  freed 

Far  from  its  clayey  cell  it  springa— 

•  e  •  •  • 


VII. 

An !  who  can  say,  however  &ir  his  view. 
Through  wliat  sad  scenes  his  path  may  lie  I 
Ah !  who  can  give  to  others'  >%oes  hia  sigh. 

Secure  his  own  will  never  need  it  loo  ? 


Let  thoughtless  youth  its  seeming  joys  pui^ue. 
Soon  will  they  learn  to  scan  with  tbooghtful  eye 
The  illusive  past,  and  dark  futurity: 

Soon  will  they  know — 


VIII. 

And  most  thon  go,  and  must  we  part* 
Yes,  fiite  decrees,  and  1  subinit , 

The  pang  that  rends  in  twain  my  hee.n 
Oh,  Fanny,  dost  ihou  share  in  it  ? 

TTiy  sex  is  fickle, — when  away, 

youth  may  win  thv— > 

4ir 
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IX. 
SONNET. 

When  I  ait  musing  on  the  chequer'd  past, 
(A  term  much  darkened  wiih  untimely  vvoee)* 
My  thoughts  revert  to  her,  for  whom  still  flows 
The  tear,  though  half  disown'd ; — and  binding  fast 
Pride's  stubborn  cheat  to  my  too  yielding  heart, 
I  say  to  her,  she  robb*d  me  of  my  rest, 
When  that  was  all  my  wealth. — T  is  true  my  breast 
w     Received  from  her  this  wearying,  lingering  smart, 
Yet,  ah !  I  cannot  bid  her  form  depart ; 

Though  wrong'd,  I  love  her — ^yet  in  anger  love, 
For  she  was  most  unworthy. — Then  I  prove 
Vindictive  joy ;  and  on  my  stem  front  gleams, 
lluoned  in  dark  clouds,  inflexible     •    •    • 
The  native  pride  of  my  much-injured  heart 


Whin  high  romance  o'er  every  wood  and  stream 

Dark  lustre  shed,  my  infant  mind  to  fire, 
8pell-struck,  and  fill'd  with  many  a  wondering  dream. 

First  in  the  groves  I  woke  the  pensive  lyre. 
All  there  was  mystery  then,  the  gust  that  woke 

The  midnight  echo  with  a  spirit's  dirge. 
And  unseen  fairies  would  the  moon  invoke, 

To  their  light  morrice  by  the  restless  surge. 
Now  to  my  sober'd  thought  with  life's  false  smiles, 

Too  much    •    • 
"nie  vagrant  Fancy  spreads  no  more  her  wiles. 

And  dark  forebodings  now  my  bosom  filL 


XI. 

IIush'd  is  the  lyre — the  hand  that  swept 

The  low  and  pensive  wires, 

Robb'd  of  its  cunning,  from  the  task  retires. 
Yes — it  is  still — the  lyre  is  still ; 

The  spirit  which  its  slumbers  broke 

Hath  poss'd  away, — and  that  weak  hand  that  woke 
Its  forest  melodies  hath  lost  its  skill. 

Yet  I  would  press  yon  to  my  lips  once  more. 
Ye  wild,  ye  withering  flowers  of  poesy  ; 

Yet  would  I  drink  the  fragrance  which  ye  pour, 
Mix'd  with  decaying  odors :  for  to  me 

Ye  have  beguiled  the  hours  of  infancy, 
As  in  the  wood-paths  of  my  native — 


XII. 

Once  more,  and  yet  once  more, 

I  give  unto  my  harp  a  dark-woven  lay; 
]  heard  the  waters  rr)ar, 

I  heard  the  fl<¥>d  of  ages  pass  away. 
O  thou  stem  spirit !  who  dt)8t  dwell 

In  tliine  eternal  cell ! 
No'ing,  grey  c!inHii(l«»r  !  the  silent  years; 

I  ^aw  thee  rise, — I  saw  the  scroll  complete: 

riiou  s[»akMl.  and  at  thy  feel 
The  universe  gave  way. 


TIME^A  POEM. 


This  poem  wis  befon  either  darinc  the  pabfieatioa  of  CEfte 
Grove,  or  •hortljr  sfterwards.  The  author  never  laid  sade 
the  intentioo  ofconipletinf  it,  and  some  of  the  detached  parti 
were  amons  hi«  late«t  prodoctions. 


Gkniits  of  musings !  who,  the  midnight  hour. 

Wasting  in  woods  or  haunted  forests  w'dd. 

Dost  watch  Orion  in  his  arctic  tower. 

Thy  dark  eye  fix'd  as  in  some  holy  trance , 

Or  when  the  voUey'd  lightnings  cleave  the  air. 

And  Ruin  gaunt  bestrides  the  winged  storm. 

Sitt'st  in  some  lonely  watch-tower,  where  thy  lamp^ 

Faint-blazing,  strikes  the  fisher's  eye  from  &r. 

And,  *mid  the  howl. of  elements,  immoved 

Dost  ponder  on  the  awful  scene,  and  trace 

The  vast  e^ecf  to  its  superior  source* — 

Spirit,  attend  my  lowly  benison ! 

For  now  I  strike  to  themes  of  import  high 

The  solitary  lyre ;  and,  borne  by  thee 

Above  this  narrow  cell,  I  celelmte 

The  mysteries  of  Time ! 

Him  who.  august. 
Was  ere  these  worlds  were  fashion'd, — ere  the  son 
Sprang  from  the  east,  or  Lucifer  displayed 
His  glowing  cresset  in  the  arch  of  mom. 
Or  Vesper  gilded  the  screner  eye. 
Yea,  He  had  been  for  an  eternity  ! 
Had  swept  unvarying  from  eternity 
The  harp  of  desolation— ere  his  tones. 
At  God's  command,  assumed  a  milder  strain 
And  startled  on  his  watch,  in  the  vast  deep. 
Chaos,  his  sluggish  sentry,  and  evoked 
From  the  dork  void  the  smiling  universe. 

Chain'd  to  the  grovelling  frailties  of  the  flc*h, 

Mere  mortal  man,  unpurged  from  earthly  drun. 

Cannot  survey,  with  (ix'd  and  steady  eye. 

The  dim  uncertain  gulf,  which  now  the  Mu»e. 

Adventurous,  would  explore; — but,  dizzy  groun. 

He  topples  down  the  abyss. — If  he  would  smn 

The  fearful  chasm,  and  catch  a  transient  glim^ve 

Of  its  unfathomable  depths,  that  so 

His  mind  may  turn  with  double  joy  to  Cod, 

His  only  certainty  and  resting-place  ; 

He  must  put  off  awhile  this  mortal  v<*t, 

And  learn  to  follow,  without  giddiness. 

To  heights  where  all  is  vision  and  surprise. 

And  vague  ct)njeciure. — He  must  waste  by  night 

The  studious  ta|)er,  far  from  all  resort 

Of  crowds  and  fi)lly,  in  some  still  retreat ; 

High  on  the  beetlinjf  promontory's  crcfet. 

Or  in  the  caves  of  the  vast  wilderness. 

Where, couipass'd  n)und  with  Nature's  wildest kl  •,''*fc 

He  may  l)e  driven  to  centre  all  his  thoughts 

In  the  great  Architect,  who  lives  confe*t 

In  rocks,  and  seas,  and  solitary  wastes. 

So  has  divine  Philosophy,  with  voice 
Mild  as  the  murmurH  of  the  n)or)nlight  wave, 
Tutor'd  the  heart  of  him,  who  now  awakes^ 
Touching  the  chords  of  w)lemn  minKtrtdftv. 
His  fiiinl,  neglecteil  song — intent  to  simtrh 
Some  vagrant  blossom  from  the  dangerous  steep 
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Of  pi«sy,  a  bloom  of  such  a  hue, 

So  sober,  •»  may  not  unseemly  suit 

With  Truth's  severer  brow ;  and  one  withal 

80  hardy  as  shall  Imive  the  poising  wind 

Of  many  winters, — rearing  its  meek  head 

In  loveliness,  when  ho  who  gather'd  it 

Is  number'd  with  the  generations  gone. 

Yet  not  to  me  hath  God's  good  providence 

Given  studious  leisure,'  or  unbroken  thought. 

Such  as  he  owns, — a  meditative  man. 

Who  from  the  blush  of  mom  to  quiet  eve 

Pooders,  or  turns  the  page  of  wisdom  o'er. 

Far  from  the  busy  crowd's  tumultuous  din : 

From  noise  and  wrangling  far,  and  undisturb'd 

With  Mirth's  unholy  shouts.   For  me  the  day 

Hath  duties  which  require  the  vigorous  hand 

Of  stedfiist  application,  but  which  leave 

No  deep  improving  trace  upon  the  mind. 

But  be  the  day  another's ; — let  it  pass ! 

The  night's  my  own — ^They  cannot  steal  my  night! 

When  evening  lights  her  folding  star  on  high, 

I  live  and  breathe,  and  in  the  sacred  hours 

Of  quiet  and  repoee.  my  spirit  flies. 

Free  as  the  nwming,  o'er  the  realms  of  space, 

And  mounts  the  skies,  aud  imps  her  wing  for  heaven. 

Hence  do  I  love  the  sober-suited  maid ; 

Hence  Night 's  my  friend,  my  mistress,  and  my  theme. 

And  she  shall  aid  me  now  to  magnify 

The  night  of  ages, — now  when  the  pale  ray 

Of  star-light  penetrates  the  studious  gloom. 

And,  at  my  window  seated,  while  mankind 

Are  lock'd  in  sleep,  I  feel  the  frenhening  breeze 

Of  stillness  blow,  while,  in  her  saddest  stole. 

Thought,  like  a  wakeful  vestal  at  her  shrine. 

Assumes  her  wonted  sway. 

Behold  the  world 
Rest!,  and  her  tired  inhabitants  have  paused 
From  trouble  and  turmoil.  The  widow  now 
Has  ceased  to  weep,  and  her  twin-orphans  lie 
Lock'd  m  each  arm,  pariakors  of  her  rest 
The  man  of  sorrow  has  fi)n;ot  hi«  woes ; 
The  outcast  that  his  hoiid  is  shelterlem. 
His  griefs  unitharrHl. — The  mother  ten<ls  no  more 
Her  daughler's  dyini;  iiliimbt^ni.  but  surprised 
With  heavine>«n,  nriii  >«iink  ufion  her  couch. 
Dreams  of  her  hritlaU    Kven  the  hectic,  luU'd 
On  Death's  lean  arm  to  re»t,  in  \iKioris  WTapt, 
Crownins  witli  IIu^ic'h  bland  wreath  his  shuddering 

nurse, 
Pijor  victim !  smiles. — Silence  and  deep  ropnse 
Reign  o'er  the  nations:  and  the  warning  voice 
Of  Nature  nttera  nudiblv  withm 
The  genora!  moral ; — irlN  \\n  that  repose. 
Deathlike  ait  thii*.  but  of  thr  longer  s{inn. 
Is  coming  on  ns — th  it  the  wear\'  crowds. 
Who  now  enjoy  n  tiMnjiorary  calm, 
Shall  soon  tu*i!o  IriHtJiii;  (|uiet.  wraftt  aroimd 
With  rrave-4-lothHi ;  nn<i  their  achini;  restleM  heiuls 
MiHilderins  in  holes  and  romers  unolwerved 
Till  the  last  tnnnp  whall  break  their  sullen  sleeps 

Who  nee<lM  a  tearhrr  to  admonish  him 

That  flesh  is  gruM,  that  earthly  things  are  mtet? 


What  are  our  joys  but  dreams  ?  and  what  our  hope. 

But  goodly  shadows  in  the  summer  cloud  f 

There 's  not  a  wind  that  blows,  but  bean  with  it 

Some  rainbow  promise : — not  a  moment  flies. 

But  puts  its  sickle  in  the  fields  of  life 

Aiui  mows  its  thousands,  with  their  joys  and  caresi 

"T  is  but  as  yesterday,  since  on  yoo  stars, 

Which  now  I  view,  the  Chaldee  shepherd '  gaied 

In  his  mid-watch  observant,  and  dispoaed 

The  twinkling  hosts  as  fiincy  gave  them  shape. 

Yet  in  the  interim  what  mighty  shocks 

Have  buflfeted  mankind ! — whole  nations  razed-— 

Citiea  made  desolate, — the  poliah'd  sunk 

To  barbarism,  and  once  barbaric  states 

Swaying  the  wand  of  science  and  of  arts ; 

Illustrious  deeds  and  memorable  namea 

Blotted  from  record,  and  upon  the  tongue 

Of  grey  Tradition  voluble  no  more. 

Uliere  are  the  heroes  of  the  ages  past  f 

Where  the  bravo  chiefVains,  where  the  mighty  oiiM 

Who  flourish'd  in  the  in&ncy  of  days  ? 

All  to  the  grave  gone  down.  On  their  fidlen  ftm* 

Exultant,  mocking  at  the  pride  of  man. 

Sits  grim  Forgeifvlnetm, — ^The  warrior's  arm 

Lies  nerveless  on  the  pillow  of  its  shame ; 

Hush'd  is  his  stormy  vcMce,  and  qu^nch'd  the  blast 

Of  his  red  eye-ball. — Yesterday  his  name 

Was  mighty  on  the  earth — ^To-dajr — 't  is  what  f 

The  meteor  of  the  night  of  distant  rears. 

That  flash'd  unnoticed,  save  by  wrinkled  eld, 

Musing  at  midnight  upon  pro^^ecies. 

Who  at  her  lonely  lattice  saw  the  gleam 

Point  to  the  mist-poised  shroud,  then  quietly 

Closed  her  pale  lips,  and  lock'd  the  secret  up 

Safe  in  the  chamel's  treasures. 

O  how  weak 
Is  mortal  man !  how  trifling — how  confined 
His  scope  of  vision!  Pufl'd  with  confidence, 
His  phrase  grows  big  with  immortality. 
And  he,  poor  iiwcci  of  a  summer's  day ! 
Dreams  of  eternal  honore  to  his  name ; 
Of  endless  glory  and  perennial  bays. 
Ho  idly  reasons  of  eternity. 
As  of  the  train  of  ages, — when,  alas ! 
Ten  thotisand  thousand  of  his  centuriea 
Are,  in  comporison.  a  little  point 

Too  trivial  n>r  accompt. -O,  it  is  strange, 

"Tis  iMuwing  strange,  to  mark  his  fallacies! 
Behold  him  proudly  view  some  pompoua  pile. 
Whose  high  dome  swells  to  emulate  the  skies. 
And  smile,  and  say.  My  name  shall  live  with  lUi 
Till  time  shall  be  no  more ;  while  at  his  feet. 
Yea,  at  his  very  feet,  the  crumbling  dust 
Of  the  fallen  fabric  of  the  other  day 
Preaches  the  solemn  lesson.   lie  tkcmli  know 
That  time  must  conquer ;  that  the  loodeat  Mairt 
That  ever  fill'd  Renown*s  obstreperous  tramp 
Fades  in  the  lapse  of  age*,  and  eipirea. 
Who  lies  inhumed  in  the  terrific  gloom 
Of  the  gigantic  pyramid  ?  or  who 
Rear'd  its  huge  walhi  f  Oblivion  laughs,  and  saya 
The  prey  is  mine. — They  sleep,  and  never  more 
Their  namea  shall  strike  upon  the  ear  of  man. 


1  l^s  satbor  was 


tbsa  ia  aa  alVMMy's  oOes. 


1  AlkMlioff  to  the  6ral  sstroooaikal 
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IMr  BMBoiy  bunt  ili  ftoeflk 

Where  iiJSoMf 
She  livei  but  in  the  tale  of  other  timee; 
Her  proud  peviUooi  ere  the  hennU*t  hone. 
And  her  long  oohmoadei^  her  pohlic  welkin 
Hum  AinUy  echo  lo  the  pilgria*!  AeC 
Who  comei  to  muee  in  eoliuide,  and  traeai 
ThfBugh  the  nnk  waom  reveal'd,  her  haoQr'd  dMt 
But  not  to  Room  aleoe  hae  ftie  confined 
The  doom  of  nun ;  cttiM  numbedea^ 
Tyn,  Sidon.  Garthacop  Babgrkm  and  TVogr» 
And  rich  PhoBnieta — they  are  blotted  out, 
Hatfiaaed  finm  nemofjt  and  their  veiy  nana 
And  &ttiv  in  diepoieK—Hai  Athene  ftllen  f 
la  poliih*!!  Gceeoe  beoome  the  nvage  eeat 
Of  ignoranoeandilolh!  and  ahall  we  dare 


• 
• 


• 
• 


And  empire  eeeki  anodier  hemimihere. 

Where  now  k  Brilainf— Whero  her  lauraird 

Her  palacee  and  halls  t  Daeh'd  in  the  duet. 

Borne  aecond  Vandal  faiuh  reduced  her  pride. 

And  with  one  big  recoil  hath  thrown  hw  back 

To  primitive  baiharity^^— Again, 

Through  her  depopulated  valei,  the  ecream 

Of  bloody  fiupentiiaon  hollow  rn^Bi, 

And  the  learBd  native  to  the  tempeetfaowla 

The  yell  of  depreeatioo.  Cerhermarte, 

Hot  crowded  porta,  broods  SUence ;  and  the  ay 

Of  the  low  curlew,  and  the  pensive  dash 

Of  distant  billows,  hreaks  akoe  the  void. 

Even  as  the  savage  sits  upon  the  stone 

Tliat  marka- where  stood  her  capitob,  and  hears 

The  bitiem  booming  in  the  weeds;  he  shrinks 

From  the  dismaying  solitude. — Her  bards 

Sing  in  a  language  that  hath  pensh'd  ; 

And  their  wild  harps,  suspended  o'er  their  graves, 

Sigh  to  the  desert  winds  a  dying  strain. 

Meanwhile  the  Arts,  in  second  infancy, 

Rise  in  some  distant  clime,  and  then,  perchance 

Some  bold  adventurer,  fill'd  with  golden  dreams. 

Steering  his  bark  through  trackless  solitudes, 

Where,  to  his  wandering  thoughts,  no  daring  prow 

Hath  ever  plow'd  before,— espies  the  clifir 

Of  fidlen  Albion. — To  the  land  unknown 

He  joume3rs  joyful ;  and  perhaps  descries 

Some  vestige  of  her  ancient  statelinets ; 

Then  he,  with  vain  conjecture,  fills  his  mind 

Of  the  unheard«of  race,  which  had  arrived 

At  silence  in  that  solitaiy  nook. 

Far  from  the  civil  world ;  and  ssgely  sighs. 

And  nairaliaes  on  the  state  of  nuui. 

Sdll  on  ito  march,  imnoticed  and  unfelt 

Moves  on  our  being.   We  do  live  and  breathe. 

And  we  aro  gone.  The  spoiler  hi-«ds  us  not. 

We  have  our  spring-time  and  our  rottenness ; 

And  as  we  fiUl,  another  race  succeeds, 

To  perish  likewise. — Meanwhile  Nature  smiles — 

The  seasons  run  their  round. — The  sun  fulfils 

His  annuoj  course — and  Heaven  and  earth  remain 

Still  '^hanging,  yet  unchanged— ^till  doom'd  to  feel 

FjMnrv  mutation  in  perpetual  resL 

Where  are  cooceal'd  the  days  which  have  elapsed  7 


Hkl  m  the  mighty  cavern  of  lis  jmsi; 
They  rise  upon  us  only  to  appal. 
By  indisdnet  and  hatfflimpaed 
Kisty,  giiganiic,  Imgb,  obame. 


Oh.  it  is  ftarAil.  on  the  midnight 

When  the  rude  rushing  vrinda  fiMget  to  mv% 

And  the  pale  moon,  that  throogh  the  rasimci 

Surveys  the  sleepless  moser,  stamps  the  boor 

Of  utiar  silence!— it  is  learfal  tlum 

T6  ateer  the  mind,  in  deadly  solitnde^ 

Up  the  vague  stream  of  probability ; 

To  wind  ^  mighty  aecrots  of  CAe^asi; 

And  torn  the  k^  of  Time!— Oh!  i^bo  oan  aCriv* 

To  oompnhend  the  vaat,  thf  awlul  truth. 

Of  the  sterafty  thai  hath  gone  6y, 

And  not  recoil  fiom  the  dismaying  .penaa 

Of  human  impotence  f  The  life  of  man 

Is  summ*d  in  birth-days  and  in  sepulchres: 

But  the  Etenal  God  had  no  beginning ; 

He  hath  no  end.  Time  had  be^  with  him 

For  eoerlBseti^,  ere  the  dadal  world 

Rose  fiom  the  gulf  in  V^vrlinrr— like  him 

It  knew  no  aooroeb  like  him  *t  waa  nncreaiaii 

What  is  it  then ?  The  past  Eternity! 

We  comprehend  ^future  without  end ; 

We  6el  it  possible  that  even  yon  sun 

Blay  roll  Ibr  ever :  but  we  shrink  amaaed— 

We  stand  aghast,  when  we  reflect  that  Time 

Knew  no  commencement; — that  heap  ago  on  aga 

And  millioo  upon  million,  withoat  end 

And  we  shall  never  span  the  void  of  daya 

That  were,  and  are  not  but  in  retrospect. 

The  Past  is  an  un&thomable  depth. 

Beyond  the  span  of  thought ;  't  is  an  elapse 

Which  hath  no  mensuration,  but  hath  been 

For  ever  and  for  ever. 

Change  of  days 

To  us  is  sensible ;  and  eoch  revolve 

Of  the  recording  sun  conducts  us  on 

Further  in  life,  and  nearer  to  our  goal. 

Not  so  with  l*ime. — mysterious  chronicler. 

He  knowcth  not  mutation ;— centuries 

Are  to  his  being  as  a  day,  and  days 

As  centuries. — ^Time  post,  and  Time  to  come. 

Are  always  equal ;  when  the  workl  began, 

God  had  existed  from  eternity. 

•        •        •        •        • 


Now  lfx>k  on 
Myriads  of  ages  hence. — Hath  time  elapsed  I 
Is  he  not  standing  in  the  self-same  place 
Where  once  we  wooA  1 — ^The  same  eternity 
Hath  gone  before  him,  and  is  yet  to  cunie ; 
His  past  is  not  of  longer  span  than  ours. 
Though  myriads  of  ages  inten*cned ; 
For  who  can  add  to  what  has  neither  sum. 
Nor  bound,  nor  source,  nor  estimate,  nor  end  t 
Oh,  who  can  compass  the  Almighty  mind  ? 
Who  con  unkx:k  the  secrets  of  the  High  ? 
In  speculations  of  an  altitude 
Sublime  as  this,  our  reason  stands  coniest 
Foolish,  and  insignificant,  and  mean. 
Who  can  apply  the  futile  argument 
Of  finite  beings  to  infinity  1 

490 


1^ 


t 


POEMS  OP  A  LATER  DATE. 


He  might  •■  well  oompreot  the  universe 

Into  the  hollow  compoau  of  a  gourd, 

Scoop  (1  out  by  human  art;  or  bid  the  whale 

Drink  up  tho  sea  it  iwiiiis  in ! — Can  the  leaa 

Contain  the  greater  7  or  the  dark  obtcuro 

Inibld  the  glories  of  meridian  day  f 

What  does  Philosophy  impart  to  man 

But  undiscover'd  wonders  ? — Lot  her  soar 

Even  to  her  proudest  heights — lo  where  she  caught 

Tlie  soul  of  Newton  and  of  Socrates, 

She  but  extends  the  scope  of  wild  amaze 

And  admimlion.     All  her  lessonb  end 

In  wider  views  of  God's  unfathom'd  depths. 

Lo!  iho  unletter*d  hind,  who  never  knew 

To  raise  his  mind  excursive  to  the  heights 

Of  alwtmct  contemplation,  as  he  sits 

On  the  green  hillock  by  the  hedge-row  side, 

What  time  the  insect  swarms  are  murmuring, 

And  mnrk^  in  silent  thought,  the  broken  clouds 

That  frinuo  wilh  loveliest  hues  tho  evenihg  sky. 

Feels  in  Ins  suul  the  hand  of  Nature  rouse 

The  thrill  of  gratitude,  to  him  who  form'd 

nrhe  go<>dly  prospect;  he  beholds  the  God 

Throned  in  the  west,  and  his  reposing  ear 

Hears  sounds  angelic  in  the  fitful  breeze 

That  floats  through  neighboring  copsu  or  fiiiry  brake, 

Or  lingers  playful  on  tho  haunted  stream. 

Go  wilh  the  colter  to  his  winter  fire, 

Where  o'er  the  moors  the  loud  blast  whistles  shrill, 

And  the  hoarse  ban-dog  bays  the  icy  moon ; 

Mark  with  what  awe  he  lists  the  wild  uproar. 

Silent,  and  big  wilh  thought ;  and  hear  him  ble« 

The  (flod  that  rides  on  the  tempestuous  clouds 

For  his  snug  hearth,  and  all  his  little  joys : 

Hear  him  compare  his  happier  lot  with  his 

\Vho  bends  his  way  across  the  wintry  wolda, 

A  poor  night-traveller,  while  the  dismal  snow 

Beats  in  his  face,  and,  dubious  of  his  path. 

He  amps,  and  thinks,  in  every  lengthening  blast. 

He  heani  some  village-mas tifTs  distant  howl, 

And  sees,  far  streaming,  some  lone  cottage  light; 

Then,  undm^ived,  u|>tunui  his  streaming  eyes. 

And  clasps  his  shivering  hands ;  or.  overpowered. 

Sinks  on  the  frozen  ground,  weigh'd  down  with  sleep, 

From  which  the  hapless  wretch  shall  never  wake. 

Thus  the  poor  rustic  warms  his  heart  with  praise 

And  glouing  gratitude, — ho  turns  to  bless. 

With  hunest  warmth,  his  Maker  aiMl  his  God ! 

And  shall  it  e'er  bo  said,  tliat  a  poor  hind. 

Nursed  in  the  lap  of  Ignorance,  and  bred 

In  want  and  labor,  glows  with  nobhrr  zeal 

To  laud  his  Maker's  attributes,  while  he 

Whom  starry  science  in  her  cradle  rock'd. 

And  Casuily  enchasten'd  wilh  its  dews. 

Closes  his  eyes  upon  the  holy  word. 

And,  bliml  to  all  but  arrogance  and  pride. 

Dares  to  d<H-larc  his  in5delity. 

And  o|M»nly  contemn  the  liord  of  Hosia? 

What  is  ()hilosophy,  if  it  impart 

Irreverence  ibr  the  Deity,  or  teach 

A  mortal  man  to  set  his  judgment  up 

Against  his  Maker's  will  ? — The  Pblygar. 

Who  kneeb  lo  sun  or  moon,  compared  with  him 

Who  thus  perverts  the  talents  he  er^oya. 

Is  the  most  bless'd  of  men.'^O!  1  would  w«Ik 


A  weary  journey,  to  the  furthest  verge 

Of  the  big  world,  to  kiss  that  good  man's  haDd« 

Who,  in  the  blaze  of  wisdom  and  of  art,     ^ 

Preserves  a  lowly  mind ;  and  to  his  God, 

Feeling  the  sense  of  his  own  littleness. 

Is  as  a  child  in  meek  simplicity ! 

What  IS  the  pomp  of  learning  I  the  parade 

Of  letters  and  of  tongues  I  E'en  as  the  mists 

Of  the  grey  room  befi)re  the  rising  sun. 

That  pass  away  and  periirii. 

Earthly  things 
Are  but  the  transient  pageants  of  an  hour ; 
And  earthly  pride  is  like  the  passing  flower. 
That  springs  to  fill  I,  and  blossoms  but  to  die. 
nr  is  as  tho  tower  erected  on  a  cloud. 
Baseless  and  silly  as  the  school-boy's  dream. 
Ages  and  epochs  that  destroy  our  pride, 
And  then  record  its  downfall,  what  are  they 
But  the  poor  creatures  of  man's  teeming  brain  f 
Hath  Heaven  its  ages  ?  or  doth  Heaven  presenr* 
Its  statetl  eras  f  Doth  the  Omnipotent 
Hear  of  to-morrows  or  of  yesterdays  ? 
There  is  lo  God  nor  future  nor  a  past ; 
Throned  in  his  might,  all  times  to  him  are  present  i 
He  hath  no  lapse,  no  past,  no  time  to  come ; 
He  sees  before  him  one  eternal  noto. 
Time  moveth  not !— our  being  't  is  that  moves  x 
And  we,  swift  gliding  down  life's  rapid  stream. 
Dream  of  swift  ages  and  revolving  yeus. 
Onlain'd  to  chronicle  our  passing  days : 
So  the  young  sailor  in  the  gallant  bark, 
Scudding  before  the  wind,  beholds  the  coast 
Receding  from  his  eyes,  and  thinks  the  while, 
Struck  with  amaze,  that  he*is  motionless. 
And  that  the  laud  is  sailing. 

Such,  alas  * 
Are  the  illusions  of  this  Proteus  life; 
All,  all  is  false :  through  every  phasis  still 
T  is  shadowy  and  deceitful.     It  assumes 
The  remblances  of  things  and  specious  shapes; 
But  the  lust  traveller  might  as  soon  rely 
On  the  evasive  spirit  of  the  marsh. 
Whose  lantern  lieams,  and  vanishes,  and  flits, 
O'er  bog,  and  ruck,  ai^  pit,  and  hollow  way, 
As  we  on  its  appearances. 

On  earth 
There  is  nor  certainty  nor  staUe  hope. 
As  well  the  weary  mariner,  whose  baric 
Is  loss'd  beyond  Cimmerian  Bosphorus, 
Where  storm  and  darkness  hold  their  drear 
And  sunbeams  never  penetrate,  might  tnvt 
1\>  expeciaticm  of  serener  skies. 
And  Unger  in  the  very  jaws  of  death. 
Because  some  peevish  cloud  wefie  opening 
Or  the  loud  storm  had  bated  in  its  rage ; 
As  we  look  forward  in  thb  vale  of  tears 
To  permanent  delight — from  some  slight  gHmpM 
Of  shadowy  unsubstantial  happiness. 
The  good  man's  hope  is  laid  fiir,  far  beyond 
The  sway  of  tempests,  or  the  furious  sweep 
Of  mortal  desolation. — He  beholds. 
Unapprehensive,  the  gigantic  stride 
Of  rampant  ruin,  or  the  unstable  waves 
or  dark  vicissitude. — F^ven  in  death. 
In  that  dread  hour,  when  with  a  giant  pang. 
Tearing  the  tender  fibres  of  the  neait. 
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TIm  iBHBortal  ipirit  itnigi^6i  to  be  free, 

Tbmk,  even  tiien,  thftt  hope  fbnaket  him  nol^ 

For  it  eiieli  befond  the  narrow  verfe 

Of  the  cold  lepiilchre^— The  peC^  jojn 

Of  fleeting  life  indignantly  it  ipnni'd, 

AndnMedoo  the  bonmofiteGod. 

TUi  ie  men's  only  leatooeble  hope; 

And  tie  e  hope  whieh.  cfaeriih'd  in  Ae  tareM^ 

ShaU  not  be  diMppointed. — ^Even  he, 

Thm  Holy  One— Almighty — ^who  elaneed 

Thm  foUuig  woiU  along  ita  airy  way* 

Evan  He  win  deign  lo  mile  upon  Ae  good. 

And  welooaie  him  to  iheoe  eeleitial  aeato, 

Wheia  joy  and  glaftiMW  hold  their  chaiqtelem  taign^ 

Thou,  proud  amnl  look  vpon-yon  atany  Taalt, 

Sanray  the  ooundaai  gaom  whid&  richly  itud 

Tba  Night* a  hnparial  efaaiiot}— teleooopea 

Will  dow  tfaaa  myriado  omra  fammneroui 

TImb  thaoeaoaiidi    eaehofthoM>  litde  lampa 

la  Ihri  kiaat  aonree  of  li^  the  central  ami 

Bqqnd  which  aoow  odMT  mighty  ■■terfaood 

Of  pianati  tnwal.  aivary  planet  otoek'd 

With  living  beiogi  hapotaot  ai  thee. 

Now, prood  man!  now, wfaete  ia  thy  graatnem  lledt 

What  art  thoQ  in  tba  aeale  of  oniverM  f 

Lm^  km  thn  nothii«}— Tet  of  thee  the  Gkid 

Who  built  thk  woodroor  frame  of  worldi  ia  caiafid, 

Aa  wall  ae  of  the  mendicant  who  bega 

7%e  leaving!  of  diy  table.    And  ihalt  thou 

LKk  np  thy  thanUem  ipirit,  and  contemn 

His  heavenly  providenee?  Deluded  Ibol! 

Evan  now  the  thonderbolt  is  wing*d  with  death. 

Evan  now  thoa  totterast  oo  the  brink  of  heO. 

How  insignificant  is  mortal  man, 

Bomd  to  the  hasty  pinions  of  an  hoar; 

Ifow  poor,  how  trivial  in  the  vast  conceit 

Of  infinite  duration,  boundless  space ! 

Ckid  of  the  universe !  Almighty  one ! 

Thou  who  dost  walk  upon  the  winged  winds. 

Or  with  the  storm,  thy  rugged  charioteer, 

Swift  and  impetoous  as  the  northern  blast, 

Ridest  from  pole  to  pole ;  Thou  who  dost  hold 

The  forked  lightnings  in  thine  awful  grasp, 

And  reines^in  the  earthquake,  when  thy  wrath 

Goes  down  tovrards  erring  man,  I  would  address 

To  Thee  my  parting  pnan :  for  of  Thee, 

Oraat  beyond  comprehension,  who  thyself 

Art  Time  and  Space,  sublime  Infinitude, 

Of  Thee  has  been  my  song — With  awe  I  kneel 

Trembling  before  the  footstool  of  thy  state. 

My  Cvod .  my  Father! — ^I  will  sing  to  Thee ! 

A  bjrmn  of  laud,  a  solemn  canticle, 

Ere  <m  the  cypress  wreath,  which  ovenhades 

The  throne  of  Death,  I  hang  my  mournful  lyre. 

And  give  its  wild  sSngs  lo  the  desert  gale. 

Rise,  Son  of  Saler     nse,  and  join  the  strain! 

Sweep  to  accordant  tones  thy  tuneful  harp. 

And,  leaving  vain  laments,  arouse  thy  soul 

To  exultation.     Sing,  hosanna  sing, 

Ami  haP.eli^ah,  for  the  Lord  is  great 

And  full  (if  mercy !  He  has  thought  of  man ; 

Yea   oompam'd  round   with  countless  worlds,  has 

thought 
Of  we  poor  worms,  that  batten  in  the  dewa 
Of  mom.  and  peridi  ere  the  noonday  sun. 
to  ihe  I/)rd,  for  he  is  merciful : 


He  gave  die  Nubian  lion  bat  to  livia» 

Toiageilihoiir, andpefkh;  baton 

He  kviih'd  immoftaliiy,  and  Heaven. 

The  eagle  fUls  finom  hier  aiirial  tower. 

And  mhiglea  with  irrevocable  dnst: 

Bat  man  fiom  death  springs  joyful. 

Springs  up  to  life  and  to  eternity. 

Oh  dint,  ineeuate  of  the  lavoaiing  booUt 

The  great  exdnrive  privilege  beoloWd 

On  us  imworthy  tiiffers,  men  should  dare 

To  treat  with  slight  regard  the  pndbr'd  Heavoa^ 

And  nige  the  lenient,  but  AllFJaat,  to  awoar 

In  wrath,  "They  shall  not  enter  m  my  rsst !" 

lli|^  I  addreas  the  suj^dicative  atrain. 

To  thy  higli  ftoMool.  1  would  pfay  that  thon 

Wouldst  pity  the  deluded  wandsrers. 

And  fidd  them,  ere  they  perish,  in  tlqr  fhwk. 

Yea,  I  wouM  bid  thee  pi^  them,  through  Him 

Thy  vreO-bdoved,  who.  upon  Ihe  croaa^ 

Bled  a  dead  sacrifice  for  hnman  sin. 

And  paid,  with  bitter  agony,  the  debt 

Of  primitive  tranagrassion. 

Oh!  lahrink. 
My  very  aoni  doth  ahrink.  when  I  rallect 
That  the  time  haittena,  when  in  veqgeanoa  doiha^ 
Than  ahalt  come  down  to  atamp  the  aeal  of  6ie 
On  erring  mortal  man.    Thy  chariot  vrheela 
Then  shall  rebound  to  earth*k  remotaat  cavaa^ 
And  aloniiy  ocean  fiom  hia  bed  ahall  atart 
At  the  appalling  aunmiona.    Oh!  how  drend. 
On  the  dark  vye  of  miaerable  man, 
Chaaing  hia  ains  in  secrecy  and  glooOB, 
WHl  borat  the  effulgence  of  die  opening  Heaven; 
When  to  the  braaen  trumpet'a  deafening  niar. 
Thou  and  thy  dazzling  cohorts  shall  deacend. 
Proclaiming  the  fulfilment  of  the  woid ! 
The  dead  shall  start  asionish'd  from  their  sleep! 
The  sepulchres  shall  groan  and  yield  their  prey. 
The  bellowing  floods  shall  disembogue  their  diarga 
Of  human  victims. — ^From  the  fiirthest  nook 
Of  the  wide  world  shall  troop  their  risen  souls. 
From  him  whose  bones  are  bleaching  in  the  waste 
Of  polar  solitudes,  or  him  whose  corpse, 
Whelm'd  in  the  loud  Atlantic's  vexed  tides. 
Is  wash'd  on  some  Caribbean  prominence. 
To  the  lone  tenant  of  some  secret  cell 
In  the  Pacific's  vast    •    •    *    realm. 
Where  never  plummet's  sound  viras  heard  lo  part 
The  wilderness  of  water ;  they  shall  ccnne 
To  greet  the  solemn  advent  of  the  Judge. 
Thou  first  sbalt  summon  the  elected  saints 
To  their  apportion'd  Heaven !  and  thy  Son, 
At  thy  right  hand,  shall  smile  with  consdoua  joy 
On  all*  his  post  distresses,  when  for  them 
He  bore  humanity's  severest  pangs. 
Then  shalt  thou  seize  the  avenging  cimeter. 
And,  with  a  roar  so  loud  and  horrible 
As  the  stem  earthquake's  monitory  voice, 
"nie  wicked  shall  be  driven  to  their  aboae, 
Down  the  immitigable  gnlC  lo  wail 

And  gnash  their  teeth  in  endless  agony. 

*  «  «  •  •  * 


Rear  thou  aloft  thy  standard,i — Spirit, 
Thy  flag  on  high ! — Invincible  and  throned 
In  unparticipated  might     Behold 
Earth's  protidest  boasts,  beneath  thy  rilent  sway 
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Sweep  hond1«  ng  to  dettniction ;  thou,  the  ^hile, 

Unmoved  arid  heedless,  thou  dost  hear  the  rush 

Of  -uighty  generations  as  they  pass 

To  the  broad  gulf  of  ruin,  and  dost  stamp 

Thy  signet  on  them,  and  they  rise  no  more. 

Who  shall  contend  with  Time — unvanquiah*d  Time, 

The  ronquerer  of  conquerors,  and  lord 

Of  desolation  7 — Lo !  the  shadows  fly. 

The  hours  and  days,  and  years  and  centuries^ 

They  fly,  they  fly.  and  nations  rise  and  fidL 

The  >'oung  are  old,  the  old  are  in  their  gravel. 

Heanl'tt  thou  tliat  shout !  It  rent  the  vaulted  skiea ; 

It  was  the  voice  of  people, — mighty  crowds— 

Again!  'tis  hush'd — Time  speaks,  and  all  is  hush*d; 

In  the  va«t  multitude  now  reigns  alone 

Unruflled  solitude.     They  all  are  still ; 

All — yea,  the  whole — the  incalculable  masi. 

Still  as  the  ground  that  clasps  their  cold  remains. 

Rear  thou  aloft  thy  standard — Spirit,  rear 
Thy  flag  on  high !  and  glory  in  thy  strength. 
But  dost  thou  know  the  season  yet  shall  come. 
When  from  its  base  thine  adamantine  throne 
Shall  tumble ;  when  thine  arm  shall  cease  to  strike. 
Thy  voice  forget  its  petrifying  power ; 
When  saints  shall  shout,  and  Time  ahaU  he  no  more  ! 
Yea,  lie  doth  come— the  mighty  champion  comes. 
Whose  potent  spear  shall  give  thee  thy  death>wound. 
Shall  crush  the  conqueror  of  conquerors, 
Arul  desolate  stem  Ilenolation's  lord. 
Lo !  where  he  comctli !  the  Messiah  comes ! 
The  King!  the  Comforter!  the  Christ! — Ue  oomes 
To  burst  the  bonds  of  death,  and  overturn 
The  power  of  Time. — Hark!  the  trumpet's  blast 
Rings  o'er  the  heavens! — ^They  rise,  the  myriads  rise — 
Even  irom  their  graves  lliey  spring,  ami  buist  the 
chains 
,  Of  torpor — He  has  ransom'd  them,    •    *    • 

Forgotten  generations  live  again. 
Assume  the  bodily  thafies  they  own*d  of  old, 
Beyond  the  flood : — the  righteous  of  their  timet 
Kmbrace  and  weep,  they  weep  the  team  of  joy. 
The  sainteii  mother  wakes,  and  in  her  lap 
Clasps  her  dear  babe,  the  |mrtner  of  her  grave. 
And  heritor  with  her  of  heuvcn. — a  flower 
Wttsh'd  by  the  blood  of  Jesus  from  the  stain 
Of  native  guilt,  even  in  its  early  bud. 
And  hark !  thooe  strains,  how  solemnly  serene 
They  fall,  t^  fnnn  the  skies — at  distance  fidi — 
Again  more  loud — the  hallelujahs  swell ; 
The  newly-risen  catch  the  joyful  souixi; 
They  clow,  they  bum ;  and  now  with  one  accord 
Bursts  ibrih  suMime  from  every  mouth  the  song 
Ol*  praise  tf>  God  on  high,  and  to  the  Lamb 
Who  ble<l  lor  mortals. 


Yet  there  is  peace  lor  man. — Yea,  there  ia  petM 
Fven  in  this  noisy,  this  unsettled  scene; 
When  from  the  crowd,  and  from  the  city  &r, 
Haply  he  may  be  set  (in  his  late  walk 
O'ertaken  with  deep  tlwught)  beneath  the  boofha 
Of  honeysuckle,  when  the  sun  is  gone. 
And  with  fiit  eye,  and  wntful.  he  surveya 
The  solemn  ahadowa  of  the  Haavana  tail, 
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And  thinks  the  season  yet  shall  come,  when  Time 
Will  waA  him  to  repose,  to  deep  repose. 
Far  from  the  unquietness  of  hfe — ^from  ikmm 
And  tumult  &r— beyond  the  flying  clouda, 
Beyond  the  stars,  and  all  this  passing  scene* 
Where  change  shall  cease,  and  time  shall  ba  no  moro. 


THE  CHRISTIAD, 

A  DIVINK  POEM. 


This  was  the  work  which  the  suthor  hsd  most  st  heart.  His 
riper  judffinent  wi>uld  prolwbljr  hsvs  perceived  tbst  the  sob* 
ject  was  ill  choeea.  What  b  said  so  well  in  the  Omrara 
Litermna  of  all  Scriptural  mhiects  for  narraiiTe  poelrf ,  %»• 
plies  peculiar  It  lo  this.  **  Aojr  thinff  tokeo  from  it,  leaves 
the  story  irnperTect ;  any  thiof  ad<led  lo  it,  dlaffosls  and  «!• 
most  shocks  ua  as  impiooa.  As  Osmt  said  of  the  Alaiaii- 
drian  Library,  we  may  say  of  soeh  writings  \  if  thsf  eontaia 
only  what  is  in  the  ScripCurea.  they  are  aapeHliioast  if  what 
is  not  io  them,  th^y  are  false."— It  asay  he  adfded.  that  the 
mixture  of  mythok>fy  makea  truth  itadf  appear  I 


There  is  irreat  power  in  the  esecution  of  this  fhifSMnt— In 
odiiiof  theae  remains.  I  have,  with  that  deeoram  which  it 
ia  to  be  wished  all  editor*  would  obaerve.  shMainsd  fivn  in- 
forming  the  reader  what  ho  ia  to  adnirs  and  what  ha  is  BoC  f 
but  1  cannot  refrain  from  Mying  that  the  two  last  staaaas 
greatly  affected  me,  when  I  discovered  them  writtsa  on  the 
leaf  of  a  diflerent  book,  and  apparently  leng  after  the  fbst 
canto ;  and  greatly  shall  I  be  mistaken  if  thqr  do  nSt  affect 
the  reader  also. — R.  Soutktw, 


BOOK  I. 
I. 

I  SING  the  Crora ! — Ye  white-robed  angel  choin. 
Who  know  the  chords  of  harmony  to  sweeps 

Ye  who  o'er  holy  David's  varying  wirea 

Were  wont  of  old  your  hovering  watch  to  keep^ 
Oh,  now  descend !  and  with  your  harpingi  deep^ 

Pouring  sublime  the  full  symphaniotia  atream 
Of  music,  such  as  soothea  the  Mint's  last  aleep^ 
Awake  my  slumbering  spirit  from  ill  dreaiDv 

And  teach  me  how*  to  eialt  the  bigh  mytUrioui 
theme. 

n. 

Mourn!  Salem,  iiKNim!  low  lies  thine  hnmbladilMe, 

Thy  glittering  fanes  are  levelled  with  the  giDinid : 
Fallon  is  thy  pnde ! — ^Thine  halls  are  deaoiaie ! 

Where  erst  was  heard  the  timbrel's  sprightly 
sound. 

And  frolic  pleasures  tripp'd  the  nightly  Rmnd. 
"niere  breeds  the  wild  fox  lone1y,r-and  aghast 

Stands  the  mute  pilgrim  at  the  void  profound 
Unbn>ke  by  noise,  aave  when  the  hurrying  blast 
Sighs,  like  a  spirit,  deep  along  the  cheerless  wasta 

IIL 

It  is  iur  this,  proud  Solyma !  thy  lowers 

Lie  crumbling  in  the  dust ;  for  this  forloni 
Thy  genius  wails  along  thy  desert  bowers. 

While  stem  Destruction  laughs,  as  if  in  scorn. 

That  thou  didst  dare  insult  Ckid's  eldert-borr : 
And  with  most  bitter  persecuting  ire, 

Punued  his  footsteps  till  the  last  day-dawn 
Ruse  on  his  fortunes— and  thou  saw'st  the  flra 
That  came  to  light  the  wxirld,  in  one  great  flbsh  expnn 
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•     IV. 

Ob!  fiir  a  peodl  dipt  in  liTiiig  lights 
To ]MiDt  iht  afooiei  that  Jcmm  ban! 

Oh!  ht  the  loug-lart  harp  of  Jmm't  niigbt; 
Td  ftfom  the  Savior'a  pniM  from  above  Id  ihoroi 
While  eeimph  hoeti  the  hRf  pnoa  poor. 

And  Heaven enrapcoied  Ikie  dM  loud  aedaim! 
May  a  fiail  mortal  dare  the  theme  eiplora  t 

Ifif  he  10  hnmui  ear*  hie  weak  eoog  fiamef 
Ok!  may  he  daie  to  eing  llemiah't  glorioue  namef 

V. 

Spiriliof  pitj!  mQd  eromden^  eome ! 

Buoyant  on  doode  around  four  mineinl  float* 
And  give  him  elegnenoe  vriio  ebe  were  domb^ 

And  raiie  to  Ming  and  to  Are  hit  note! 

And  tfaon,  Umnia!  who  dort  atill  devote 
Tkf  nighto  and  dejo  to  God*e  eternal  ihiine^ 

Whow  miU  eyee  'lomined  what  baiah  wioleb 
Tioow  o*er  tlw  Bud  thai  adlemn  tlole  of  thine, 
knA  cMm  him  mr  the  iigfat  with  energy  divine. 

VL 

Whan  from  the  templet  loAy  fommit  pnne, 
fltattt  o'eroome,  fell  down;  and,  throned  there, 

flwaoo  of  God  ooofett,  in  o|dendor  shone; 
Swift  oe  the  glancing  tonbeam  cots  the  air, 
with  d^sal,  and  yelling  hie 


Fled  the  Item  king  ol*  Hell— and  with  the  glare 
Of  gliding  uMteon,  ominoue  and  red, 
flhotaihwerl  the  cloodi  that  gather*d  round  hie  head. 

VIL 

HiglU  o*er  the  Eoiine,  and  that  gulf  virhich  lale 

The  rode  AfaMagete  adored,  he  bent 
Hia  northering  course,  while  round,  in  dusky  state 

The  assembling  fiends  their  summoned  troopi 
augment. 

Clothed  in  dark  mists,  upon  their  way  they  went; 
While,  as  they  passed  to  regions  more  severe, 

Hie  Laplaiid  sorcerer  swell'd  with  loud  lament 
The  toUtairy  gale,  and,  fill'd  with  fear, 
Hie  howling  dogs  bespoke  unholy  spirits  near. 

VIII. 

Where  the  North  Pole,  in  moody  solitude, 
C^veads  her  huge  tracks  and  frozen  wastes  around, 

There  ioe-rocks  ptle<l  aloft,  in  order  rude. 
Form  a  gigantic  hall,  where  never  sound 
Startled  dull  Silence'  car.  save  when  profound 

The  smoke-frost  mutter'd :  there  drear  Cold  for  aye 
Thrones  him, — and,  fix'd  on  his  pnmoval  mound. 

Ruin,  the  giant,  sits ;  while  stem  Dismay 
Atalks  like  some  woe-struck  man  along  the  desert  way. 

IX. 

In  that  drear  spot,  grim  Desolation's  lair. 
No  sweet  remain  of  life  encheen  the  sight ; 

The  dancing  heart's  blood  in  an  instant  there 
Would  IreeKe  to  marble. — Mingling  day  and  night 
(Sweet  interchange,  wliich  mokes  our  labours 
light) 

Are  there  unknown ;  while  in  the  summer  skies 
The  sun  rol  Is  ceaseless  round  his  heavenly  height. 

Nor  ever  sets  till  from  the  scene  he  fixes, 
J^ad  iea%'ee  the  long  bleak  nigiit  of  half  the  year  to 


Twee  there,  yet  sboddering  from  the  boRiiqg  Ua 

Satan  had  fix*d  their  neit  fonajnoty. 
When  parting  last  he  fondly  hoped  lo  shake 
Meesiah^a  constancy^— and  thns  to  free 
T%e  powers  of  darknms  from  the  dread  decree 
Of  bondege  brought  by  him,  and  drcomvent 

The  unerring  waya  of  Hon  whose  eye  can  eea 
'  The  womb  of  Time,  and,  in  ils  embryo  pent, 
Dieoem  the  oolon  dear  of  every  dark  event 

XL 

Hem  die  stem  rooaarch  oiay'd  hie  rapid  flighi* 
And  his  thick  hosts,  as  with  a  jetty  pall. 

Hovering,  ofaeenred  the  nordi  starts  peaceful  U^ 
Wailing  on  wing  their  haughty  chieAain's  rail 
He,  meanwhile,  downward,  with  a  sullen  fell, 

Dropt  on  the  echcing  ice>    Instant  the  sound 
Oflheir  broad  vans  was  hush*d,  and  o'er  the  halU 

Vast  and  obscure,  the  gloomy  cohorts  bound. 
Till,  wedged  in  nuik%  the  scat  of  Satan  they  cor- 
round* 

xn. 

High  on  a  solium  of  the  solid  vrava. 

Prudtt  vrith  mde  shapes  by  the  ftntaaiie  froat, 
He  stood  in  silence; — now  keen  thooghis  engmva 

Dark  %nrea  on  His  front;  and,  tempeaMost, 

He  fean  to  si^  that  eveiy  hope  is  loat 
Meanwhile  the  multitode  as  death  are  mnte: 

So,  ere  the  tempest  on  Malaeca*!s  coast, 
SwiBet  Qtdet,  gently  touching  her  soft  hmm, 
Smfpi  lo  the  whimpering  waves  &epreliide  lodiipdM 

XIII. 
At  length  collected,  o'er  the  dark  Divan 

The  arch-fiend  glanced,  as  by  the  Boreal  -blaas 
Their  downcast  brows  were  seen,  and  thus  began 
His  fierce  harangue : — S|arits !  our  better  days 
Are  now  elapsed ;  Moloch  and  Belial's  praise 
Shall  sound  no  more  in  groves  liy  myriads  trod. 
Lo!  the  light  breaks! — The  astonish'd  nationa 
gase! 
For  us  is  lifted  high  the  avenging  rod ! 
For,  spirits,  this  is  He« — this  is  the  tson  of  God ! 

XIV. 
What  then!— shall  Satan's  spirit  crouch  to  fcorf 

Shall  he  who  shook  the  pillars  of  God's  reign 
Drop  from  his  unnerved  arm  the  hostUc  spear  t 

Madness!  The  very  thought  would  nuike  me  foin 

To  tear  the  sponglets  from  yon  gaudy  plain. 
And  huri  them  at  their  Maker ! — Fix'd  as  fate, 

I  am  his  Foe! — Yea,  though  his  pride  ithould  deign 
To  soothe  mine  ire  with  half  his  regal  state, 
StUl  would  I  bum  with  fixt,  unaltemble  hate. 

XV. 

Now  hear  the  issue  of  my  curst  emprise : 

When  from  our'last  sad  synod  I  took  flight, 
Buoy'd  with  false  hopes,  in  some  deep-laid  diigni 
To  tempt  this  vaunted  Holy  One  to  write 
*       Ilis  own  self-condemnation ;  in  the  plight 
Of  aged  man  in  the  lone  wilderness. 

Gathering  a  few  atny  sticks,  I  met  h!s  sight. 
And,  leaning  on  my  stsiS)  secm'd  much  lo 
What  cause  could  mortal  bring  to  that  forlorn 
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XVI. 
Then  thus  in  homely  g:uiiic  I  fpatly  framed 

My  lowly  speech: — **Good  sir,  what  leads  this  way 
Your  wandering  slepB?   Must  hapless  chance  be 
blamed 
That  you  so  far  from  haunt  of  mortals  stray  f 
Here  have  I  dwell  lor  many  a  lingering  day. 
Nor  trace  of  roan  have  seen;  but  how!  inethought 
Thou  wcrt  the  youth  on  whom  God's  holy  ray 
I  saw  descend  in  Jordan,  when  John  taught 
That  he  to  (alien  man  the  saving  promise  brotight.'* 

XVII. 
*  I  am  that  man/'  said  Jesus,  "  I  am  He ! 

But  truce  to  questions — Canst  thou  point  my  feet 
To  some  low  hut,  if  haply  such  there  be 
In  this  wild  hihyrinth,  whore  I  may  meet 
With  homely  greeting,  and  may  sit  hnd  eat; 
For  forty  days  1  have  tarried  fasting  here, 

Hid  in  the  dark  glens  of  this  lone  retreat, 
And  now  I  hunger ;  and  my  fainting  ear 
Longs  much  to  greet  the  sound  of  fountains  gushing 
near." 

XVIII. 

Then  thus  I  answcr'd  wily : — "  If,  indeed. 

Son  of  our  God  thou  be'Kt,  what  need  to  seek 

For  food  from  men  f — Lo!  on  these  flint  stones  feed. 
Bid  them  bo  bread !  (){)on  thy  lips  and  speak. 
And  living  rills  fnim  yon  [lorrh'd  rock  will  break." 

Instant  as  I  had  rpoke.  his  piereini^  eye 

Fix'd  on  my  fQc»» ; — the  blixKl  forNuok  my  cheek. 

I  could  not  l)ear  liiH  gaze !  my  mask  slipp'd  by ; 
I  wcMild  have  shunn'd  his  look,  hut  hud  nut  power  lo  fly. 

XIX. 
Then  be  rebuked  me  with  the  holy  word — 

Accursed  sounds !  but  now  my  native  pride 
Retam'd.  and  by  no  foolish  qualm  deterr'd, 

I  bcH«  him  from  the  mountain's  woody  side. 

Up  to  the  summit,  where,  exteniling  wide 
Kingdoms  and  cities,  polnces  and  fiinea, 

Bri8:ht  s|«rkling  in  the  snnbeaiiM.  were  deacried; 
And  in  gay  dunce,  ninid  luxuriant  plains, 
Tripp'd  to  the  jocund  reed  the  emasculated  iwaina. 

XX. 

-BehoM,"  I  crie<l.  "these  glories!  scenes  divine ! 

Thou  whrwe  sad  prime  in  pining  want  decays; 
An<l  thene.  ()  rapture!  these  sliall  ail  be  thine, 

If  thou  wilt  sive  lo  me,  not  CUmI,  the  praise. 

Hath  he  not  given  to  indigence  thy  days  f 
Is  not  thy  portion  {teril  here  and  pain  f 

Oh !  leave  his  temples,  shun  his  wounding  wb]^  : 
Seiie  the  liam !  these  mean  weeds  disdain. 
Kneel,   kneel,  thou  man  of  woe,  and   peace  and 
spleiMlor  giiin." 

XXI. 

"  Is  it  not  written,"  sternly  he  replied, 

"Tempt  not  the  Lord  thy  GodT*  Frowning  he 
8|mke. 
And  instant  sounds,  as  of  the  ocean  tide. 

Rose,  and  the  whirlwind  from  its  prison  brake. 
And  caught  roe  up  aloft,  till  in  one  flake. 
The  sidelong  volley  met  my  swift  career. 

And  smote  me  earthward — Jove  himself  might 
quake 
At  such  a  foil :  my  sinews  crack'd,  and  near 
ObKure  and  diny  aouiidt  aecm'd  ringing  in  mine  ev. 


XXII. 
Senseless  and  stimn'd  I  lay :  till,  casting  round 

My  half-unconscious  gaze,  1  saw  the  foe 
Borne  on  a  car  of  roses  to  the  ground. 
By  volant  angels ;  and  as  sailing  slow 
He  sunk,  the  hoary  battlement  below. 
While  on  the  tall  spire  slept  the  slant  tunbeoni. 
Sweet  on  the  enamour'd  zephyr  was  the  flow 
Of  heavenly  instruments.   Such  strains  oft  seem. 
On  star-light  hill,  to  soothe  the  Syrian  shepheid't 
dream. 

XXIII. 

I  saw  blaspheming.  Hate  renew'd  my  strmigth ; 
1  smote  the  ether  with  my  iron  wing. 

And  left  the  accursed  scenes — Arrived  at  length 
In  these  drear  halls,  to  ye,  my  peers!  I  bring 
The  tidings  of  defeat.   liell's  haughty  king 

Thrice  van(|uish'd,  baflled,  smitten  and  dismay'd 

0  shame !  Is  this  the  hero  who  oould  fling 
Defiance  at  liis  Maker,  while,  array'd 

High  o'er  the  walls  of  light,  rebeUion't  banners  |day*d 

XXIV. 

Tct  shall  not  Heaven's  bland  minions  triumph  long 
Hell  yet  nhall  have  revenge. — O  glorious  sight 
Prophetic  visions  on  my  foncy  throng. 

1  see  wild  Agony's  lean  finger  write 

Sod  figures  on  his  forehead  .*— Keenly  farigkt 
Revenge's  flambeau  bums !   Now  in  his  eyes 

Stand  the  hot  team, — immantled  in  the  night, 
Lo !  he  retires  to  mourn ! — I  hear  his  cries! 
He  foints — he  falls — and,  lo ! — 'lis  true,  ye  powers 
he  dies. 

XXV. 

Thus  spoke  the  chieftain, — and,  as  if  he  view'd 
The  scene  he  pictured,  with  his  foot  advanced 

And  chest  inflated,  motioidess  he  stood. 
While  under  his  uplifted  shield  he  ghinced 
With  straining  eye-bell  fiz'd,  like  one  entnneed 

On  viewless  air ; — thither  the  dai^  platoon 
Gazed  wondering,  nothing  seen.save  when  there 
danced 

The  northern  flash,  or  fiend  late  fled  from  noon* 
Darkcn'd  the  disk  of  the  descending  moon. 

XXVI. 

Silence  crept  stilly  through  the  ranks. — ^The  breew 
Spake  most  distinctly.    As  the  sailor  stands. 

When  all  the  midnight  gasping  from  the  seas 
Break  bodinc  sohs,  and  to  his  sight  expands 
High  on  the  shrouds  the  spirit  that  commands 

The  ocean-forer's  life ;  so  stiflP— so  scar 

St<xKl  each  dark  power; — while  through  th^*r 
numerous  Innds 

Beat  not  one  heart,  and  mingling  hop«*  and  fear 
Now  told  them  all  was  lust,  now  bade  revenge  appear 

XXMI. 
One  there  was  there,  whose  loud  defying  tonrne 

Not  hope  nor  foar  had  silenced,  but  the  swell 
Of  over-btNling  malice.    Utterance  long 

His  passion  mock'd.  and  long  he  strove  lo  teU 

His  liilmring  ire;  still  syllable  none  fell 
From  his  pale  quivering  lip ;  but  died  away 

For  ver\'  fv.ry  ;  from  ea<-h  hollow  cell 

Half  s;>rang  his  eyes,  thct  cast  a  flumy  ray. 

And  •  •  •  •  • 
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xxvrn. 

**Thi8  comes,'*  at  length  buret  from  the  furious  chieC 
**  This  comes  of  distant  counsels !  Here  behold 
The  fruits  of  wily  cunning !  the  relief 
Which  coward  policy  would  fain  unfold, 
Tu  soothe  the  powen  that  warr'd  with  Heaven 
of  old ! 
O  wise !  O  potent !  O  sagacious  snare ! 

And,  lo !  our  prince — the  mighty  and  the  bold. 
There  stands  he,  speU*struck,  gaping  al  the  air. 
While  Heaven  subverts  his  reign,  and  phmta  her 
standard  there.'* 

XXIX. 
Here,  as  recovcr'd,  Satan  fix'd  his  eye 

Full  on  the  speaker ;  dark  it  was  and  stem : 
He  wrapl  his  black  vest  round  him  gloomily, 
And  stood  like  one  whom  weightiest  thoughts 

concern. 
Him  Moloch  mark'd,  and  strove  again  to  turn 
His  soul  to  rage.  "  Behold,  behoUf,'*  he  cried, 

**The  lord  of  Hell,  who  bade  these  legions  spam. 
Almighty  rule — behold,  he  lays  aside 
The  spear  of  just  revenge,  and  shrinks,  by  man  defied.*' 

XXX. 

Thus  ended  Moloch,  and  his  (burning)  tongue 
Hung  quivering,  as  if  (mad)  to  quench  its  heat 

In  slaughter.   So,  his  native  wilds  among. 
The  lamish'd  tiger  pants,  when,  near  his  seat, 
Press'd  on  the  sands,  he  marks  the  travell^'s  feet 

Instant  low  murmurs  rose,  and  many  a  sword 
Had  from  its  scabbard  sprung;  but  toward  the  seat 

Of  the  arch-fiend  all  tum'd  with  one  accord. 

As  loud  he  thus  harangued  the  sanguinary  horde. 

*  *    .         •  • 

Ye  powers  of  Hell,  I  am  no  cownrd.  I  proved  this 
of  old.  Who  led  your  forces  against  the  armies  of 
Jehovah  ?  Who  coped  with  Ithunel  and  the  thunders 
of  the  Almighty  ?  Who,  when  stunned  and  confused 
ye  lay  on  the  burning  lake,  who  first  awoke  and 
collected  your  scattered  powers  ?  Lastly,  who  led 
you  across  the  unfathomable  abyss  to  this  delightful 
world,  and  established  that  reign  here  which  now 
totters  to  its  base  ?  How,  therefore,  dares  yon  treach- 
erous fiend  to  cast  a  stain  on  Satan's  bravery  ?  he 
who  preys  only  on  the  defenceless — who  sucks  the 
blood  of  infants,  and  delights  only  in  acts  of  ignoble 
cruelty  and  unequal  contention.  Away  with  the 
boaster  who  nisver  joins  in  action,  but,  like  a  cormo- 
rant, hovers  over  the  field  to  feed  upon  the  wounded, 
and  overwhelm  the  dying.  True  bravery  is  as  remote  j 
fnim  rashness  as  from  hesitation ;  let  us  counsel  coolly, 
>»fit  let  us  execute  our  counselled  purposes  determi- 
naicly.  In  jwwer  we  have  learnt,  by  tliat  experiment 


which  lost  us  Heaven,  that  we  are  inferior  to  the 
Thunder-bearer :  In  subtlety-— in  subtlety  alone  we 

are  his  equals.  Open  war  is  impossible. 

•  •  «  • 

Thus  we  shall  pierce  our  conqueror,  through  the 
race 
Which  as  himself  he  loves ;  thus  if  we  (all. 
We  fall  not  with  the  anguish,  the  di^race 
Of  fiiUine  unrevenged.  The  stirring  call 
Of  vengeance  rings  within  me !  Warriors  all. 
The  word  is  vengeance,  and  the  spur  despair. 
Away  the  oou-ard  wiles! — Death's  ooal-Uack 
pall 
Be  now  our  standard ! — Be  our  torch  the  irlare 
Of  cities  filed !  our  fifes,  the  shrieks  that  fill  the  air 

Him  answering  rose  Mecasphim,  who  of  old. 
Far  in  the  silence  of  Chaldea's  grovea. 

Was  worshipp'd,  God  of  Fire,  with  channs  vtokM 
And  mystery.  His  wandering  spirit  roves. 
Now  vainly  searching  for  the  flame  it  loves. 

And  sits  and  mourns  like  some  white<4obed  sire 
Where  stood  his  temple,  and  where  firagrani 
cloves 

And  ciimamon  uf^eap'd  the  sacred  pyre. 
And  nightly  magi  watch'd  the  everlasting  fire. 

He  waved  his  robe  of  flame,  he  cross'd  his  breast. 

And  sighing — his  papyrus  scarf  survey'd. 
Woven  with  dark  characters ;  then  thus  addres'd 

The  troubled  council : 

I. 

Thus  far  have  I  pursued  my  solemn  theme 

With  self-rewarding  toil,  thus  for  have  sung 
Of  godlike  deeds,  fur  loflier  than  beseem 

The  lyre  which  I  in  early  days  have  strung; 

And  now  my  spirits  faint,  and  I  have  hung 
The  shell,  that  solacetl  me  in  saddest  hour. 

On  the  dark  cypress !  and  the  strings  which  rung 
With  Jesus'  praise,  their  harpings  now  are  o'er. 
Or,  when  the  breeze  comes  by,  moan,  and  are  heard 
no  more. 

And  must  the  harp  of  Judah  sleep  again  ? 

Shall  I  no  more  reanimate  the  lay  ? 
Oh  I  thou  who  visitest  the  sons  of  men. 

Thou  who  dost  listen  when  the  humble  pray. 

One  little  space  prolong  my  mournful  day  I 
One  little  lapse  suspend  thy  last  decree ! 

I  am  a  youthful  traveller  in  the  way. 
And  this  slipht  boon  would  consecrate  to  thee. 
Fj%  I  with  Death  shake  hands,  and  smile  that  I  am  tree 


496 


THE  END 


VALUABLE  &  POPULAR  BOOKS, 

Particularly  BottaHe  ftr  Fasiily  libraries. 
Published  by  GUIGG,  ELLIOT  &  CO., 

No.  14  IVortli  Foartii  Street,  PtaUadelptaia. 

AVD  FOR  SALE  B7  BO0K8FALBB8  AVD  OOUNTRT  MEB0HANT8  OEmS- 

RALLT  IN  TKE  UVITED  STATES. 


«  Educated  mind  is  a  NaH0nU  wmltk,  ind  promote* the  hippineteorininkind." 

FARMERS,  LOOK  tTtOUR  INTERESTS! 

The  following  Books  are  particularlj  adapted   (br  a  Farmer^s  Library. 

ONE  DOLLAR 

Once  expended  in  useful  precaution  may  save  you 

Hundreds  of  Dollars  alMHdnte  Losses  every  Tear. 

It  is  a  foci  too  clearly  established  to  admit  of  doubt  or  disputation, 
that  in  the  animal  kingdom  as  in  the  human  family,  multitudes  of 
lives  and  consequent  losses  of  property,  are  occasioned  by 

Isrnorance  of  tbose  simple  remedies  nvlilcli  are 

tUe  reach  of  ererj  one. 

How  importaaty  tbererere,  that  every 


•hoa'd  be  poctetsed  of  thit  knowledge,  withoat  which 

Neither  Lift  nor  Property  is  exempt  from  danm. 

Ai  Works  of  unpirsileled  value  la  tbie  respect,  the  Publishers  would  reepeet* 

fully  OS II  the  atlention  of  ihe         ___^_^_ 

r ABHINO  AISD  STOCK  RAI8IHO  GOIUIUBHTK 

TO  THE  FOLLOWING  BOOKS : 


Hison's  Farrier  and  Stnd  Book— New  Bditloi. 


THE  GENTLEMAN'S  NEW  POCKET  FARRIER: 

rdMPUUMo  A  osxKHAU  osKraiPTiOfi  or  rna  icosLa  akb  vsnrvi.  avoiai., 

TB-B  BORSB; 

With  oiodes  of  mansfeiaent  ia  all  eases,  and  treaimeatia  disease. 

BY  RICHARD  MASON,  M.  D., 

Formerly  of  Sorry  Oonntjr,  Virfinis. 

TO  WHICH  IS  ADOKD*  A,  PaiEB   BSSAT  OV  MUIiBSi 

An  App«ii(itx.  eofiimfninf  Recipes  for  Diseases  of  Horses.  Oien,  Cows,  Calves,  Sheep, 
IXifs,  S^wiae,  cic.  eie.,  with  aiuMils  of  ilie  Turf.  Amcrioaa  Mad  Book, 
Rules  ioi  Trainiaf,  Raeiaf,  ete. 

WITH   A    SUPPLEMENT: 

Oomprisinf  sn  Rssay  on  Domestic  A nimala, especially  ike  Horse;  wiih  Remarks  oa 
Trtfaimeni  and  BreedinK:  logeiher  wilh  TrotUng  and  RacUif  Tables,  showing  the 
hem  time  on  record,  at  one.  two.  three  and  ftMir  mile  beau;  redifreesof  Winnma 
Horves.  «iiice  l<»:  and  of  lb«  OMSt  eelebrated  HiallHMis  and  Mares;  with  Usefvl 
Calving  and  Lsmhine Tablea.  Ac.  Ac.  BY  J.  &  8KIN4N  AR,  F^liior  now  of  the  Far- 
mer** Lilirarv.  New  York  ;  Fbunder  of  the  AoMhcaa  Parmer,  in  lbl9,  andof  theTarf 
Rrgitier  and  Sporiin;  MsfaT.ine,  in  lOB;  being  the  first  Agricultaral  andlheini 
Sporting  Periodieaisesiabhsbed  in  tbe  Uaiied  Siaise. 

A  1 


Hinds'  Farriery  and  Stod-Book—Naixr  EditloiL 

FARRIERY, 

TAUGHT  ON  ▲  NEW  AND  EASY  PLAN, 

Bxnie  A  TBBAnn  on  nn 

DISEASES  AND  ACCIDENTS  OF  THE  HORSE ; 


InsiruetioiM  to  the  Shoeing  Smith,  Farrier,  and  Orooni,  preceded  bj  a  Popolar  Oeierip* 

lion  of  Um  Animal  PnnetioBaia  Health,  and  how  thete  are  to 

be  restored  when  dieordered. 

BY  JOHN  HINDS,  Veteriaary  Sargecm. 

With  considerable  Additions  and  Improvemests,  partieolarly  adapted  to  tkia  Gooiilrj. 

BY  THOMAS  M.  SMITH, 

Veterinary  Surgeon,  and  Member  of  the  London  Veterinary  Medical  Society. 
WITH   A  SUPPLEMENT: 

COMPBIStaO 

An  Essay  on  Domestic  Animals, especially  the  Horse ;  with  Remarks  on  Treatmcmaad 

Breeding;  together  with  Trotung  and  Racine  Tables,  showing  the  beat  liaM  oa 

Reo>rd,  at  one,  two,  threo,  and  (bar  mile  neats;  pedijrrees  of  Winning 

Horses^  since  1^30;  and  of  the  moot  cotebrated  StalUona  and 

Mares :  with  Useflil  Galving  and  Lambing 

Tablea,  4c.  4c 

BY   J.   S.   8KINNER, 

Editor  now  of  the  Farmer**  Library,  New  York ;  Founder 4»f  the  Americaa  Farmer,  ia 

lbl9i  and  of  the  Turf  Registmr  and  Spprtins  Magaafne,  in  1890:  being  the  irsi 

Agricaltaral  and  the  first  Sporting  Periodieals  esublished  ia  the 

United  States. 

The  pvblishem  hate  BicKinEo  humebovi  rLATTEmnro  Foncst  of  the  great 
practicsl  value  of  these  works.  Tll«  distiagtuihed  editor  of  the  Americaa  Far^ 
mer,  speaking  of  them,  obsenree— ^<  We  cannot  too  highly  reeoimnead  these 
books',  and  therefore  advise  ereir  owner -of  a  horse  to  obtain  them." 

**  There  are  receipts  in  those  Dooka  ditt  ibow  how  Fovhoeb  may  be  cored* 
and  the  traveler  pursue  his  journey  the  next  day,  by  giving  a  tahUtpoonfui  ijf 
alum.  This  was  got  from  Dr.  P.  Thornton,  of  Montpelier,  Rappahannock 
County,  Virginia,  as  founded  on  bis  own  observation  in  several  cases.** 

"  The  constant  demand  for  Masou  asd  Hivds*  Farriea,  has  induced  the 
publishers,  Messrs.  Gaioo,  Klliot  it  Co.,  to  pot  forth  new  editions  with  a  *  Sup- 
PLEMENT'  of  100  pages,  by  J.  8.  SxiiiNEa,  Esq.  We  should  have  sought  to 
render  an  acceptable  service  to  our  sgncultural  readers,  by  giving  a  chapter 
from  the  Supplement,  *  On  the  relations  between  Man  and  the  Domestic  Ani- 
mals— especially  the  Horse— and  the  obligations  they  impose;'  or  the  one  oa 
<  The  Form  of  Animals,' — but  that  either  one  of  them  would  overrun  the  space 
here  allotted  to  such  subjects.** 

»« LIST  OF  MEDICINES, 
And  other  articles  which  ought  to  be  at  hand  about  every  training  and  livery 

stable,  and  every  Farmer's  and  Breeder's  establishment,  will  be  found  in 

these  valuable  works." 


RUSCHENBEROER'S  NATURAL  BISTORT. 

Iif  Two  Beautiful  Volumes  worthy  op  the  highest  commend atiof. 

They  enihrace  elements  of  Anatomv  and  Physiology,  Msmmaiog>-.  Ornithology.  Her- 
petology,  CoiicholoR)-^  Entomology,  lioieny  Snd  Geology,  each  ot  which  Divisions  of 
Science  is  treated  ot  in  the  most  masterly  vct  simple  manner,  on  the  basisof  asetof 
works  ordered  and  approved  by  the  Royal  Council  of  Public  Instruction  in  France. 

The  author  has  done  his  work  well,  and  is  highly  complimented  by  the  most  distin- 
guished scholars  in  the  country.  The  work  is  a  tezi-book  in  the  Philadelphia  High 
School.  It  IS  splendidly  illustrated,  and  parents  could  not  do  better  than  to  present  their 
children  with  this  book  in  preference  to  those  of  a  more  trivial  character,  combining  as 
it  does  amusement  with  important  instruction.  Any  one  of  the  woiks  may  be  had 
separately. 

2. 


BIGLAND'S  NATURAL  HISTORY 

or  AnimaU,  Birdi,  Fishei,  lUptilM  a«d  InMCto,  i]lQitnit«d  with  namerou  and 
beautiful  engrivinga.  Br  JOHN  BI6LAND,  avtbor  of  a  «  View  of  the 
World,**  «  Letter*  on  UnivemI  Hiatory,"  iKc.    Complete  in  1  toI.  ISmo. 

Thit  work  {s  particularly  adapted  for  the  oiM  of  Schools  and  Paniliea,  forming  the  meet 
alegmiiily  written  and  complete  work  on  the  mIu<)C*  of  Natural  Hifiory  ever  publislied, 
and  is  worthy  of  the  special  attention  of  the  teaehera  of  all  oar  schools  and  academiea. 


GOI^DSUDTIPS  aivriated  ivatvre. 

IN  TWO  VOLS.  OCTAVO. 
BeaiUtfuUff  UUutraiid  wiik  385  Phi€$. 

**  Goldamith  can  never  be  made  obeolete  while  delicate  geniosy  exqaiaite  feel- 
ing, fine  invention,  the  moat  harmonioua  metre,  and  the  happieat  diction  are  at 
til  valued." 

This  is  a  work  that  should  be  in  the  library  of  every  fhmily,  being  written  by 
one  of  the  most  talented  authors  in  the  Engliah  language. 


McMAHOira  AMERICAN  GARDENEH 

NINTH  EDITION,  MUCH  IMPROVED. 

In  one  volume,  octavo. 

This  ia  an  invaluable  work  to  all  who  wiah  to  obtain  any  information  on  the 
ilgect  of  Gardening  in  all  its  variona  branchea. 


niFDBMATIOlff  FOR  THE  FBOPUE; 

POPULAR    ENCYCLOPEDIA: 


inaCWO  ALL  TBB  BnAKCra  or  OBICtAL  XaoWLItDOB  KBCiaSAaT  TO  COSSTITCTa 

A  WELL  INFORMED  MAN. 

AUogtUuTf  1700  kitptriMi  Octavo  Pmgtt,  Two  Large  Vohimet  tf  860  Tagu  eodl. 
9^  This  work  ehonki  find  a  place  in  every  Family  Library. 


SPLENDID  LIBRARY  EDITIONS. 

ULVSTRATED   STAJIHARD  POETS. 

EUgnatly  Printed  and  Uaifonn  la  Ifcae  and  fliyla. 

The  fbllowing  editions  of  Standard  Britiah  Poets  are  illnatrated  with  numerona 
iCeel  engravings,  and  nwy  be  had  in  all  varietiea  of  binding. 

BY  aO  N'8    WORKS. 

Complttte  in  1  VoL  Ootsra 

Ineladiogall  his  Soppretscd  and  Attribated  Poems;  with  6  beaotifal 

cngra?iDfts. 

07*  This  edition  has  been  earelhllT  eoaspersd  with  the  recent  London  edition  of  Mr. 
Murrey,  and  ouide  rooiplete  bjr  the  addition  of  more  than  fiAj  pages  of  poems  hereto- 
fore unpublished  in  Koffland.  Among  these  there  are  a  number  thai  have  never  appear- 
ed in  sny  Amenean  ediiion;  and  the  publishers  believe  they  are  warranted  in  saying, 
that  this  is  the  mm%  mmtplm  srfWsw  tr  Lor4  B^nmH  Fottkmi  Work$  ever  published  la 
the  United  States. 

8 


GOWPER  AND  TEBMSBH'S  FBOSE  AND  FOBTICAL  WORKS. 

Comiilete  in  1  ToL  Octavo. 

Inclading  two  hundred  mnd  fiftj  Lettert,  and  sundry  Poems  of  Cowper,  never  bofore 

published  in  ihis  country ;  uid  of  TlMmison  a  new  mnd  interestinf  Memoir, 

and  upwards  of  twenty  new  Poems,  for  the  first  time  printed  Irom  his 

own  Manoscrij  ts.  taken  from  •  late  edition  of  the  Aldine  Poeu 

now  publishing  in  London. 

W*MTM  9BI^BJ¥*  MMJtUTMJFUM,  JBJ¥%fMJtW*MJ¥^M. 

The  distinguished  Professor  Silliroan,  speaking  of  this  edition,  observes,  "  I  am  a* 
much  gratified  by  the  elegance  and  fine  taste  of  your  edition  as  by  the  noble  tribate 
of  genius  and  moral  excellence  whick  these  delightful  authors  have  1«A  fbraUfiitare 
generatioAs;  and  Cowper,  especially,  is  not  less  conspicuous  as  a  true  Clinatiaii,  moral- 
ut  and  teacher,  than  as  a  poet  of  great  power  and  exquisite  taste." 


THE  POETIOAL  WORKS  OF  DRS.  HEIIAN& 

Complete  in  1  Vol.  8to.;  with  7  beautiful  Engravings. 

fj;;^  This  is  a  new  and  complete  edition,  with  a  splendid  engraved  likeness  of  Mrs. 
Hemans  on  steel,  and  contains  all  the  poems  in  the  last  London  and  American  editiona. 
With  a  Critical  Preface  by  Mr.  Thatcher,  of  Boston. 

*'As  no  work  in  the  Flnghsh  language  can  be  conunended  with  more  oonfidenoe,  it  will 
argue  bad  taste  in  a  female  in  this  country  to  be  without  a  complete  edition  of  the  writ- 
ings of  one  who  was  an  honor  to  her  sex  and  to  humanity,  and  whose  productions,  from 
first  to  last,  couiaia  no  syllable  calculated  to  call  a  blush  to  the  ebess  of  OM^aaiy  and 
virtue.  There  is,  moreover,  in  Mrs.  Hemaas*  poetry  a  moral  purity,  and  a  raligioos 
feeling,  which  commend  it,  in  an  especial  manner,  to  the  discriminating  reader.  No 
parent  or  guardian  will  be  under  the  necessity  of  ivapoming  restrictions  with  regard  lo 
the  free  prrusal  of  every  production  emanating  from  this  gined  woman.  There  breathes 
throughout  the  whole  a  most  eminent  exemption  from  impropriety  of  thought  or  diction; 
and  there  is  at  times  a  pensivenessof  tone,  a  winning  sadness  in  her  more  serioas  com- 
positions, which  tells  of  a  soul  which  has  been  lifted  from  the  contemplation  of  tene^ 
trial  things,  to  divine  communings  with  beings  of  a  purer  world.** 

THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  ROGERS,  CAMPBELL,  MONTfiOMERY,  UMB, 

AND  KIRK  WHITE. 

Complete  in  1  Vol.  8vo.;  with  6  beautiful  engravinga. 
J^  The  beauty,  correctness  and  convenience  of  this  favorite  edition  of  these 
standard  authors  are  so  well  known,  that  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  add  a  word 
in  its  favor.  It  is  only  necessary  to  say,  that  the  publishers  have  now  issued  an 
illustrated  edition,  which  greatly  enhances  its  former  value.  The  engravings 
are  excellent  and  well  selected.     It  is  the  best  library  edition  extant. 

MILTON,    YOUNG,   GRAY,   BEATTIE,  AND  COLLINS' 

POETICAL   WORKS. 

Complete  in  1  Vol.  8vo.;  with  6  beautiful  engravings. 

HEBER,  POLLOK,  AND  CRABBE'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 

Complete  in  1  Vol.  8vo.;  with  6  beautiful  engravings. 

A  writer  in  the  Boston  Traveller  holds  the  following  language  with  reference  t6  these 
valuable  editions:- - 

Mr.  Editor— {  wish,  without  any  idea  of  puffing,  to  say  a  word  or  two  upon  the  "  Li- 
brary of  Enelioh  Pocts^  that  is  now  published  at  Philadelphia,  by  Grigg^  Elliot;  it  is 
certainly,  taking  into  consideration  the  elegant  manner  in  which  it  is  printed,  and  the 
rt'asonHble  price  ai  which  it  is  afforded  to  purchssers.  the  best  edition  of  the  mo«lern 
British  Poeis  that  has  ever  been  published  in  this  country.  Each  volume  is  sn  octavo 
of  aUout  500  pages,  double  columns,  stereotyped,  and  accompsnied  with  6ne  engravings, 
and  biographical  sketches,  and  most  of  them  are  reprinted  from  Galignani's  French 
edition.  As  to  its  value  we  need  only  mention  that  it  contains  the  entire  works  of  Mont- 
firomery,Gray,  Heatiie,  Collins.  Byron.  Cowper,  Thomson,  Milion.  Young.  Rogers.  Camp- 
bell. Lamb,  Hemans.  Heber.  Kitk  White.  Crabbe,  the  Miscellaneous  Works  of  Gold- 
smith, and  other  martyrs  of  the  lyre.  The  publishers  are  doing  a  great  service  by  their 
publication,  and  their  volumes  are  almost  in  as  great  demand  as  the  fashionable  novels 
of  the  day.  and  they  deserve  to  be  so,  for  they  are  certainly  printed  in  a  style  superior  to 
that  in  which  we  have  before  had  the  works  of  the  English  Poets." 

No  library  can  be  considered  complete  without  a  copy  o(  the  above  beautiful  and 
cheap  editions  of  the  English  Poets,  and  persons  ordering  all  or  any  o(  them  will  please 
say  Grigg.  Elliot  &  Co 's  illustrated  editions. 
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JOSEPHUS'S  (FLAVIUS)  WORKS. 

GtllOG,  ELLIOT   Sl  CO.'S'FAMILY   EDITION. 

By  the  late  WILLIAM  WHISTON,  A.  M. 

FROM  THE  LAST  LONDON  EDITION,  COMPLETE. 

One  Vol,  BeaaUfallj  niiMtraled  wltM  Steel  Plates, 

And  the  only  readable  edition  pnbliflhed  in  this  conntry. 
As  a  matter  of  couree,  every  fkmily  in  oar  coantrj  hu  t  copr  of  the  Holy 


Bible— ead  as  the jpreemnption  it,  the  greater  portion  often  consaU  its  pages,  we 
Ulie  the  liberty  of  saying  to  all  those  that  do,  that  the  perusal  of  the  writings  ot 
Josepbas  will  be  found  very  interesting  and  instructive. 

All  those  who  wish  to  possess  a  beaatiAil  and  correct  copy  of  this  Taluable 
work,  would  do  well  to  purchase  this  edition.  It  is  for  sale  at  all  the  principal 
bookstores  ia  the  United  States,  by  eouatry  merchants  generally  in  the  Southern 
aad  Western  Sutee. 


Say'8  Political  ficonmny* 

A  TREATISE  ON  POLITICAL  ECONOMY, 


Pfodactlon.  DistiibntlmL  aad  Omrnnmytlan  of  WmMl 
BY  JEANBAPTISTE  SAY. 

FIFTH  AMERICAN  EDITION,  WITH  ADDITIONAt  NOTES, 

BY  C.   C.    BIDDLE,  ESQ., 

Mm  0m9  W%9mmtf  •«#•••• 

It  would  be  beneficial  to  our  country  if  all  those  who  are  aspiring  to  office, 
were  required  by  their  oonstitaents  to  be  coaTersant  with  tfie  pages  of  Ssy. 

The  distinguished  biographer  of  the  author,  ia  noticiag  this  work,  obsienree, 
"  Happily  for  science  he  commenced  that  study  which  forms  the  basis  of  his  sd- 
mirable  treatise  on  PoUtieai  JEcoiuMiy,  a  work  which  not  only  improved  under 
his  hand  with  every  successive  editioa*  but  has  beea  traaslated  into  most  of  the 
European  languages." 

The  editor  of  the  North  Aaierieaa  Review,  speaking  of  Say,  observes,  that 
**  he  is  the  most  popular,  aad  perhaps  the  BMMtable  writer  oa  Political  Eooaomy, 
siace  the  time  of  Smith." 


BElVMErVS  (Rev.  Jolm) 

LETTERS   TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

ON   A    VARIETY   OF  SUBJECTS  CALCULATED  TO   IMPROVE   THE 
HEART,  TO  FORM  TUB  MANNERS,  AND  ENLIGHTEN 

THE  UNDERSTANDING. 

"nat  oar  Daaghtevs  may  be  an  peliabed  ooraem  of  the  Tsmple.*' 

The  publishers  sincerely  hope,  (/er  fas  keiffituu  qf  mmmkini^j  tast  a  coyy  ef 

this  valuable  little  work  will  be  found  the  companion  of  every  young  ladv,  as 

much  of  the  happiness  of  every  ikmil/  depends  oa  the  proper  caltivatioa  of  the 

female  miad. 


THE  DAUGHTERS  OWN  BOOK. 

OR,  PRACTICAL  HINTS  FROM  A  FATHER  TO  HIS  DAUGHTER. 

ovB  ymjown  ISho. 
Thia  is  oae  of  the  asost  praetieal  aad  trnly  valuable  treatises  oa  the  culture 
aad  discipline  of  the  femsie  miad,  which  has  hitherto  been  published  in  this 
country,  aad  the  publishers  are  very  oonf  deat,  from  the  great  demand  for  thia 
invaluable  little  work«  that  era  loag  k  will  be  fouad  ia  the  library  of  every 
young  lady. 
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LAURENCE   STERNE'S  WORKS, 

WITH  A  LIFE  OF  THE  AUTHOR,  WRITTEN  BY  HIMSELF, 

With  7  Beautifal  Illtistratlozia,  engraved  by  Gilbert  aad  GKboo, 

ftxmi  Designs  by  Darley. 

oins  roj.VKZ  ocTAfOy  clots  out. 

To  commend,  or  to  criticise  Stenehi  works,  in  thic  age  of  the  world,  would 
be  all  "  waiteHil  and  extravagant  ezcoM."  Uncle  TobT--Corporal  Trim — The 
Widow — Le  Fevre — Poor  Maria— The  Capti?e— even  the  Dead  As8/-^thia  ie  all 
we  have  to  aay  of  Sterne ;  and  in  the  memory  of  these  character!,  hiatoriee  and 
•ketches,  a  thousand  follies  and  worse  than  follies  are  forgotten.  The  volame 
is  a  very  handsome  one. 


BOOK   OF    POLITENESS. 

THE  GENTLEMAN  AND  LADY'S 

BOOK  OF  nnjTQinSSS  Aini  FROFHUnr  OF  IffiFORT 

DEDICATED  TO  THE  YOUTH  OF  BOTH  8EXJE8. 

BY  MADAME  CELNART. 
Tniulated  from  the  Sixth  Parii  edition,  enlarged  and  improred. 

Fifth  American  BditioiL    1  VoL  ISnia 


A  tHcUemwrj  of 
SEUECT  AlVD  POPVIiAR  <|VOTATIO]VSk 

WHICH  ARE  IN  DAILY  USE: 

TAKEN  FROM  THE  LATIN,  FRENCH,  GREEK,  SPANISH  AND 

ITALIAN  LANGUAGES ; 

TOGETHER  WITH  A  COPIOUS  COLLECTION  OF  LAW  MAXIMS  AND  LAW  TERM!. 

Translated  into  English,  icith  illustrations,  Historical  and  Idiomatic, 

New  American  edition,  corrected  with  additions. 

One  Vol.  liimo. 

This  volume  comprises  a  copious  coliectioa  of  legal  and  other  terms,  which 
are  in  common  use,  with  English  translations  and  Historical  Illustrations,  and 
we  should  judge  its  author  had  surely  been  to  a  great  "  Feast  of  Languages," 
and  stole  all  the  scraps.  A  work  of  this  character  should  have  an  extensive 
Kale,  as  it  entirely  obviates  a  serious  difficulty  in  which  roost  readers  are  involved 
by  the  frequent  occurrence  of  Latin,  Greek,  and  French  passages,  which  we 
suppose  are  introduced  by  authors  for  a  mere  show  of  learning — a  difficulty  very 
perplexing  to  readers  in  general.  This  «  Dictioniry  of  Quotations,"  concerning 
which  too  much  cannot  be  said  in  its  favor,  effectually  removes  the  difficulty, 
and  gives  the  reader  an  advantage  over  the  author,  for  we  believe  a  majority 
are  themselves  ignorant  of  the  meaning  of  the  terms  they  employ — very  few 
truly  lenrned  authors  will  insult  their  readers  by  introducing  Latin  or  French 
quotations  in  their  writings  when  *<  Plain  English"  is  just  as  good  ;  but  we  will 
not  enlarge  on  this  point. 

If  the  book  is  useful  to  those  unacquainted  with  other  languages,  it  is  no  less 
valuable  to  the  classically  educated  as  a  book  of  reference,  and  answers  all  the 
purposes  of  a  Lexicon — indeed,  on  many  accounts,  it  is  better.  It  saves  the 
trouble  of  tumbling  over  the  larger  volumes,  to  which  every  one,  and  eapecially 
those  engaged  in  the  Legal  Profession,  are  very  often  subjected.  It  sboald 
have  a  place  in  every  library  in  the  country. 
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THE  AMERICAN  CHESTERFIELD; 
Or,  "Tenth's  Onite  to  the  Way  to  Wealtti,  Honor,  and  Dis- 
tinction," ke.    18ma 

COITTAIimia  ALtO  A  COMrLKTC  TftCATItE  Olf  THE  ABT  OF  CABVIFO. 

«  We  most  cordiaJly  recommend  the  American  Chesterfield  to  general  atten- 
tion ;  but  to  Toung  persons  particularly,  as  one  of  the  best  works  uf  the  kind 
thst  has  ever  \>een  published  in  this  country.  It  cannot  be  too  highly  appre- 
ciated, nor  its  perusal  be  unproductive  of  satisfaction  and  usefulness." 


SENECA'S    MORALS. 

BY  WAY  OF  ABSTRACT  TO  WHICH  IS  ADDED,  A  DISCOURSE  UN- 
DER THE  TITLE  OP  AN  AFTER-THOUGHT. 

By  Sir  VLoger  I^'Estrangre,  Knt. 

A  New  Fine  Edition,  One  Volume,  18mo. 

A  copy  of  this  valuable  little  work  should  be  found  in  every  family  library. 


BURDER'S  VILLAGE   SERMONS. 

Or,  lOl 

nm  m  short  discodubs  oh  thh  pbincipu  doctuhes  of  tub 

GOSPEL; 

nrrcTOKo  torn,  the  use  or  r amiliei,  suiioat  schools,  ob  compan m  AiiEMM.Bi> 

FOB  BELIOIOITS  IHSTBUCTIOir  IH  COURTBT  TILLAaBS. 

BY  GEORGE  BURDER. 

To  which  is  added  to  each  Sermon,  a  Short  Prayer,  with  some  General 
Prayers  for  Families,  Schools,  &c.,  at  the  end  of  the  work. 
Complete  In  Obc  Volame,  Octavo. 
These  sermons,  which  are  chwaoterited  by  a  beautiful  simplicity,  the  entire 
absence  of  controversy,  and  a  true  evangelical  spirit,  have  gone  through  many 
and  large  editions,  and  been  translated  into  several  of  the  continental  languages. 
<*  They  have  also  been  the  honored  means  not  only  of  converting  many  indivi- 
duals, bit  also  of  introducing  the  Gospel  into  districts,  and  even  into  parish 
churches,  where  before  it  was  comparatively  unknown." 
**  This  work  (lilly  deserves  the  immorUlity  it  has  attained.** 
This  is  a  fine  library  edition  of  this  Invaluable  work,  and  when  we  say  that  it 
should  be  found  in  the  possession  of  every  family,  we  only  reiterate  the  senti- 
ments and  sincere  wishes  of  all  who  take  a  deep  interest  in  the  eternal  welfare 
of  mankind. 


IVew  Sonir  Book. 

Grigg's  Southern  and  Western  Songster; 

Bcnro  A 
CHOICE  COLLECTION  OF  THE  MOST  FASHIONABLE  SONGS, 

MANY  OF  WHICH  ARE  ORIGINAL. 

In  Om  Vol.  ISmo, 

Great  care  was  taken  in  the  selection,  to  admit  no  song  that  contained,  in  the 

slightest  degree,  any  indelicate  or  improper  allusions,  and  with  great  propriety 

it  may  claim  the  title  of  "  The  Parlor  Song  Book  or  Songster.**    The  immortal 

Shakspeare  observer— 

**  The  man  that  hath  sot  music  in  himself. 
Nor  is  not  moved  with  concord  of  sweet  sounds. 
Is  lit  Ibr  treasoaa,  Mrattgems,  and  spoils.** 
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Family  Frayem  and  HymiiB 

ADAPTED  TO  FAMILY  WORSHIP,  AND  TABLES  FOR  THE 
REGULAR  READING  OF  THE  SCRIPTURES. 

BY    REV.  8.  C.   WINCHESTER,  A.M., 
Late  PMtor  of  the  Sixth  Preabjteri«B  Charch,  Philadelphia ;  and  the  Preabyte- 

riao  Church  at  Natches,  Miaa. 


THE    WESTERN    MERCHANT. 

A  NARRATIVE 

COK  /AINING  USEFUL  INSTRUCTION  FOR  THE  WESTERN  MAN  OF 
BUSINESS,  WHO  MAKES  HIS  PURCHASES  IN  THE  EAST  ; 

AUG, 

INFORMATION  FOR  THE  EASTERN  HAN  WHOSE  CUSTOMERS 
ARE  IN  THE  WEST:  UKEWISB  HIN  1*8  FOR  THOSE  WHO 
DESIGN  EMIGRATING  TO  THE  WEST:  DEDUCED 
FROM  ACTUAL  EXPERll-NCE. 

B7  LUKB  SHORTFIEZiD,  A  'Westttrn  Merebant 

In  One  Volume,  12nio. 

This  is  a  new  work  and  will  be  found  refy  interesting  to  the  Comrtiy 
Merchant,  &c.  &c. 

A  •prightly,  pleasant  book,  with  a  wmtt  amount  of  information  in  a  Teiy  agreeabla 
dhape.  Bu«ine«s,  Love  and  Religion  are  ati  diteaaeed,  and  many  proper  tentimenta  ex- 
pressed  iu  regard  to  each.  The  **  motuP  of  the  work  is  rammed  up  in  the  following  con- 
cluding seniences:  "Adhere  ateadfiMtljto  year  buriueMi  adJiere  nead&aUy  to  yoor 
first  love ;  adhere  steadfastly  10  the  church.** 


To  Carpenters  and  Mechanics. 

Jusi  JPnbiished. 

A  NEW  AND  IMPROVED  EDITION  OF  THE 

CARPENTER'S  NEW  GUIDE, 

BEING  A  COMPLETE  BOOK  OF  LINES  FOR 

CARPENTRY    AND  JOINERY, 

Treating  folly  on  Practical  Geometry,  Saffit^s  Brick  and  Plaster  Groins,  Miches  of  every 

description,  i^ky*Li);hts.  Lines  for  Roofs  and  Domes,  with  a  great  variety  of  Designs 

for  Roofs,  Trussed  Girders.  Floors,  Domes.  Bridges,  Ac,  Angle  Bars  for  Sliop 

Fronts,  Ac,  and  Raking  Mouldings. 

AL.SO, 

Additional  Plans  for  various  Stair-Casea,  with  the  Lines  for  producing  the  Face  and  Fall- 
ing Moulds,  never  before  published,  and  rreatly  superior  to  tbos«  given  in 

a  former  edition  ofthis  work. 

BY    WILLIAM    JOHNSON, 

ARCHITBCT,  OW  PHILADKLPHIA. 

THE  VnOlE  FOUSDBD  ON  TRDB  GEOIETRICilL  PBIRCIPLES; 
THE  THEORY  AND  PRACTICE 

Well  explained  and  fully  exemplified,  on  eighty-three  Ck>pper  Plates,  including  some 
Observations  and  Calculations  on  the  Strength  of  Timber. 

BY    PETER    NICHOLSON, 

Author  of  "  The  Carpenter  and  Joiners^  A^istant,"  *'  The  Student's  Instructor  to  the 

Five  Orders,"  Ac. 

Thirteeuth  EdlUoiu    1  Vol.  4to. 
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THE  ERRORS  OF  MODERN  INFIDELIT7, 

ILLUSTRATED  AND   REFUTED, 

BY  S.  M.  SCBraiUCKBR,  A.  M., 

In  One  Volome  ISmo.,  cloth.    Jutt  Publithed. 

We  cannot  bat  refard  this  worir,  in  whatever  lifhi  we  view  tt  in  reference  to  ita  de- 
sign, as  one  of  the  niof  i  masterly  prodaetions  of  the  age.  and  fitted  to  unroot  one  of  th« 
most  fondly  cherished  and  danferous  of  all  ancient  or  modern  errors,  tiod  mast  bless 
such  a  work,  armed  with  hi*  own  truth,  and  doing  fierce  and  successful  battle  against 
black  infidelity,  which  would  bring  His  Ma,|erty  and  Word  down  to  the  tribunal  of  hu- 
Bsan  reason,  for  condemnation  and  annihilation. — Albanjf  Spectator. 


The  Ohild's  First  Book  in  Geography. 

BY  A  DISTINGUISHED  PRACTICAL  TEACHER. 

A  9mall  Quarto,  illostratrd  by  nameroas  Maps,  on  a  new  and  improved  plan,  and  over 
one  hundred  Beauiiful  and  Original  Cats,  forming  the  most  complete  and  attractive 
Primary  (ieography,  yet  published  in  this  country.  This  elementary  work,  a*  also 
the  lari^er  School  Geography  named  below,  contains  aa  much  or  more  Geographical 
information  and  Itetter  arranged,  than  any  other  Geographies  now  used  in  the  sch(»ol8 
of  this  coantry,  for  the  truth  of  which  the  publishers  particularly  request  all  teacher* 
to  sxaffline  for  themselves.    Copies  for  examination  will  be  furmshed  gratis. 


SMITH'S  HEW  OOHHOll  SCHOOL  QEOQRAFHT, 

Illustrated  with  numerous  engravings,  aud  particularly  adapted  for  all  Common  Seboels, 
Academics,  Ac.  This  is  a  new  work,  ana  all  peiaona  oraaring,  will  please  say,  Grigg* 
Elliot  A  Co  's  Edition  of  Sroith*s  Geography. 

There  is  no  School  Book  ever  issaecT  from  the  American  prcaa,  that  is  more  highly  roi. 
eommended  than  th:s  invalaahle  elementary  vrork ;  and  it  will  be  nniversally  introdnced 
into  all  the  Private  and  Public  Schools  in  the  United  States,  if  real  merit  is  taken  into 
consideration,  and  all  Teachers  are  panietUnrlyreqtMaled  to  give  ita  candid  examination. 


IFALKER'S  SCHOOL  DICTIONARY, 

New  Edition,  well  liound.  The  above  is  a  popular  Philadelphia  School  Edition,  printed 
from  New  Stereotype  Plates,  on  Fina  White  Paper,  and  well  bound,  and  has  been 
adopted  and  introduced  into  the  Pnblie  Schools  of  l*hiladelphia. 

Ohnmbw  of  thn  Oonlrollafs  of  Pablie  Wchoola, 

First  8cbo^  DIatrict  of  Pennsylvania, 

Philadelphia,  March  15«  184S. 
At  atMeetiagofthe  CoiMr«tlcraorPaMie  Schools,  Firat  School  Diairictof  Pennsylva- 
nia, held  at  the  Controllers'  Chaabar,  mi  Tutsdayi  March  14ih,  the  following  reaolution 
was  adopted : 

Heioived,  That  '*  WalktVt  CriHtml  Promommeiug  Dictionary,**  published  by 
Grigg,  Elliot  k,  Co.,  be  adopted  for  laae  in  the  Public  Schoola. 
Certified  from  the  Minntea. 

THOMAS  B.  FLORENCE,  Secretary. 
Measra.  Gftioe,  Elliot  9t  Ce. 
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THE     AMERICAN    MANUAL: 

Containing  a  Brief  Oatlineof  the  Origin  aad  Prograaa  of  Political  Power,  and  the  I.aws 
of  Nations:  a  Commentary  on  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States  of  North  America, 
and  a  lucid  Kzpo«ition  of  the  Duties  and  Re»pon«ibilities  of  Voters,  Jurors,  and  Civil 
Magistrates;  with  Questions.  Deftttitioias,  and  Marginal  Excrciaea:  designed  to  de- 
velope  and  strenrthen  the  Moral  and  Inieilectuar  Powers  of  Youth,  and  impart  an 
accurate  knowlcdite  o<  the  naiere  end  neeesaity  of  Political  Wi«doa.  Adapted  to  the 
niie  of  Schools,  Arademies.  and  the  Public.  Hy  Joskph  BAirrLvrr  BcaLKian.  A.  M., 
a  Memlter  of  the  Baltimore  Bar,  and  President  of  Newton  University.— '*RiKS7iAirr 
Pupi-u."  This  invaluable  work  haa  received  the  highest  recommend  aliens  from  many 
of  the  most  distmcuiihed  and  practical  Teachers  in  this  countrv.  Teachers  who  study 
the  welfare  and  improvement  of  dwir  pvpiia  will  examine  ana  ase  this  book. 


AN  ETYMOLOGICAL 

DICTIONARY  OF  THE  ENGLISH  LANGUAGE, 

Containing  the  Radicate  and  Dtftaltloiu  of  Worda  derived  fiom  the  Greek,  Latin,  and 
French  Languages;  and  all  the  ^neraliv  aied  Technical  and  Polite  Phraaec  adopted 
from  the  French  and  Latin.  Dengned  chiefly  aa  a  Book  of  Reference  for  profeaaional 
men,  and  the  carious  in  Literature,  in  explaining  Words  and  Phrases,  the  origin  of 
whieh  requires  much  Historical  and  FhikMophieal  Research ;  and  adapted  also  to  be 
used  as  an  Academical  Class  Book.  By  Wiluam  Gbhishaw,  author  of  a  Histotr  of 
the  United  Slates,  History  of  England,  Franee,  fte.  Third  edition,  earefiilly  Ranted 
and  Enlaiged.    In  1  roL  ISmo. 


TlM  Lift  of 

GEKERAL   ZACHAR7  TATLOR, 

COMPRISING  A  NARRATIVE  OP  EVENTS  CONNECTED  WITH  HIS 
PROFESSIONAL  OaAEBR,  ANt>  AUTHENTIC  INCIDENTS 

OF  HIS  EARLY  YEARS. 

BY  J.    REESE  FRY  AND   R.   T.  CONRAD. 

WITH  AV  OKXOIIIAL  AND  ACCUAATX  VOBTAAITy  AMD  XLXTUI  Kl.gQAWT  ILLVmUL- 

nom,  Bl  DAAUET. 

In- 000  limdionitt  Yltalb*  Tolnins* 

It  is  by  fkr  the  flillast  and  moat  imsmattof  Mognplqr  of  Geaenl  Taylor  dnt ««  hmw 
ever  seen— ItieAmond  {Whig)  Ckr9fUdi, 

On  the  whole,  we  are  satisfied  that  this  Tohnae  is  the  mott  eorrtet  and  compnlMiiiiTO 
one  yet  published. — Hut,  ^  Mtrdkanta^  WsxvsJns. 

**  The  superiority  of  this  edition  over  the  apheneral  pnblieatiena  of  tha  day  eoiiits 
in  fuller  and  more  authentic  aocouatsof  his  fenuly ;  his  early  life  and  Indian  wars.  Tha 
narraiive  of  his  proceedings  in  Mexieo  is  drawn  partly  from  rsliabto  priTate  lattoca,  bol 
chiefly  from  his  own  official  corre^MMidenca. 

**  It  forms  a  cheap,  substantial  and  attraetiye  volume,  and  one  which  should  be  read 
at  the  fireside  of  every  family  who  desire  a  feithAil  and  true  life  of  the  Old  General.** 

N.  B.  Be  careful  to  order  Ortgg,  EUi^i  4>  Co,H  lUustraud  BdiHon*  o£  thoae  works. 


JUST  PUBLISHED, 
Illustrated  Editioiis  of  tlie  folloirrliiir  Works: 

6ENERAL  TAYLOR  AND  HIS  STAFF; 

coMPmniFa  mMoins  or  oEimtALS 

TAYLOR,  WORTH,  WOOL  AND  BUTLER: 

COLS.  MAY,  CROSS,  CLAY,  HARDIN,  YELL,  HAYS, 

▲VD 
OTHER  DUTIIfOUUHED  OmCERS  ATTACHED  TO  OBlfE&AL  TATLOR*!  ARMT. 

IimBSPSMSD  WITH 

NUMEROUS  ANECDOTES  OF  THE  MEXICAN  WAR, 

AFD 
PERSONAL  ADVENTURES  OF  THE  OFFICERS. 

€!omptled  from  Fublie  Doeumentt  and  FrivtUe  €^rr€9pamdene€m 

WITH 

ACCURATE  PORTRAITS,  AND  OTHER  BEAUTIFUL  ILLUSTRATIONS. 

In  One  Volame,  ISmo. 
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GENERAL  SCOTT  AND  HIS  STAFF; 

CO\IPRI8INU  MEMOIRS  OF  OETfBRALS 

SCOTT,  TWIGGS,  SMITH,  QUITMAN,  SHIELDS, 

PILLOW,  LANE,  CADWALADER,   PATTERSON 

AND   PIERCE; 
COLS.  CHrLDS,  RILEY,  HARNEY  AND  BUTLER, 

▲MO  OTHBB 

DISTINGUISHED  OFnCERS  ATTACHED  TO  GENERAL  SCOTPS  ARMY; 

TOOBTHBS   WITH 

Notices  of  General  Kearney^  Colonel  Doniphan^  Colonel  Fre* 

monU  (tnd  other  C^ert  dUHnguUhed  in  tfu  Conqu€$t 

of  California  and  Jyew  Mexico. 

AND  PERSOSAh  ADVKJ^TURI-SS  OF  THE  OFPfCFHlS. 

WiTH 
ACCURATE  FOtTBAlTS,  AMD  OTHER  BEAUTirVL  IU.UITBATIOIfS. 

In  one  volume,  ISmo. 
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CAMP  LIFE  OF  A  VOLUNTEER. 

A  CAHFAKUI  IS  HBXIGO; 

OR,  A  GLIMPSE  AT  LIFE  IN  CAMP. 

BY  "ONE  WUO  HAS  SEEN  THE  ELEPHANT.** 


SONGS    FOR   THE    PEOPLE. 
Edited  by  ALBERT  O.  EHEBIOK,  Proftssor  of  lliislc. 

Ulustrated  with  NUMEROUS  ENGRAVINGS,  from  Original  Deugon, 
BY  W.  CROOME  h  CO.     1  vol.  8fo.,  tcarlet  cloth. 


LIFE  OF   PAUL  JONES 

In  One  VolanM  12iimx,  with  One  Hundred  mnatratloiis. 

**  Life  of  Rear  Admiral  John  Paal  Joae*,**  kc.  Ac,  by  Jamea  Hnreilton.  The  wort  it 
compiled  from  hi*  orifcmal  journals  and  corravpondence ;  and  iiieladea  an  aecooni  of  his 
senr:ees  in  the  Aafrican  Revolution,  and  in  the  war  between  the  Russiana  and  Torka 
in  the  Black  Sea.  There  is  scarcely  any  Naval  Hero  of  any  afe  who  combined  in  his 
character  so  mnah  of  the  adveniuroos,  skilful  and  dariag.  as  Paul  Jones.  The  incidents 
of  his  life  are  almost  as  stanling  and  absorbing  aa  thoae  o(  romanea.  His  arhievementa 
during  the  American  Revolution— the  ftght  between  the  Btn  Ittmmt  Miekmrd  and  fiero- 
f  M,  the  most  draperaie  aava!  actiee  on  leeord.  end  the  alarm  into  which,  withao  ibmII 
a  force,  be  threw  the  ooeaia  of  England  end  Seeilead.  arc  matters  eomparativel/  well 
known  to  Americans:  but  the  insideemof  hia  aebeeqeent  ceteer  have  been  veiled  in 
obscurity,  which  is  dissipated  by  this  Biofraphy.  A  hook  like  this,  narrating  the  actiona 
of  such  a  man,  ought  to  meet  with  an  sAieeaive  sele,  and  becoam  aa  popular  aa  As^iiuon 
Cmso*  in  fictioa,  or  Ifffms*  Lif§  tf  Mmrwn  mnA  WmMhinpian^  and  aimilar  bookaia  faoL 
It  contains  400  pagee— has  a  h'andaome  nonreii  aad  medallion  likmesa  of  Jones,  and  is 
illustrated  wiih  naawrooa  original  ereod  eiv*viRS*^f  naval  iceaaa  end  distingeiahed 
men  with  whom  he  was  familiar. 

L.  G.  Curtis,  Eso .  editor  of  the  Cammaffeiel,  Omeinnati,  Ohio,  speaking  of  this  work, 
Ac.,  observes :— "  *  Life  of  Rear  Adorirat  Paal  Jonea.  illustraied  with  numerous  engrav- 
ings from  original  drawings.*  Tbie  book  we  priae  above  any  in  oer  possession.  John 
Paul  Jones  was  truly  an  eRireordiMkffy  men.  He  bed  the  honor  to  hoist  with  hia  own 
hands  the  flag  of  freedom,  the  irm  tinM  it  wee  displayed  in  the  Delavrare,  and  in  aAer 
life  declared  that  he  atisnded  it  with  veearatien  ever  alicr.  To  Paul  Jones  the  honor  of 
raisins  op  an  American  navv  beJonga.  He  waa  the  irai  commander  in  the  world  who 
made  the  proud  flag  of  ERglaod  *eeaM  down.>  Hie  life,  aa  printed  by  Meaan.  Origg, 
Elliot  A  Co.,  ahonid  be  in  the  handa  ef  every  ialeUigenl  AmericaR.*> 


Thtt  Ufe  tnd  aiptaloH  pfSitUfmn  BhindK 

...  co«MM*«  in  ■WMWi  Aaftmnomm  9w 


UNCLE  TOSV  AND  CORPORAL  TRIM. 

IT  L.  •TBk'^ 
B^aiUblly  filMlnM  fey  Dvtoy.  niiefead. 

A  HfiMTIMEnTAIi  JtMnungT,  BT  I«.  mERMB. 

lIlMirmtad  ■■  ■bov«,^by  Owiay,  niiBbarf. 
M.k*«BtiM  onus  Mihiir  anavtMll  katmm,  iai  ib  cfiem  fai  nylt  ui  •: 
to faw  Mrf  fcr  bctwi>t%ifca>q—  iiHi  wiifc  ■■■■■  li 4»H^hw^«licw  t«M 

THC  LIPK  or  QiiikRAL  JACKSON, 
WITH  A  UKENBSB  0P  TUB  OLD  HBSa   1  Volm*  ISmw 

THE  CLERaTHAlPS~A8S]STAllT; 

OB,  GUIDE  IN"  BBkDrNG  THE  LITUBGY: 

BtADUIG  CORRBCTLY,  WmfTHB  PRONUNCIATION. 
BY  REV.  W.  H.  ODENHEIMER, 


OmVi 


BEAUTIFlJJ,;:JiSflWtILE  BOOKS, 

Published  by;  aBWG^  ELLIOT  &  Cft 
fiRANDFATHER  LOVECRILDS'  NDRSERY  STORIES, 


ENORAVBD  BY  GILBERT  Sl  GIHON,  CROOME  ft  BRIGHTLY, 
WAITT,  D0WW8,  AND  OTHER  EMINENT  ARTI«T8. 

RICHLY  COLORED. 

THE   SERIES    OONTAINS 


ROBIN  HOOO. 
BLUR  BE\RD, 
VALKNTINR  ft  0R80!f, 
FRKD  PRARNOUOHT. 
CHILDREN  IN  THE  WOODS, 
ALADDIN, 


MOTHER  GOOSB. 


HENRY  BROWN, 

TOM  THUMB, 

BEAUTY  AND  THE  BEAST, 

GUY  OP  WARWICK, 

CINDERELLA. 

JACK  THE  GIANT  KILLER, 


6RANDFATHER  LOVEGHILDS'  PICTORIAL  PRIMER, 

With  53  Odloraa  miurtnitloiiiL 

KOIINSON  GRVSisTHEW  EOITIOH. 

Wltli  ninstratlABMi  EBgraved  €mr  SteeL 

POLLOK'8   COURSE  OF  TIME. 

18ao.  A  ISoio.    FiM  Editions. 

*«•  Pid)!i«.  private  aad  Meial  libiaries,  and  all  wko  parehasp  toaell  a^ia,  amlied  on 
the  most  reasnaable  terms  with  «T«ffy  artiela  in  tiM  Book  and  ScatioDrry  line ;  lucJoding 
new  novels,  and  all  new  works  in  oTonr  dpparuaent  of  literamie  and  seiencr . 

07*  Panieular  attention  will  also  bo  pakl  to  all  orders,  throQ|[h  eonntqr  merchants,  or 
by  mail,  ibr  Law.  Msdieal  and  MisoeHaneoas  Books,  for  pnblie  snd  priTaie  libFarie% 
and  no  efliirt  will  be  spared  to  eonplolo  all  aiiah  orders  oa  the  most  reasonable  terms. 
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